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''COME  qAND  get  IT" 

On  an  outing  nothing  goes  so  well  with  breakfast,  luncheon  or  dinner  as 

Baker's  Cocoa 

It  is  very  nutritious,  has  a  delicious  flavor  and  a  delightful  aroma 
that  appeals  mightily  to  the  healthy  appetites  engendered 
_  by  the  open  spaces,  fresh  air  and  exercise.    It  satisfies 
and  sustains. 

sure  that  you  get  the  genuine  with  the 
trade -mark  on  the  package.    Made  only  by 

WALTER  BAKER  &  CO.  LTD. 

Established  1780. 


DORCHESTER,  MASS 

/  REQUESl 


REO.  U.S.  F'A  I  / 

BOOKLET     OF     CHOICE     RECIPES     SENT     F  R  i:  r    ON  REQUEST 
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The  one  instrument  approved 
alike  by  artists  and  public 


PUBLIC  approval  fol- 
lows artistic  leadership* 
The  Victrola  stands  alone* 
The  great  artists  who  make 
records  for  it  have  by  that 
simple  fact  given  it  the 
only  sanction  which  really 
counts* 

Victrolas  $25  to  $1500. 
New  Victor  Records  dem* 
onstrated  at  all  dealers  in 
Victor  Products  on  the  1st 
of  each  month* 


HIS  MASTER'S  VOICE  " 

Btc  u  s  par  oec 

Thii  trademark  and  the  trademarked 
word"Victrola"  identify  allourproducts. 
Look  under  the  lid !  Look  on  the  label ! 
VICTOR  TALKING  MACHINE  CO. 
Camden,  N.  J. 


Victrola  XVII. 
$350 

Victrola  XVII,  electric,  $415 
Mahogany  or  oak 


Victrola 


RE 9.  U.  S.  RAX.  OPP. 


Mctor  Talking  Machine  Co.,  Camden,  N.J. 
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The  Atlantic  never  overprints.  Since  the  October 
sale  promises  to  he  particularly  brisk  we  ask  our 
friends  either  to  subscribe  now  {$4.00  a  year)  or  to 
leave  an  advance  order  with  a  newsdealer. 

The  Atlantic  Announces 

FOR  OCTOBEK 

THE  IRON  MAN  Arthur  Pound 

This  is  the  age  of  the  automatic  machine.  Its  effect  on  the  worker 
has  never,  we  think,  been  so  intelligently  set  forth  as  in  this  series 
of  papers  by  a  new  writer  combining  knowledge  with  insight  and 
imagination. 

FIVE  YEARS  IN  A  FAROE  ATTIC        Elizabeth  Taylor 

All  through  the  war  this  delightful  A  tlantic  contributor  was  shut  up 
in  her  tiny  room  under  the  eaves  of  a  Faroe  Island  dwelling,  over- 
looking the  submarine-infested  seas.  What  she  saw  and  heard  and 
felt  is  here  set  down. 

THE  EDUCATED  PERSON  Edward  Yeomans 

Continuing  the  discussion  opened  by  Mrs.  Gerould,  Mr.  Yeomans 
contributes  his  own  striking  conception. 

THE  RELIGION  OF  JOHN  BURROUGHS 

A  significant  correspondence  which  passed  between  the  Pantheist, 
beloved  of  all  men,  and  a  believer,  Mr.  Herbert  Miles  of  Asheville. 

SEQUELS  William  Beehe 

Interesting  and  imaginative  studies  contrasting  and  confirming 
earlier  observations. 

IS  THERE  ANYTHING  IN  PRAYER?      /.  Edgar  Park 
An  honest  question  helpfully  answered. 


The  Atlantic  Monthly  Company, 
10  Depot  Street,  Concord,  N.H.,  or 
8  Arlington  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 

Gentlemen:  Enclosed  find  $4.00  for  a  thirteen  months'  subscription  to  the 
Atlantic  Monthly,  beginning  October,  1921. 


Name  :  '.   .Street. 

City  State. 
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'~r'HOUGHT  adds  value  to  your  gift.  Care  in  selecting  the  proper 
package  of  Whitman's  chocolates  to  fit  the  occasion  wins  golden  opin- 
ions. Get  acquainted  with  the  individual  merits  of  the  Sampler,  Super 
Extra,  the  Fussy  Package,  Pleasure  Island  and  the  others.  Inspect  them  at 
the  store  that  shows  the  Whitman's  sign  and  sells  the  Whitman  line. 
STEPHEN  F.  WHITMAN  (St  SON,  Inc.,  Philadelphia,  U.  S.  A. 


An  Old  Paneled  Room  ^ 
atthel^amptotiShopg 

THERE  is  a  rare  charm  of  mellow- 
ness in  this  old  pine  paneling 
brought  from  an  historic  English  house 
and  now  installed  in  the  Hampton  Shops 
as  a  fitting  background  for  such  beau- 
tiful appointments  as  the  hand-carved, 
lacquered  desk  and  fine  old  Chippen- 
dale chair  shown  in  this  photograph.  r 

This  is  but  a  suggestion  of  the  ' 
ever-changing  exhibits  of  delightfully  ; 
livable  rooms,  representing  each  phase 
of  decoration,  which  have  been  ar- 
ranged by  the  experienced  Hampton 
decorators  to  assist  you  in  planning 
the  interiors  of  your  own  home. 


DeeoraHon  •  Jln^iquitieg  •  Furniture 
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Goodridxliie  Price  Reduction 

applies  to  all  sizes— 
without  reservation 


The  anti-skid  safety  tread 
Silvertown  Cord 


20%  Lower  Prices 

The  Goodrich  price  redudion 
which  took  effed  May  2nd  was 
ivithout  reservation.  It  included 
Silvertowns  together  with  Good- 
rich Fabric  tires  and  Goodrich  Red 
and  Gray  inner  tubes. 


The  name  of  Goodrich  on  a  tire  means 
just  one  thing— quality.  And  that  quality 
is  always  the  highest  that  can  he  produced. 

Each  tire  is  specially  designed  for  the  ser* 
vice  it  must  deliver.  Goodrich  Fabrics^  in 
the  popular  sizes^  have  established  them* 
selves  as  unusual  values  from  the  .stand* 
point  of  real  economy.  Silvertown  Cords 
in  their  class  have  always  held  first  place 
in  the  esteem  of  motorists,  not  only  be* 
cause  of  their  symmetrical  perfedion  of 
finish,  but  furthermore,  by  reason  of  their 
long  life,  complete  dependability  and  sat* 
isfadory  performance. 

Your  dealer  will  supply  you  at  these  (air 
prices: 

SILVERTOWN  CORDS 


SIZE 

Anti-Skid 
Safety  Tread 

TUBES 

30x3i 

$24.50 

$2.55 

32x3i 

32.90 

2.90 

32x4 

41-85 

3.55 

33x4 

43.10 

3.70 

32x4i 

47.30 

4.50 

33x4i 

48.40 

4.65 

34x4i 

49.65 

4.75 

33x5 

58.90 

5.55 

35x5 

61.90 

5.80 

FABRIC  TIRES 


Smooth 

30x3 

$12.00 

Safety 

30x3 

13.45 

Safety 

30x3i 

16.00 

Safety 

32x3i 

$20.25 

Safety 

32x4 

26.90 

Safety 

33x4 

28.30 

THE  B.  F.  GOODRICH  RUBBER  COMPANY 
<i4kron,  Ohio 
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"THE  LAST  SUPPErC'  6y   LEONARDO   DA  VINCI  ^ 


^^g»LOIS  LANG'S  rendering  in  deeply 
^ii  sculptured  wood  of  Leonardo  Da 
Vinci's  masterpiece,  'The  Last 
Supper,"  a  beautiful  example  of 
the  possibilities  of  this  art,  is  considered 
one  of  the  finest  pieces  of  wood  carving 
ever  executed  in  this  country. 

By  his  training  and  distinguished  artis- 
tic achievements,  Alois  Lang,  the  sculptor, 
is  eminently  fitted  to  represent  and  hand 
down  the  best  traditions  of  the  ecclesiastical 
art  of  wood  carving  from  the  Old  World 
to  the  New. 

The  place  of  his  birth  was  Oberammer- 
gau,  Bavaria,  famous  alike  for  its  Passion 
Play,  and  as  being  for  centuries  the  seat  of 
Europe's  greatest  wood  carvers. 

Coming  from  a  family  for  generations  famous 
as  sculptors  in  wood,  Alois  Lang  inherited  in  gen- 


erous measure  the  talent  of  his  forefathers.  After 
every  advantage  both  in  training  and  in  the  fol- 
lowing of  his  profession  as  wood  carver  and  sculp- 
tor in  his  own  native  Oberammergau,  including  a 
year's  study  with  the  great  wood  sculptor  Fortu- 
nato  Galli,  in  Florence,  Italy,  Alois  Lang  took  up 
his  permanent  abode  in  America  in  1903  as  the 
head  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Art  and  Wood  Carving 
Department  of  the  American  Seating  Company. 
Working  under  him  are  some  of  the  most  skilled 
artists  of  the  various  schools  and  periods  of  wood 
carving,  but  Lang's  genius  guides  and  inspires 
them  all. 

Our  studios  are  equipped  to  execute  any  com- 
mission in  the  wood  carver's  art  from  renderings 
such  as  this  "Last  Supper",  or  renderings  of  other 
subjects  of  symbolic  significance,  to  simple  and  less 
expensive  examples  of  wood  carving — lecterns, 
baptismal  fonts,  priedieux,  altar  seatings  and  pews. 
As  personal  gifts  to  the  house  of  worship,  or  as 
memorials,  such  pieces  are  most  appropriate.  The 
services  of  Alois  Lang  and  his  associates  arc  at 
your  disposal.  Call  on  them  freely  for  sug- 
gestions . 


ECCLESIASTICAL  DEPARTMENT 


merican  ^atinjg  Coni|iang 


NEW  YORK 


Address  General  Offices 

CHICAGO 


BOSTON 


2  East  Jackson  Boulevard 
It  will  assist  us  greatly  ij  you  will  give  us  the  name  of  the  church  you  have  in  mind. 
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I*         Stylish  suits  at  low  cost 
XT^OU  can^t  find  "low  cost^^  in  a  "price 
X  mark^^  If  s  in  long  wear  In  our  clothes 

II  you  get  the  quality  that  lasts;  guaranteed 

P  Money  back  if  you  aren^t  satisfied 

Hart  SchafFner  &  Marx 


THE  ATLANTIC'S  BOOKSHELF 


These  reviews  of  recent  books  of  unusual  value  are  based  upon  lists 
furnished  through  the  courteous  cooperajtion  of  such  trained  judges  as 
the  following:  American  Library  Association  Book  List,  Wisconsin  Free 
Library  Commission,  and  the  staffs  of  the  pubUc  libraries  in  Springfield 
(Massachusetts),  Newark,  Cleveland,  Kansas  City,  and  St.  Louis. 


Marcus  Aurelius:  A  biography  told  as  much  as 
may  be  by  letters,  together  with  some  account 
of  tiie  Stoic  religion  and  an  exposition  of  the 
Roman  Government's  attempt  to  suppress 
Christianity  during  Marcus's  reign,  by  Henry 
Dwight  Sedgwick.  New  Haven:  Yale  Univer- 
sity Press.  1921.  8vo,309pp.  Portrait.  $2.75. 

The  Emperor  Marcus  Aurelius  is  great  in  his- 
tory and  in  philosophy;  for  two  thousand  years 
the  world  has  known  him  as  a  ruler  and  a  teacher 
of  men;  but  as  a  human  creature,  a  modest  learn- 
er, and  an  affectionate  friend,  he  is  familiar  to  on- 
ly a  few.  It  is  little  more  than  a  century  since  his 
correspondence  with  Fronto,  his  early  tutor  and 
lifelong  friend,  was  brought  to  light  and  pub- 
lished; and  on  this  we  chiefly  depend  for  know- 
ledge of  his  private  character.  The  author  has 
made  the  fullest  use  of  it,  setting  out  the  letters 
in  an  admirable  translation  which  is  pleasaijter 
reading  than  the  originals;  for  the  letters  of  the 
Emperor  and  his  Master  are  not  good  literature : 
there  is  more  mutual  admiration  and  fine  writing 
in  them  than  is  attractive  at  a  first  glance;  but 
they  abound  in  happy  touches  of  domestic  kind- 
ness and  sympathy,  family  interest,  and  good  ad- 
vice. Mr.  Sedgwick  has  done  well  to  let  his  story 
be  told,  according  to  the  promise  of  his  title-page, 
as  much  as  may  be  by  letters. 

This,  however,  is  but  a  part  of  what  the  title 
promises  and  the  book  performs.  The  facts  of  the 
Emperor's  life  are  related  as  fully  as  scanty 
sources  will  allow;  and  the  scraps  of  information 
have  been  collected  with  a  diligence  as  remark- 
able as  the  skill  with  which  they  are  combined 
into  a  connected  and  harmonious  whole. 

In  the  early  chapters  we  have  an  account  of 
the  Stoic  philosophy,  —  or  religion,  —  its  found- 
ers, its  meaning,  and  its  progress,  down  to  the 
time  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  when  'no  doubt  the 
letter  of  the  Stoic  doctrine  remained  very  much 
Ihe  same,  })ut  all  the  time  the  contents  of  that 
creed  had  been  changing.'  So  we  are  shown  how 
and  frouj  what  grew  the  M edifafions,  the  com- 
plete and  final  devciopuKHit  of  a  great  system  of 
thought  and  morals. 

Not  less  necessary  is  it,  for  a  right  understand- 
ing of  the  Kmi)(!ror,  to  know  of  his  surroundings 
and  (iducation;  what  tin;  society  was  like  in  which 
ho  was  brought  up,  whnt  it  <lid  and  what  il 
talked  about.  Tlu;  following  chapters  show  this 
in  il  lively  ])ictur(!.  Vrom  this  point  I'orwanI 
th<^  l<'ll<>rs  Ixicornc!  of  thx^  first  import jince  to  the 
l)iogr{ii)hy ;  juid  so  tlu^  life  is  carried  on  to  its  dose. 

'I'he  last,  chjii)ters  are  a  thouglilful  discussion 
of  t  he  Roman  jil  titude  lo  ( HirisI  ijinity,  and  tin; 
sufferings  iti  lh<'  Christians  under  Marcus 
liuH.  'In  the  U-giruiing  llu;  early  ('hrisfiaiis  were 


mostly  Jews  and  shared  in  the  unpopularity  of 
that  race.'  (Something  of  the  sort  may  be  the 
case  with  the  present-day  Bolsheviki.)  To  the 
Roman  the  Christian  belief  seemed  merely  ab- 
surd; and  popular  slander,  everywhere  believed, 
described  their  practices  as  wicked  and  infamous. 
But  what  was  also  believed,  and  what  was  true, 
was  that  they  defied  the  law.  The  magistrate's 
first  duty  is  to  enforce  the  law;  and  Marcus  did 
no  more;  he  took  the  law  as  he  found  it,  and  en- 
forced it  by  orderly  procedure  against  those  who, 
by  their  own  confession,  could  be  regarded  only 
as  law-breakers.  To  do  otherwise,  he  must  have 
been  either  an  unfit  ruler  or  a  believing  Christian ; 
and  because  he  was  neither,  he  cannot  rightly  \ye 
described  as  a  persecutor.  All  that  Mr.  Sedgwick 
says  on  this  subject  deserves  attentive  reading 
and  should  command  unprejudiced  assent. 

The  book  is  addressed  by  its  Preface  to  those 
people  for  whom  the  Meditations  of  Marcus  Aure- 
lius contain  a  deep  religious  meaning;  but  it  will 
probably  find  still  more  readers  who  are  Stoics 
neither  in  principle  nor  in  practice,  but  can  enjoy 
a  good  biography  by  a  competent  scholar. 

Russell  Gray. 

Hail,  Columbia!  Random  Impressions  of  a  Con- 
servative English  Radical,  by  W.  L.  George. 

New  York  and  London:  Harper  &  Brothers. 
1921.  12mo,xii+243  pp.  Illustrated.  $2.50. 

This  is  a  most  stimulating  and  suggestive  book, 
and  should  be  read  by  every  intelligent  American. 
Its  epigrammatic  vivacity  and  brilliancy  are 
what  we  should  expect  from  its  author;  but  the 
interesting  thing  is  that  the  brilliancy  is  used  to 
illustrate,  not  to  dazzle;  to  convey  the  writer's 
profound  concei-n  with  his  subject,  not  to  em- 
phasize his  own  cleverness.  Also,  Mr.  Creorge  is 
humble  as  well  as  brilliant.  He  appreciates  that 
thousands  of  miles  of  country  and  millions  of 
people  cannot  be  perfectly  studied  in  six  months. 
But  he  has  striven  hard  to  see  clearly  and  without 
prejudice,  and  he  records  in  the  main  only  what 
he  sees.  Moreover,  when  we  complain  of  the 
sujKM-ficial  view  of  the  traveling  foreigner,  we 
should  remember  that  few  Americans  ever  get  the 
wide  comparative  impression  of  the  counlry  as  a 
whole  I  hat  such  a  r()i-cign(M-  gels. 

Mr.  (ieor^c's  litsiohi  inio  the  esseul ial  elements 
ol'  the  Am<M-icaM  cliaiachM-  is  reiuarkjihle.  He 
goes  to  Ihe  heart  of  lliiiigs  ri<;lil  lluougli  the  dis- 
lra<'ling  and  pei  |)le\iii;j,  ,su|KM  li(  ial  syiu|)toms. 
I  UmIocs  not  conliuc  liis  oltscrva  I  ion  to  holxMsand 
highways,  to  parks  and  theatres.  Ne  seems  to 
have  fi-e(|ueuted  the  average  man  arirl  woman: 
[()  ha\'<'  talked  with  Ihe  worker  and  the  idler;  to 
have  studied  the  farmer  in  llu'  field,  the  shop-girl 
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published 


My  Brother 
Theodore  Roosevelt 

By  Corinne  Roosevelt  Robinson 

This  book  is  unlike  any  other;  no  one  but  a  peculiarly 
sympathetic  and  intimate  sister  could  have  so  presented 
a  great  personality. 

In  a  curiously  personal  and  revealing  way  she  shows 
him  as  a  child,  an  undergraduate,  an  outdoor  man,  a 
politician,  soldier,  and  president.  Illustrated.  $3.00 


The  Czar 

The  Provisional 
Government 

The  Bolshevists 


TO  LET 

By  John  Galsworthy 

A  Story  of  to-day  in  which  the  irony  of  social  satire 
and  the  lyrical  beauty  of  romance  blend  with  singular 
power;  —  is  the  romance  of  Fleur  and  Jon  Forsyte, 
whose  families  are  set  against  each  other  by  a  deep 
antipathy — almost  a  feud.  $2.00 

Russia 

From  the  American  Embassy 

(1916-1918) 
By  David  R.  Francis 

United  States  Ambassador  to  Russia 

Our  ambassador  to  Russia,  first  under  the  Czar,  then 
under  Kerensky,  and  finally  under  Trotsky  and  Lenin, 
here  for  the  first  time  tells  the  full  story  of  those 
momentous  days.  Ulustrated.  $3.50 


CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS 


FIFTH  AVENUE,  NEW  YORK 


THE  ATLANTIC'S  BOOKSHELF 


behind  the  counter,  the  club-woman  in  her  home. 
His  comments  on  the  two  great  American  con- 
cerns, pohtics  and  business,  are  acute  and  just. 
How  admirable  is  his  refutation  of  the  common 
European  gibe  against  American  money-getting! 
'I  have  met  many  a  hard  American,  but  not  one 
mean  one;  he  is  capable  of  fine  gestures  as  he 
handles  his  wealth.' 

As  this  shows,  Mr.  George's  observation  is  sym- 
pathetic as  well  as  keen.  Here  he  differs  from 
Henry  James,  whom  he  resembles  in  acuteness 
and  in  brilliancy.  James  was  horrified  by  Amer- 
ican push  and  rush,  dazzled  by  American  glitter 
and  glare.  Mr.  George  likes  them.  'I  believe 
that  there  are  in  the  world  only  two  perfect  con- 
stitutions,' he  says;  'one  is  the  Swiss;  the  other 
the  American.'  And  he  calls  the  United  States 
'  God's  own  country.'  At  moments  one  may  even 
feel  that  he  is  too  sympathetic. 

Those  who  have  read  Mr.  George's  profound 
and  careful  studies  of  women  will  be  especially 
interested  in  his  analj^sis  of  the  American  variety 
of  the  sex.  He  has  considered  the  American 
woman  attentively  and  goes  into  an  extended  dis- 
cussion of  her  merits  and  her  weaknesses.  He 
fully  recognizes  the  charm  of  her  face,  her  con- 
versation, and  her  garments  —  what  there  is  of 
them.  But  the  more  old-fashioned  among  us  will 
be  refreshed  by  his  conclusion  that  she  is  not 
quite  so  modern  or  so  new  or  so  different  as  she 
thinks.  Under  all  the  innovations  of  intelligence 
and  culture  and  free-thinking  and  free-living,  he 
detects  the  same  old  daughter  of  Eye,  with  an 
astonishing  resemblance  to  her  primitive  mother. 
Furthermore,  contrary  to  the  general  opinion,  he 
holds  that  man  is  really  more  important  in 
American  life  than  woman  is.  In  this  we  believe 
he  is  right.  Woman  is  the  symptom,  but  man 
is  the  fact. 

What  is  charming  about  Mr.  George's  book  is 
his  hopefulness.  He  understands  fully  the  vast 
complication  of  American  conditions,  the  im- 
mense difficulty  of  producing  an  ordered  and 
profitable  civilization  out  of  such  a  chaos  of  con- 
flicting elements.  But  he  looks  at  the  bright  side, 
believes  in  the  richness  and  resourcefulness  of  the 
human  spirit,  and  is  confident  that  somehow, 
some  day,  money  and  machines  and  materialism, 
and  even  flcmocratic  politics,  will  work  together 
for  good.  And  in  our  hours  of  struggle  and  shad- 
ow, such  optimism  is  replete  with  comfort. 

Gamaliel  Bradford. 

The  Next  War:  An  Appeal  to  Common  Sense, by 
Will  Irwin.  New  York.  E.  V.  Dutton  and  Co. 
1921.  12mo,  viii  +  lOlpp.  Illustrated.  $1.50. 

'J'nis  is  a  little  book  upon  the  biggest  subject 
now  Ixjfore  the  world.  It  ought  to  bo  widely  read 
—  universally  read.  It  is  addnisscd  to  everyone, 
can  be  und<;rsto()<l  l)y  all,  asks  lillle  time  and 
labor  of  the  reader;  yet  it  does  not  t  rifle  with  its 
topic  or  study  cheap  serisalion. 

The  catch  title,  'Tlie  Next  War,'  somewhiit 
masks  the  author's  theme.  Probably  that  wjis  his 
intent  ion;  for  rcjiders  are  }ii)t  to  sli^  at  an  un- 


baited  apjieal  to  common  sense.  But  the  book  is 
truly  a  sober  forecast,  based  upon  personal  ob- 
servation and  study  of  the  last  war,  of  the  way 
the  next  war  —  if  there  is  one  —  will  be  fought, 
and  its  effect  on  belligerents  and  neutrals  —  if 
there  are  neutrals.  It  is  frankly  alarmist;  but  for 
the  purpose  of  hastening  our  pace  in  the  path  of 
peace,  not  in  the  path  of  military  preparation. 

Facts  are  marshaled  in  an  appalling  array 
—  things  we  know  but  prefer  to  forget:  death, 
gases  snuflSng  out  like  a  candle  the  life  of  whole 
noncombatant  communities,  cities  shivered  to 
dust  in  a  night,  war  carried  by  air  to  the  remotest 
recesses  of  broad  continents;  slaughter  and  de- 
struction universalized.  Material  and  moral  costs 
are  reckoned  in  physical  wealth,  race-vigor,  social 
stability,  and  ethical  values.  In  each  instance  the 
argument  is  carried  rigidly  from  the  last  war  to 
the  next.  The  author  tells  what  the  next  war 
will  be,  as  it  might  be  told  in  a  staff  college,  but 
with  a  different  purpose.  His  moral  is  war-pre- 
vention by  an  appeal  to  the  world's  common 
sense.  The  book  does  not  propose  any  ready- 
made  remedy  or  expound  a  theory.  Its  main 
purpose  and  value  lie  in  its  appeal  to  action. 

Our  dilatory  minds  are  slow  to  comprehend 
revolutions:  and  the  last  war  was  the  beginning 
of  a  revolution  in  fighting  methods.  We  still 
visualize  war  in  the  forms  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury. Mr.  Irwin  tries  to  paint  it  as  the  immeas- 
urably more  portentous  thing  it  has  become  in  the 
twentieth  centiu-y.  He  traces  the  logical  causes 
of  its  growing  brutality,  of  its  enforced  rejection 
of  even  those  pitiful  palliatives  which  we  used  to 
call  'the  laws  of  civilized  warfare.'  There  will 
be  no  exempts  and  no  spared  in  the  wars  of  the 
future.  Women  and  children  will  be  just  as 
legitimate  prey  as  fighting  men.  For  all  will  turn 
the  wheels  of  war-production,  while  science  and 
mechanism  have  made  possible  wholesale  methods 
of  slaughter,  which  cannot  discriminate  between 
individuals,  sexes,  classes,  or  occupations.  Wher- 
ever there  is  enemy  life  and  property,  that  life 
and  property  must  be  destroyed. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that  the  author  follows 
H.  G.  Wells  in  his  analysis  of  the  biological  and 
social  function  of  primitive  war,  —  down  to  the 
present  century,  —  thus  recording  one  of  the 
early  instances  of  the  influence  of  the  Outline  of 
History  on  oiu-  new  political  thought.  He  draws 
from  it  a  note  of  optimism,  the  passing  of  war 
through  outliving  its  functions.  The  book  should 
crystallize  nuich  vague  thinking  upon  disarma- 
ment and  peace-insurance  into  definite  convic- 
tions and  precise  j)olicies. 

Victor  S.  Clark. 

Shackled  Youth :  Comments  on  Schools,  School 
People,  and  Other  People,  by  Edward  Yeo- 
mans.  Hoston:  The  Atlantic  Monthly  Press. 
1921.  12mo,  vi-fl.'18  pp.  $!.()(). 

It  is  a,  fine  t  liing  for  a  man  '  who  stands  outside 
the  school  world,'  to  speak  out  loud  and  clear, 
but,  with  charity  and  good  humor,  as  Mr.  Yeo- 
mans  luis  done.  In  writing  his  lit  tle  book,  he  was 
'letling  of!"  stcjini';  but,  while  dead  in  earnest, 
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A  distinguisheA  new  novel  hy  the  author  of 
'^The  Romantic  Woman" 

THE  TORTOISE 

By  Mary  Borden 

OF  Mary  Borden's  amazing  and  sensational  earlier  novel,  The 
Romantic  Woman,  The  Nation  said:  "She  conveys  the  rich- 
ness, the  distinction,  and  the  vigor  of  an  arresting  character 
and  mind.  Her  style  has  both  dryness  and  coolness  ...  at  its 
best  it  has  a  sheen  like  the  bluish  shimmer  on  steel."  In  The  Tortoise  Mrs.  Borden  has 
turned  her  extraordinary  perceptions  and  ability  to  a  very  fine  novel  which  is  in  many  ways 
different  and  better  than  The  Romantic  Woman.  It  is  richer,  fuller,  more  matured  and 
really  entertaining.  It  is  the  story  of  beautiful  Helen  Chudd,  who  seeks,  through  the  War, 
a  great  love,  and  finally  finds  it  in  her  husband.  Helen  Chudd;  her  stolid  English  husband; 
her  dashing  French  lover;  Jimmy  Gower;  Peggy  Sidlington — all  the  characters  are  finely 
drawn  and  impressive;  all  in  all.  The  Tortoise  is  likely  to  be  one  of  the  most  discussed 
books  of  the  year.  $2.50  net 


by  Knut  Hamsun 

pAN,  the  fourth  of  Knut  Hamsun's  works  to  be  brought  out  in  America, 
is  a  rare  and  beautiful  love  story.  "One  may  well  question  whether 
Hamsun  has  ever  surpassed  the  purely  lyrical  mood  of  this  book.  ...  A 
wonderful  paean  to  untamed  nature  and  to  the  forces  let  loose  by  it  within 
the  soul  of  man." — Edwin  Bjorkman.  $2.00  net 

GROWTH  OF  THE  SOIL  by  Hamsun 

T  TNQyESTIONABLY  the  novel  of  the  year  and  one  of  the  outstanding 
^  works  of  fiction  of  all  time.  A  book  of  epic  appeal  which  has  been 
placed  by  H.  G.  Wells  "  almost  on  the  same  plane  as  The  Bible." 

Fifth  printing.  Two  volumes,  boxed,  $5.00  net 

LORDS  OF  THE  HOUSETOPS 

Edited  by  Carl  Van  Vechten      Author  of  ''The  Tiger  in  the  House" 

'"THIRTEEN  "cat"  tales  taken  from  the  world's  literatures — by  such 
masters  as  Balzac,  Poe,  W.  H.  Hudson,  Tarkington,  etc. — which  make 
an  entertaining  volume  for  both  the  cat  lover  and  others.  $2.50  net 


PUNCH:  The  Immortal  Liar 

By  Com-ad  Aiken 

•"  A  N  interesting  and  beautifully- 
written  poem — flows  on  like 
a  lovely  stream  with  infinite  silver 
variety  of  sound — You  had  better 
buy  this  book." — New  York  Eve.  Post 

"Aiken  has  not  forgotten  how  to  sing 
...  A  beautiful  book." — Louis  Un' 
termeyer  in  The  Bookman.  $2.00  net 


WHITE  SHOULDERS 

By  George  Kibbe  Turner 

CHE  was  like  a  statue  in  marble — 
amazingly  beautiful,  but  seem- 
ingly dead  to  any  vitality,  emotion, 
or  even  interest  in  what  went  on 
around  her.  How  she  won  through 
to  happiness  makes  an  exciting  story 
in  which  Mr.  Turner  has  injected 
a  considerable  amount  of  mystery 
element.  $2.00  net 


A  note  by  Mr.  Knopf 
about  some  new 
Borzoi  Books 

\AANUFACTURINQ  con- 
ditions  are  still  extremely 
difficult.  Some  of  the  outstand- 
ing Borzoi  Books  which  are 
scheduled  for  publication  in 
September  and  October,  Atlan- 
tic Monthly  readers  will  want 
to  order  now  in  advance  of 
publication,  that  being  the  only 
way  to  insure  against  disap- 
pointment, especially  in  the  case 
of  books  which  are  likely  to  be 
very  popular  or  which  on  ac- 
count of  their  size  are  difficult 
to  manufacture.  Such  impor- 
tant forthcoming  books  are: 
The  Briary-Bush,  a  sequel  to 
Moon-Calf  by  Floyd  Dell, 
which  will  be  published  October 
15th;  The  Charmed  Circle,  a 
first  novel  of  very  genuine  dis- 
tinction by  a  new  American 
author,  Edward  Alden  Jewell 
{scheduled  for  September  15th); 
My  Diaries  by  Wilfred  Scawen 
Blunt,  famous  British  aristocrat 
and  liberal  with  a  special  Preface 
to  the  American  Edition  by  Lady 
Qregory — (ready  October  ist) ; 
and  a  new  and  finally  revised 
The  American  Language  by 
H.  L,  Mencken  (October  25th). 
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lie  seems  to  -luive  luid  a  t  horoughly  good  liirie. 

'  We  must,'  says  he,  'raise  the  level  of  the  pub-, 
lie  schools';  but  he  doubts  whether  the  schools 
can  be  'pulled  up'  from  above  by  writing  about 
them.  '  To  pull  schools  up,'  he  explains, '  you  have 
to  get  under  them,  down  into  the  mud  and  muck, 
and  lift.'  There  is  something  to  be  said  for  this 
idea,  but  not  much.  He  himself  has  taken  a  bet- 
ter way.  His  plan  of  fertiUzing  people's  minds  by 
means  of  a  breezy,  amusing,  interesting  book  is 
likely  to  do  more  good  than  all  the  heaving  and 
hauling  by  main  strength  of  any  band  of  re- 
formers, however  devoted. 

Mr.  Yeomans's  idea  is  that  teaching  is  at  pres- 
ent mostly  under  the  tyranny  of  Mr.  Gradgrind; 
that  what  it  needs  for  its  improvement  is,  not 
efficiency  experts,  but  enthusiastic  artists  who 
know  their  subjects,  not  as  '  book-learning,'  but 
as  so  much  exciting  and  enjoyable  living;  and 
that,  until  we  can  find  teachers  of  this  sort,  our 
schoolboys  and  girls  will  continue  to  be  '  shackled 
youth.'  He  applies  his  idea  to  geography,  history, 
and  other  things,  and  ends  with  a  stimulating 
essay  on  the  value  of  cross-fertilization  in  school 
and  in  society. 

It  is  hard  to  see  how  any  true  teacher  or  thought- 
ful parent  can  disagree.  The  only  objections  con- 
ceivable are  not,  as  he  himself  concedes,  of 
theory,  but  of  practicality.  Some  day  we  are 
going  to  accept  as  a  matter  of  course  his  conten- 
tion that  the  vital  force  in  education  is  the  teach- 
er; and  we  are  going  to  obtain  the  right  kind  of 
teachers,  no  matter  what  it  costs.  We  are  going 
to  stop  supposing  that  any  such  elusive  and  subtle 
art  can  be  '  organized '  or '  administered '  into  per- 
fection. We  are  going  to  stop  admiring  buildings 
and  equipment  and  schedules,  and  are  going  to 
begin  to  admire  skill,  devotion,  originality  — 
in  short,  all  the  personal  and  spiritual  elements  of 
education,  without  which  the  others  are  so  much 
dead  machinery.  When  we  have  really  begun  to 
do  this,  we  shall  have  become  willing  to  spend 
most  of  our  money  on  teachers,  —  at  least  three 
times  as  much  as  we  do  now,  —  and  to  honor 
the  profession  as  the  most  important  in  society. 
As  soon  as  we  are  willing  to  do  this,  we  can  de- 
mand that  the  teacher  shall  be  fit,  both  in  person- 
ality and  in  ;i t tuirimcnts,  for  his  job.  We  can  de- 
mand tlin  t  hc,sh;dniavet,ra  vel('<l,  worked,  st  iKhcd, 
I'ead,  exijcricticcd,  enjoyed,  ;is  ;iny  |)crson  who  is 
entrusted  wil  h  I  he  dest  inies  of  cliildriMi  sliould 
have  don(!.  But  unt  il  we  nrr  ready  to  make  I  lie 
I)rofession  one  in  which  a  liberal  a  nd  devoted  and 
(>roficient  human  being  can  be  happy,  we  shall 
continue  to  have  th(^  kind  of  schools  which  Mr. 
Yeomans  deplores. 

As  a  first  step  in  'cross-f(M-|ilization,'  every  par- 
ent and  t(;acher  sliould  r<'a(l  S/idrlcIrd  Youth. 

\{.  M.  (;ay. 

Galusha  the  Magnificent,  by  Joseph  C.  Lin- 
coln. New  York:  I).  Appleton  cKi  Co.  WHX. 
hirno.  pp. 

(  'ai'K  ( "<)i>  has  Ix'cn  a  rich  liarv<'sl  field  for  nov- 
elists, and  none  has  gathered  larger  crops  from 
its  sandy  soil  tlian  .losej)!!  I/nieoln.  He  is  iti  the 


company  of  'Ix'st  selh^rs,'  with  such  undesirable 
characters  as  Harold  Hell  Wright  and  Gene  Strat- 
ton  Porter,  although  Mr.  Lincoln's  sales  of  two 
and  a  half  million  are  overshadowed  by  the  seven 
and  eight  millions  of  those  two  writers. 

Mr.  Lincoln  does  not  belong,  however,  in  the 
rose-pink  sentimental  school.  His  books  have  a 
clear  sincerity.  He  knows  his  characters  through 
and  through.  He  is  master  of  the  history  of  Captj 
Cod  from  Buzzard's  Bay  to  Highland  Light.  He 
commands  a  lucid  style.  His  humor  shines  from 
every  page.  His  understanding  of  eccentricities 
of  character,  of  the  aft'ectionate  illogic  of  his 
women  and  the  obstinacy  of  his  men,  might  rank 
him  with  far  more  pretentious  artists.  Mean- 
while, he  is  loved  by  many  a  simple  soul.  The 
writer  of  this  review  knows  a  group  of  a  hundred 
women  who  gather  weekly  in  the  winter,  for  a 
'Mothers'  Meeting.'  The  yearly  novel  by  Mi-. 
Lincoln  is  read  aloud  to  them  while  they  sew,  and 
though  they  know  neither  Meredith  nor  (ials- 
Avorthy,  nor  Rudyard  Kipling,  they  could  pass  an 
examination  on  Cayn  Eri,  The  Portygee,  Shav- 
ings, and  Extricating  Obadiah. 

Galusha  the  magnificent  is  an  absent-minded, 
shy,  unattached  devotee  of  archaeology,  learned 
in  the  lore  of  Egypt,  but  entirely  ignorant  of  the 
problems  of  practical  life.  A  whimsical  fate  lands 
him,  exhausted  and  fainting,  in  the  hospitable 
sitting-room  of  Miss  Martha  Phipps,  capable  and 
lovable  old  maid  of  East  Wellmouth. 

The  kindly  accident  thrusts  upon  him  various 
amazing  responsibilities  for  the  affairs  of  'the 
neighbors.'  Two  lovers  sternly  separated  by  a 
father  half-crazed  over  spiritualism;  a  rascally 
usurer  who  has  the  whole  village  in  his  clutches; 
the  maid-of -all- work.  Primrose,  —  '  some  Indian, 
the  rest  white,  with  a  little  Portygee  strung  along 
in  somewhere,'  —  whose  warm  heart  and  clumsy 
hand  make  troubles  for  her;  and  even  Miss 
Martha  herself,  are,  first  and  last,  debtors  to  the 
generous  good  sense  of  the  queer  little  Egyptolo- 
gist. Finally,  Galusha  and  Miss  Martha  them- 
selves develop  into  a  pair  of  delightful,  mid- 
dle-aged lovers.  The  scene  shifts  from  East 
Wellmouth  to  Shepheard's  Hotel,  C;iiro,  whence 
they  ex})lore  Egypt,  and  incidentally  the  depths 
of  their  own  natures,  to  their  mutual  satisfaction, 
and  finally,  no  doubt,  to        good  of  tlu'  world. 

I'erhaps  the  Huesl  ((ualily  of  Mr.  Lincoln's 
work  is  its  liumoi-.  It  smacks  of  the  New  Eng- 
land soil.  Itsell'eet  upon  the  sophislieattvl  world- 
ling is  to  make  him  bui'sl  into  a  |)cal  of  laughter, 
regardless  of  his  surroundings,  and  to  his  own  un- 
bounded surprise.  Let  an\  weary  soul  who  has 
forgotten  how  to  laiigii  hy  lh<'  refiwshing  expiM'i- 
ment  of  reading  (Utliislnt,  llic  M agii ijirciil . 

I  Ikloisk  V].  IIkhsioy. 

Orphan  Dinah,  by  Eden  Phillpotts.  New  York: 
'I'he  Macmillan  C<)m|)any.  T'^mo,  viii  + 

Oktion  a,  nuui  who  has  successfully  turned  his 
hand  l,o  nil  sorts  of  voluminous  writing  suddenly 
gathers  up  his  best  bits  of  litcMary  gear  and  puts 
them  all  into  a  novel.  IMiillpolts  has  done  much 
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CHINA,  CAPTIVE 
OR  FREE? 

By  Gilbert  Reid,  A.M.,  D.D. 

A  study  of  China's  foreign 
entanglements  by  one  of  widest 
acquaintance  with  Chinese 
affairs.  He  divulges  many 
acts  hitherto  kept  secret  and 
tells  the  truth,  whether  pleas- 
ant or  not.  $3-00 

THE  EUGENIC 
PROSPECT 

By  C.  W.  Saleeby,  M.D., 
F.R.S.E.,  F.Z.S. 

The  author,  an  acknowledged 
authority,  gives  the  results  of 
his  studies  in  sixteen  countries 
of  personal,  national  and  racial 
health.  Scientific  knowledge  in 
this  field  has  greatly  advanced 
in  the  past  few  years,  $4,00 


MORE  HUNTING 
WASPS 

By  J.  Henri  Fabre 

Fabre's  books  are  at  the  same 
time  literature,  yet  accurately 
scientific.  Fabre  was  not  only 
one  of  the  most  patient  and 
most  original  investigators,  but 
a  poet  and  a  philosopher  as 
well.  $2.50 

THE  PEWTER 
COLLECTOR 

ByU.  3.  L.  J.  Maase 

Mr,  Maase  is  thoroughly  ac- 
quainted with  his  subject, 
having  long  been  known  as 
an  authority  on  pewters.  The 
book  is  popular  in  tone  and  has 
many  illustrations  of  typical 
specimens,  $2.50 


QUILL'S  WINDOW 

By  George  Barr  McCutcheon 

Quill's  Window  is  a  landmark — an  abrupt  hill  in  a  flat  part  of  Indiana,  Round  it  is 
woven  the  romance  of  a  girl  who  is  lovely  even  for  an  Indiana  heroine.  Two  men  woo 
her  and  one,  of  course,  wins  her.  The  story  is  .  told  with  the  ease  and  skill  of  a  writer 
who  has  a  score  of  best-sellers  to  his  credit.  In  short,  it  is  a  first-rate  novel  of 
American  life  to-day.  $2.00 


DESIGNS  FOR 
AMERICAN  HOMES 

ByU.O.  Cutwater 

For  those  who  plan  to  build 
their  own  homes,  this  book  is 
worth  many  times  its  cost. 
The  designs  are  typically  Amer- 
ican and  represent  the  highest 
standard  of  accepted  architec- 
tural design,  combined  with 
economic  methods  of  construc- 
tion. Illustrated  with  50  sets 
of  plans.  $2.00 

THE  ROMANCE  OF 
HIS  LIFE: 

AND  OTHER  ROMANCES 
By  Mary  Cholmondeley 

Author  of  "Red  Pottage,"  etc. 

Miss  Cholmondeley,  who  writes 
infrequently,  but  always  with 
consumate  artistic  finish,  shows, 
in  four  long  stories  or  rather 
novelettes,  some  of  the  many 
forms  in  which  romance  way- 
lays unwary  men  and  women, 
$2.00 


BOOKS 

AND 

HABITS 

By 

Lafcadio  Hearn 

Some  of  the  sub- 
jec.ts  discussed 
are :  Love  in 
English  Poetry, 
The  Ideal  Wom- 
an in  English 
Poetry,  The 
Bible  in  English 
Literature,  Some 
Poems  about  In- 
sects, The  New 
Ethics,  The 
Most  Beautiful 
Romance  of  the 
Middle  ages,  etc. 

$2.00 


LAMPSHADES:  HOW 
TO  MAKE  THEM 

By  Olive  Earle 

Full  directions  for  making 
lampshades  at  home  at  nominal 
cost.  Ideas  and  plans,  from 
the  simplest  candle-shade,  to 
elaborate  arrangements  of  silk 
and  fringes,  are  given  in  detail. 
Both  the  amateur  and  the 
professional  will  find  this  a 
helpful  book.  Many  illustra- 
tions. ■  $2,50 

BURNING  SANDS 

By  Arthur  Weigall 

Author  of  "Madeline  of  the  Desert."  etc. 

With  the  desert  as  a  back- 
ground the  author  weaves  the 
love  story  of  a  clean-hearted 
giant  of  a  man,  and  a  girl  who 
has  nearly  been  spoiled  by 
wealth.  Hardship  and  danger 
bring  out  her  strong  qualities 
and  round  out  a  vividly-told 
tale  of  romance  and  adventure, 
$2,00 
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inore  than  that  in  his  novels:  he  has  not  repeated 
himself  —  he  has  collected  himself.  Read  Orphan 
Dinah,  and  you  know  the  author's  range  of  fic- 
tion passably  well.  The  only  one  of  his  moods 
that  is  not  suggested  at  all  is  the  spirit  in  which 
he  and  Arnold  Bennett  put  their  heads  together 
to  write  Doubloons.  Nearly  everything  else  is 
here  —  the  Hardy  touches,  the  vivid  descriptive 
chapters,  even  a  line  or  two  from  early  Phillpotts 
plays,  never  actually  quoted,  but  constantly 
suggested.  For  example,  when  Lawrence  says  to 
Dinah, '  I  knew  .  .  .  that  there  was  nothing  like 
working  your  fingers  to  the  bone,  to  dull  pain  of 
mind  and  make  you  sleep,'  he  does  not  quote, 
but  clearly  echoes,  a  line  of  Salome's  in  The 
Secret  Woman:  'Work,  I'tell  you.  Work  till  your 
flesh  aches  and  makes  you  forget  your  aching 
heart.' 

Phillpotts  uses  again  his  favorite  Dartmoor 
slopes  and  valleys,  the  geography  of  his  West 
Country  Pilgrimage,  with  its  furze  and  laurel  and 
heather,  and  its  tall  gray  mediteval  stone  crosses 
along  the  'forgotten  monkish  ways.'  The  scene 
is  more  than  a  stage-drop:  it  places  the  people 
and  determines  the  emotional  horizons.  In  this 
haunting  country  of  moor  and  fern,  where  slender 
birch  trees  in  autumn  '  leap  upward  to  the  last  of 
their  foliage,  like  woodland  candlesticks  of  silver 
supporting  altar-flame,'  the  actors  go  very  busily 
and  simply  into  the  complex  and  leisurely  plot. 

The  book  would  make  a  striking  drama.  Six 
out  of  the  twenty-odd  characters  are  fresh  and 
full-dimensioned:  the  old  fox-hunter,  the  master 
of  Falcon  Farm,  the  horseman,  the  cow-man,  the 
incomparable  Soosie-Toosie,  and  Dinah.  Before 
we  see  Dinah  at  all,  we  have  heard  her  discussed 
by  all  the  other  characters,  who  give  their  careful 
opinions  of  her  delay  in  setting  a  time  for  her 
wedding;  and  before  she  appears,  the  tantalized 
reader  is  ready  to  rise  up,  take  an  approved  ash- 
sapling  for  a  walking-stick,  whistle  to  the  black 
spaniel,  and  go  stepping  over  to  Buckland-in-the- 
Moor,  to  call  upon  Dinah  for  himself. 

i*eople  who  like  to  trace  Hardy  in  Phillpotts 
may  amuse  themselves  by  fancying  Thomas 
Hardy  at  work  upon  the  scene  after  the  lover 
climbs  Dene  Moor  and  arrives  at  the  gray  shaft 
of  Shepherd's  (toss.  The  moment  has  all  the 
inakings  of  a  Hardy  catastrophe,  but  it  is  without 
the  Hardy  lighting,  the  Hardy  intensity — -ami 
without  the  (catastrophe.  The  book  ends,  not 
upon  a  finality,  t)ut  uj)on  a  question  —  a  question 
about  which  only  Thomas  Palk,  the  cow-nian, 
fe(!ls  (|uite  (;ock-siirc. 

h'uANCKS   lilOHTIOH  WaHNIOW. 

The  Anglo-American  Future,  by  A.  G.  Gar- 
diner. New  York:  TIkmfuis  S<;ltzer.  \\H\. 
12mo,  111  pp.  $1.50. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  look  furtluT  back  in  the 
writings  of  Mr.  A.  (J.  (iardiner  than  at  his  article 


'The  Twilight  of  Parliament,'  in  the  August 
Atlantic,  to  be  reminded  that  he  is  an  English- 
man without  illusion  respecting  his  own  country. 
But  he  is  no  more  a  retractor  of  it  than  he  is  an 
unfriendly  critic  of  the  United  States.  The  con- 
sequence is  that  he  possesses  uncommon  qualifica- 
tions —  including  a  gift  of  lucid  and  forcible  ex- 
pression —  for  producing  an  P2nglish  counterpart 
of  Mr.  Owen  Wister's  plea  for  Anglo- American 
unity.  The  Straight  Deal,  and  this  is  what  his  little 
volume  really  is. 

The  burden  of  its  appeal  is  that  'the  better 
mind  on  both  sides  must  be  so  organized  and 
strengthened  as  to  visit  all  the  blows  of  circum- 
stance and  all  the  gusts  of  passion.'  He  deals  in 
turn  with  such  general  topics  as  'A  Century  of 
Peace,'  'The  American  Mind,'  'The  English 
Manner,'  'Political  Discords,'  and  'The  Future.' 
He  recognizes  the  Irish  question  frankly  as  also 
an  American  question,  and  makes  these  pregnant 
observations:  'It  is  well  to  remember  that  the 
United  States  has  inherited  its  two  great  troubles 
from  England.  It  was  the  English  slaver  that 
brought  the  Negro  to  America  for  his  own  profit. 
It  was  English  policy  that  depopulated  Ireland 
and  sent  a  nation  with  bitterness  in  its  heart  to 
poison  the  life  of  America.  We  cannot  cancel  the 
one  mischief;  but  we  alone  can  cancel  the  other. 
And  until  we  do  it  we  can  never  achieve  that 
English-speaking  solidarity  which  is  the  hope  of 
those  who  wish  the  world  well.' 

It  is  a  question  whether  books  of  this  type 
would  not  accomplish  their  purpose  more  com- 
pletely if  their  writers  should  take  more  pains  to 
recognize  the  fact  that '  those  who  wish  the  world 
weir  are  not  exclusively  British  and  American. 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  States  are  so  mani- 
festly the  two  world  powers  which,  working  in 
harmony,  can  do  most  for  the  general  good  of  the 
race  that  liberal-minded  men  of  every  tongue 
must  rejoice  in  every  token  of  their  generous  co- 
operation. But  it  must  be  generous  unless  it  is  to 
defeat  its  own  purpose;  and  the  spirit  of  under- 
standing between  the  two  great  English-speaking 
peoples  which  is  the  very  motive  of  Mr.  (Jar- 
diner's  little  book  is  an  excellent  first  step  in  the 
direction  of  the  es.sential  broader  generosity.  It 
is  not  enough  for  Britons  and  Americans  to  pride 
themselves  on  occupying  a  position  of  enormous 
potential  beneficence.  They  must  so  conduct 
themselves  as  really  to  be  worthy  of  this  position, 
and  when  the  time  comes  for  exercising  the  power 
it  involves,  nuist  do  so  with  the  might  that  springs 
from  recognized  right. 

To  this  end  so  iiit(>lligent  and  high-minded  a 
considcnition  of  the  rclalions  between  the  two 
coiiiilrics  which  oiighl  lo  do  inosl  at,  this  moment 
for  a,  <'lislra<  lcd  world  ollVrs  an  hnportant  contri- 
bnt  ion.  So  short  a  book  may,  and  in  this  instance 
does,  provoke  long  t  honghts. 

M.  A.  DioWor.FE  Howe. 


In  response  to  requests  from  many  librarians,  the  reviews  printed  each  month  in  this  depart- 
ment of  the  magazine  will  be  reprinted  separately  in  pamphlet  form.  Copies  may  be  had  by 
any  librarian,  without  charge,  on  application  to  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  8  Arlington  St.,  Boston. 
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Jfor  ^eptemtier  publication 

THE  BEGINNING  OF  WISDOM 

By  STEPHEN  VINCENT  BENET 

Author  of  "Heavens  and  Earth,"  "  Young  Adventure/'  Etc. 

The  very  frank  story  of  a  very  young  man.  A  novel,  it  is  perfectly  safe  to  say,  quite  unlike  any  other.  The 
story  of  Philip,  his  idyllic  birth  in  California,  the  humorous  surroundings  of  his  rearing,  the  vitality  of  his  years 
at  Yale,  his  picturesque  adventures  in  Arizona,  his  days  in  the  army,  and  above  all,  the  tender  scenes  of  his 
young  love,  are  the  q'uintessence  of  poetry  presented  in  the  form  of  penetrating  realism.  This  first  novel  by 
one  of  the  most  distinguished  of  our  younger  poets  has  had  the  odd  good  fortune  of  being  much 
discussed  in  New  ¥ ork  literary  circles  before  it  appeared  anywhere  in  print.  It  had  also  the  further  distinction 
of  appearing  serially  in  part  in  The  Bookman.  Only  in  book  publication,  however,  is  the  full  story  given. 
There  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  this  will  be  one  of  the  most  widely  discussed  novels  of  the  year,  $1.90 

THE  PEOPLE  AGAINST  NANCY  PRESTON 

By  JOHN  MOROSO,  author  of  "  The  City  of  Silent  Men  " 

We  are  the  "People."  Though  we  go  about  our  pleasures  and  affairs  little  aware  of  it.  Here,  in  a  story  as 
arousing  as  an  electric  storm,  Nancy  Preston,  a  girl  who  "  went  straight,"  comes  upon  our  conscience.  We  know 
with  a  throbbing  heart  all  that  we  can  do  to  her — even,  maybe,  to  sending  her  to  "that  little  piece  of  yellow 
furniture,"  the  electric  chair.  John  Moroso's  detectives,  gunmen,  gamblers  and  "  pretty  ladies  "  are  not  spun 
out  of  a  literary  fancy.  And  his  pity  and  tenderness  and  sentiment  come  from  a  "  close  up"  of  the  romance  of 
the  humanest  kind  of  human  lives.  His  earlier  book,  "  The  City  of  Silent  Men,"  has  been  made  into  one  of  the 
great  popular  successes  of  the  screen.   His  story  of  Nancy  is  still  more  touching  and  striking. 

With  Frontispiece.  $1.75 

OF  ALL  THINGS! 

By  ROBERT  BENCHLEY,  Dramatic  Editor  of  "Life" 

Did  you  ever  put  in  a  day  eating  roast  beef  about  town?  If  not,  doubtless  you  do  not  know  how  amusing  such 
an  adventure  may  be.  Or  investigate  the  travels  of  a  bell-boy  paging  several  persons  through  a  hotel?  Highly 
humorous  thing,  that.  Or  know  just  when  to  tell  the  elevator  man  to  let  you  out  at  the  eighteenth  floor?  Or 
say  just  what  you  would  like  to  have  said,  at  trying  moments,  about  so  many  of  the  guests  you  have  taken  in 
your  car?  Or  realize  the  pleasant  absurdity  of  two-thirds  of  the  letters  you  write?  This  is  a  book  of  the 
cheerfulest  fun  about  the  things  that  lie  all  about  us  —  so  close  to  our  noses  we  are  apt  to  miss  the  joy  of 
them  altogether.  Robert  Benchley  is  a  lively  young  man  who  has  been  going  for  some  time  as  a  critic,  of  the 
entertaining  school,  of  books  and  the  theatre  and  as  a  writer  of  highly  humorous  essays.  This  is  your  first 
chance  to  get  a  book  of  his.  He  is  the  sort  of  person  who  goes  everywhere,  sees  everything,  reads  everything, 
knows  everybody.  You  could  not  be  in  more  capital  society.  Illustraied  by  Gluyas  Williams.  $1 .75 


3^eabj>  October  Jf  irsit 

EDGE  OF  THE  JUNGLE 

By  WILLIAM  BEEBE.  author  of  "Jungle  Peace."  Etc. 

Hardly  anything  is  more  outstanding  in  the  book  situation  to-day  than  the  interest  of  the  reading  public  in 
books  of  travel  with  a  highly  colorful  personal  note.  Among  the  most  striking  and  persisting  successes  have  been 
recent  volumes  on  lands  strange  to  us  and  distant  seas.  And  no  more  notable  book  of  its  kind  has  been  pub- 
lished than  Mr.  Beebe's  preceding  volume.  Said  the  New  York  Evening  Post:  "  We  know  of  few  more  delightful 
works  than  this  volume."  The  author's  poetic  and  unusual  point  of  view,  and  the  beauty  of  his  style  in  painting 
the  vast  pageant  of  changing  color  of  earth  and  sky,  have  reminded  the  reviewers  in  turn  of  Fabre,  W.  H. 
Hudson,  Kipling,  Stevenson,  Burroughs  and  Thoreau.  A  book  assured  a  lasting  place  on  all  discriminating 
shelves.  With  Frontispiece.  $2.50 
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Oh,  My  Fellow  Citizens! 

with  regret  and  concern,  I  remind  you,  that 
THE  MIRRORS  OF  WASHINGTON 


is  published! 

It  does  to  our  great  and  near-great 
what  the  "gentleman  with  a  duster" 
did  to  eminent  Enghshmen  in  "The 
Mirrors  of  Downing  Street."  It  tells 
painfully  plain  truths  about  the  per- 
sonalities of  those  in  whose  hands  our 
destinies  lie  or  have  lain.  It  is  searching  in 
its  analyses,  and  contains  fourteen  discern- 
ing, piercing,  sometimes  satirical,  always 
brilliant,  character  studies.  "And,"  says 
the  N.  Y.  Eve.  Post,  "  it  contains  indiscre- 
tions delicious  enough  to  satisfy  the  most 
exacting  gossip."  There  are  14  portraits, 
and  14  amusing  caricatures  by  Cesare. 


Octavo 
14  Portraits 
14  Cartoons 
$2.$o  net 


AT  THE  SUPREME 
WAR  COUNCIL 

Capt.  Peter  E.  Wright 

Lloyd  George  said,  "This  is  the  best  thing  that 
has  been  written  about  the  War."  Wright,  who 
was  Assist.  Sec'y  and  Interpreter  to  the  Coun- 
cil, destroys  great  reputations  and  rights  many 
wrongs,  challenging  contradiction,  persecution, 
and  even  prosecution.  8  portraits,  ^2,50 


THE  MIRRORS  OF 
DOWNING  STREET 

"A  Gentleman  with  a  Duster" 

This  brilliant  volume,  which  set  all  England  by 
the  ears,  is  now  in  its  ninth  large  printing  in  this 
country.  It  isn't  necessary  to  know  English 
politics  to  thoroughly  enjoy  this  fascinating 
book,  written  with  the  audacity  of  Strachey's 
"Eminent  Victorians."  12  portraits,  $2.50 


THE  LABOR  IVIOVEIVIENT 

By  FRAi^K  TANNENBAUiVI 

Perhaps  you  won't  agree  with  it  all,  but  if  vou  wish  to  have  a  clear  idea  of  this  greatest  of  our 
problems,  it  is  really  necessary  to  read  Mr.  Tannenbaum's  book.  By  reason  of  his  wide  experience 
in  labor  circles,  he  is  well  fitted  to  judge  and  to  mterpret.  Prof.  Seligman  calls  it  "  novel,  inter- 
esting, and  brilliantly  written."  8°  32.00 


TOWNS  OF  NEW  ENGLAND  AND  OLD  ENGLAND 

By  ALLAN  FORBES 

Connecting  links  between  cities  and  towns  of  New  J^-ngland  and  those  of  the  same  name  in 
i'ingland,  Ireland,  and  Scotland.  Two  large  and  beautifully  bound  volumes,  of  fascinating 
interest,  and  containing  over  300  illustrations.    A  rare  gift.  Royal  8°.    Two  vols.  }?12.50 
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Lytton  Strachey's  "Queen  Victoria" 

4th  large  printing  — $5,00 

"A  masterpiece  —  will  be  read  sooner  or  later  by  practically  everyone  who  reads 
this  newspaper."  —  New  York  Evening  Post. 

Dorothy  Canfield's  "The  Brimming  Cup" 

6th  large  printing  —  $2.00 

(Already  second  best  selling  book  in  America) 
"A  great,  noble,  beautiful  and  living  book,  and  oh,  how  everlastingly  true!"  — 
Extract  from  a  private  letter  from  Margaret  Deland. 

Sinclair  Lewis'  "Main  Street" 

24th  large  printing  — $2.00 

(The  best  selling  book  in  America) 
The  most  talked  about  bo6k  of  the  present  day  (probably  of  the  last  fifteen  years)  is 
this  story  of  small  town  life.  So  honest  and  so  interesting. 

Margaret  Widdemer's    The  Year  of  Delight 

Just  ready —  $1.7^ 

The  off-hand  way  to  describe  this  love  story  is  to  call  it  an  up-to-date  variant 
of  " Brewster's  Millions." 


■Some  August  Publications* 


THE  TREND  OF  THE  RACE  By  S.  J.  Holmes 

Prof,  of  Zoology,  University  of  California 
A  self-contained  exposition  for  the  layman  of  the  latest  results  of  scientific  study  of  the 
forces  which  are  modifying  the  inherited  qualities  of  civilized  man.  $3.50 

INDUSTRIAL  PROBLEMS  AND  DISPUTES  By  Lord  Askwith 

A  thorogoing,  sane  treatment  by  the  Chief  Industrial  Commissioner  and  Chairman  of  the 
British  Government  Arbitration  Committee,  based  on  fifteen  years'  experience.  I5.00 

TUDOR  IDEALS  By  Lewis  Einstein 

Author  of  "  The  Italian  Renaissance  in  England  " 
This  important  work  traces  the  origin  and  growth  of  the  political  and  social  ideals  of  i6th 
century  England.  $3.50 

A  HISTORY  OF  AERONAUTICS   By  E.  Charles  Vivian  and  W.  Lockwood  March 

A  complete  history  of  the  art  and  development  of  aviation.  The  authors  are  respectively, 
Editor  of  Flying  and  Secretary  of  the  Royal  Aeronautical  Society.  Profusely  illus- 
trated. $5.00 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  DRAMA       By  Benjamin  Brawley 

A  readable  and  scholarly  outline  of  the  whole  field,  with  biographical  outline  for  each 
writer  and  critical  analyses  of  his  best  plays.  $1.50 

THE  CONTEMPLATIVE  QUARRY  AND  OTHER  POEMS  By  Anna  Wickham 

Introduces  a  British  poet  to  America  in  a  volume  sure  to  make  a  sensation.  For  the  most 
part  her  poems  present  the  modern  woman  torn  between  dreams  and  domesticity.  In- 
troduction by  Louis  Untermeyer .    1 1 . 7 5 
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ABINGDON 


TRANSCENDING 
the  thousand 
writings  of  a  day 
are  those  rare,  en- 
during  works 
which  mark  in  the 
progress  of  man 
another  step  to 
greater  things. 
Such  works  hold 
within  their  cov- 
ers a  vital  force 
eternal  as  the  fire 
in  a  flawless  dia- 
mond. 

To  people  who 
discriminate,  who 
seek  the  pure 
metal  and  discard 
the  dross,  the  name 
Abingdon  is  a 
guarantee  of  this 
vital  force. 

Abingdon  Books 
arc  sold  at  all  good 
Book  Shops. 


Fital  BOOKS 


THE  UNITED  STATES  AND  CANADA 
A  Political  Study 
By  George  M.  Wrong 
"A  discussion  of  the  common  interests  of  the  two  countries 
with  a  view  to  a  better  understanding." — Indianapolis  News. 
Price,  net,  $1.25,  postpaid. 

CROSS-LOTS 
And  Other  Essays 
By  George  Clarke  Peck 
This  series  of  essays  will  add  to  the  growing  fame  of  their 
author,  whose  other  books  have  been  received  with  distinct  favor. 
Price,  net,  $1.25,  postpaid 

THE  HOME  OF  THE  ECHOES 
By  F.  W.  Boreham 
The  Australian  preacher-essayist  has  again  poured  out  the 
rich  treasures  of  his  mind  and  heart  in  his  new  book.  "The 
Home  of  the  Echoes"  is  worthy  of  a  place  among  the  famous 
"Books  by  Boreham."         Jn  Press.  ^ 

JOHN  RUSKIN,  PREACHER 
And  Other  Essays 
By  Lewis  H.  Chrisman 

In  this  book  we  have  a  presentation  of  Ruskin  as  an  inter- 
preter of  the  things  of  God,  but  there  are  ten  other  essays  of 
breadth,  beauty,  virility,  keen  analysis  and  marked  interpretive 
value  in  the  book. 

Price,  net,  $1.25,  postpaid 

THE  MEANING  OF  EDUCATION 

By  James  H.  Snow  den 
Prof.  Snowden  presents  here  a  scholarly  and  valuable  study 
of  the  psychology  of  education. 

Price,  net,  75  cents,  postpaid 

THE  OPINIONS  OF  JOHN  CLEARFIELD 

By  Lynn  Harold  Hough 
John  Clearfield  is  a  person  of  unusual  intellectual  virility, 
vivacity  and  vision.    He  has  much  to  say  about  books,  but  there 
are  many  other  items  of  interest  and  value  upon  which  he 
renders  "opinions"  that  are  worthy  of  careful  consideration. 

Price,  net,  $1.25,  postpaid 
{Prices  are  subject  to  change  without  notice) 
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Midsummer 
Books 


oughton  Mifflin 
Company 


A  JOURNAL  OF  THE  GREAT  WAR 
By  Charles  G.  Dawes 

General  Dawes's  recent  appointment  to  one  of  the  most  responsible  positions  in 
American  public  life  makes  especially  timely  the  publication  of  this  diary  which  he 
kept  while  Cieneral  Purchasing  Agertt  for  the  A.E.F.,  and  American  member  of  the 
Military  Board  of  Allied  Supply.    Lavishly  illustrated.  2  volumes.  $10.00 


SEA  POWER  IN 
THE  PACIFIC 

Hector  G.  By  water 

Of  extraordinary  timeliness  is  this  un- 
l)iased  and  authoritative  study  of  actual 
and  potential  sea  power  in  the  Pacific. 

$5-00 


THE  BASQUE 
COUNTRY 

Romilly  and  Katharine  Fedden 

"Not  always  does  a  travel  book  include 
so  many  interesting  phases  of  a  region 
as  does  this  handsome  volume." — New 
York  Times.  lUus,  in  color.  $6.00 


THREE  LOVING  LADIES 

By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Dowdail 

"A  delightful  and  an  entertaining  book." — New  York  Evening  Post.  "The  reviewer 
has  seldom  been  so  continuously  entertained. ' '  —Philadelphia  North  A  merican.  "Mrs. 
Dowdail  possesses  an  immense  joy  in  observing  life,  and  a  keen  sense  of  humor." 
— Boston  Transcript.  $2.00 


SNOW-BLIND 

Katharine  Newlin  Burt 

In  a  lonely  canyon,  cupped  in  the  frozen 
hills  of  the  North,  two  men  and  two 
women  enact  their  parts  in  a  strange 
and  stirring  story  of  human  conflict. 
By  the  author  of  "The  Branding  Iron." 

$1.50 


SCARAMOUCHE 

Rafael  Sabatini 

"The  gods  are  kind  to  inspire  such  a 
glorious  yarn !  A  romance  of  adventure 
that  turns  the  clock  back  to  those 
dream-laden  days  when  we  first  met 
d'Artagnan."- — Detroit  Saturday  Night. 
Fourth  Printing.  $2.00 


FAR  TO  SEEK 

By  Maud  Diver 


This  new  Anglo-Indian  novel  by  the  author  of  "Strong  Hours,"  will  be  closed  by 
the  reader  with  the  sense  of  having  gained  the  friendship  of  men  and  women  of  sin- 
gular nobility;  of  having  been  witness  to  great  passions  and  stirring  adventures; 
and  of  having  had  life  made  forever  richer  by  this  vicarious  experience.  $2.00 


For  sale  at 

all  bookstores 


Canadian  representative 

Thomas  Allen,  Toronto 
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YALE 


□  LIFE  OF 

MARCUS  AURELIUS 

By  Henry  Dwight  Sedgwick 

A  biography  told  by  letters,  together  with  an 
account  of  the  Stoic  religion  and  an  exposi- 
tion of  the  Roman  government's  attempt  to 
suppress  Christianity. 

$2.75 


BOOKS 


□ 


THE 

DISCIPLINES  OF  LIBERTY 


By  WiLLARD  L.  Sperry 

The  Faith  and  Conduct  of  the  Christian  Free- 
man. A  brilliant  book  written  for  people 
who  are  interested  in  religious  problems. 

$2.00 

□  THE  JOURNEY 

By  Gerald  Gould 

A  young  Englishman  for  the  first  time  intro- 
duced to  American  readers,  '*A  poet  of  the 
greatest  nobility  and  distinction."  —  Wilson 
Follett. 

$1.50 


SONGS  FOR  PARENTS  □ 

By  John  Farrar 

Mr.  Farrar,  editor  of  the  Bookman,  shows 
by  these  poems  that  he  has  the  real  feeling 
for  children's  verse.  They  are  written  for 
children,  but  they  are  wholly  readable  by 
adults. 

$1.25 


THE  CAPTIVE  LION 
AND  OTHER  POEMS 


□ 


By  W.  H.  Davies 

"Mr.  Davies'  poetry  is  fresh  and  sweet,  like 
a  voice  from  a  younger  and  lustier  world." — 
The  London  Daily  News. 

$1.50 

THE  REIGN  OF  RELATIVITY  □ 

By  Viscount  Haldane 

Believing  that  Einstein's  "relativity"  is  but 
one  aspect  of  a  universal  principle,  the  author 
applies  the  idealistic  doctrine  of  degrees  of 
reality.  The  work  is  done  with  his  accus- 
tomed breadth  of  view  and  wealth  of  schol- 
arly illustration. 

.  $5.00 


Charles  S.  Brooks'  HINTS  TO  PILGRIMS,  $2.50 


THE  FIFTH  BOOK  OF  HORACE 

''Translated"  by  Rudyard  Kipltng  and  Charles  L.  Graves 
*'  Edited  "  by  Alfred  D.  Godley 

A  book  that  will  be  enjoyed  for  the  timely  satirical  import  of  the  translations  —  comments  on 
current  affairs  in  the  idiom  of  Horace.  The  English  appears  beside  the  original  —  highly 
original  ! — Latin. 

Price  $1.00 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  MODERN  MEDICINE 

By  the  late  Sir  William  Osler 

A  posthumous  book  the  importance  of  which  to  the  medical  profession  and  to  those  interested 
in  the  history  of  modern  medicine  can  hardly  be  over  estimated. 

Buy  these  hooks  at  your  bookstore 


YALE  UNIVERSITY  PRESS 

Publishers  of  The  Chronicles  of  America 

NEW  HAVEN  NEW  YORK 
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THEY  were  pretty  hands,  of  a  shapeliness  dehcate  and  fine. 
'The  best  things  she's  got!'  a  cold-blooded  girl  friend  said 
of  them,  and  meant  to  include  Alice's  mind  and  character  in 
the  implied  list  of  possessions  surpassed  by  the  notable  hands. 
However  that  may  have  been,  the  rest  of  her  was  well  enough. 
She  was  often  called  'a  right  pretty  girl' — temperate  praise  mean- 
ing a  girl  rather  pretty  than  otherwise.  .  .  ." 

"She  had  now  to  practise  an  art  that  affords  but  a  limited 
variety  of  methods,  even  to  the  expert:  the  art  of  seeming  to 
have  an  escort  or  partner  when  there  is  none.  .  .  .  Other  people 
desired  to  sit  in  iilice's  nook,  but  discovered  her  in  occupancy. 
vSfie  had  moved  the  vacant  chair  closer  to  her  own,  and  she  sat 
with  her  arm  extended  so  that  her  hand,  holding  her  lace  ker- 
chief, rested  upon  the  back  of  this  second  chair,  claiming  it.  .  .  ." 

"(Mr.)  Adams  had  decided  to  begin  smoking  again,  and 
Alice  felt  rather  degraded,  as  well  as  embarrassed  when  she 
went  into  the  large  shop  her  father  had  named,  and  asked  for 
th*-  cheap  tobacco  he  used  in  his  pipe.  She  fell  back  upon  an 
air  of  amused  indulgence,  hoping  thus  to  suggest  that  her  pur- 
chase was  made  for  some  faithful  old  retainer,  now  infirm,; 


".She  leaned  forward,  observing  her  profile;  gravity  seemed 
to  be  her  mood.  But  after  a  long,  almost  motionless  scrutiny, 
she  began  to  produce  dramatic  sketches  upon  that  ever-ready 
stage,  her  countenance:  she  showed  gaiety,  satire,  doubt, 
gentleness,  appreciation  of  a  companion,  and  love-in-hiding — 
all  studied  in  profile  first  (before  her  three-leaved  mirror), 
...  In  this  manner  she  outlined  a  playful  scenario  for  her 
next  interview  with  Arthur  Russell;  ..." 


— Booth  Tarkington,  in  "Alice  Adams" 


There  is  a  memorable  picture  printed 
upon  this  page 


WHEN  the  term  "realism"  is  used,  many  people  think  of 
vulgarity  and  hopelessness.    That,  however,  is  only 
pseudo-realism.    Booth  Tarkington  has  found  the  real 
reahsm  in  his  novel  "Alice  Adams."    Here  he  has  so  inter- 
mingled the  shadows  with  the  sunlight,  that  each  character  is 
real  and  living  in  the  world  we  all  know. 

Mr.  Tarkington  never  patronizes  his  characters,  never  digs 
sarcastically  at  the  humanity  he  works  with;  he  is  too  kind 
for  that.  Compare  this  realism  of  Tarkington's  with  that  of 
less  deft  writers  when  you  are  reading  "Alice  Adams." 

Doubleday,  Page  &  Co.,  Garden  City,  N.  Y. 


''ALICE  ADAMS'' 

Booth  Tarkington's  novel 
has  called  out  the  praise  of 
critics  who  represent  a  na- 
tion's approval.  Among 
the  authoritative  voices 
raised  are:  Henry  Seidel 
Canby,  William  Lyon 
Phelps,  Heywood  Broun, 
Ellen  Glasgow,  Franklin 
P.  Adams,  Julian  Street, 
John  Farrar  and  Harry 
Hansen. 
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Another  Big  Feature 

Clare  Sheridan's  American  Diary 

THE  clever  diary,  from  the  time  of  Samuel  Pepys  to  Margot  Asquith 
has  always  attracted  the  largest  share  of  human  attention.  To 
come  into  close  contact  with  remarkable  people,  with  the  leaders  of 
society  and  government,  is  an  experience  granted  to  comparatively 
few;  but  of  these  few,  literally  not  one  in  a  thousand  has  the  gift  of  reporting 
what  he  or  she  has  seen.  Mrs.  Clare  Sheridan,  as  an  observer  and  diarist,  is 
one  of  the  elect.  Her  book,  May  fair  to  Moscow''  proved  this  to  an  aston- 
ished and  highly-diverted  public,  some  of  whom  did  not  know  whether  to  be 
shocked  or  delighted  by  her  engaging  narrative  of  her  trip  from  England 
to  Moscow  with  Kamenev,  her  life  in  the  Guest  House  under  the  rule  of 
the  Bolshevik  commissars,  her  portraits  of  Lenin,  Trotzky  and  others,  whom 
she  sculped  in  enduring  busts,  the  while  she  made  mental  notes  of  every 
eccentricity  and  personal  trait  they  possessed. 

"Close-ups"  of  American  Leaders 

Now  Clare  Sheridan,  after  visits  in  New  York,  Pittsburgh,  Washington  and 
finally  Mexico  City,  writes  for  Metropolitan  her  impressions  of  the  people  she 
met  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  A  woman  of  society  in  England,  a  cousin  of 
Winston  Churchill,  the  English  statesman,  she  stepped  easily  into  the  higher 
social  circles  in  America.  With  just  the  right  amount  of  frankness,  sparing  no 
detail,  she  describes  her  visits  into  the  homes  of  the  Vanderbilts,  the  Whitney s,  the 
Otto  Kahns,  the  Morgans,  and  her  adventures  in  Washington  society.  What 
Clare  Sheridan  makes  of  New  York  life  is  worth  knowing  because  it  satisfies  our 
curiosity  about  the  metropolis  of  America. 

Beginning  with  the  memoirs  of  Joseph  Pulitzer,  which  were  followed  by  the 
autobiography  of  Anna  Howard  Shaw,  then  the  life  of  Maria  Botchkareva, 
Raymond  Robins'  Story,  and  finally  the  memoirs  of  Margot  Asquith,  the 
Metropolitan  has  presented  within  the  last  few  years  a  brilliant  and 
sparkling  list  of  intimate  memoirs  of  world  interest.  Clare  Sheridan's 
American  diary  is  a  worthy  successor  to  those  which  hcive  gone  before. 

In  announcing  this  feature,  beginning  in  October  Metropolitan,  out  . 
September  15th,  the  Metropolitan  offers  a  magazine  story  which  no  one 
who  keeps  in  the  current  of  the  affairs  of  the  day  (^an  afford  to  miss.    25  cents 
at  your  newsstand,  or  send  us  $3.00  for  a  year's  subscription. 

MetiDpolitan 

//.  J.  Whighani,  J^nhlisficr 

432  Fourth  Ave.  New  York  City 
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Outstanding 


DORAN 
BOOKS 


New  Fiction 


COQUETTE 


Frank  Swinnerton 


"The  same  tense  emotional  quality,  the  same  force  and  thrill  and  passion  which  made  NOC- 
TURNE a  notable  novel,  vibrate  again  through  COQUETTE."— New  York  Times.  $1.90 

THREE  SOLDIERS  John  Dos  Passos 

The  case  for  Youth  in  rebellion  against  the  great  stamping-machine  of  war  stated  with  a 
passion  for  truth-telling  that  burns  with  a  white  flame.  $2.00 

THE  EDUCATION  OF  ERIC  LANE  Stephen  McKenna 

"The  volume  has  all  the  good  qualities  which  one  has  learned  to  associate  with  Mr.  McKenna's 
style." — New  York  Post.  Since  the  publication  of  SONIA  the  reading  public  has  received 
each  new  novel  from  this  brilliant  young  realist  with  marked  enthusiasm.  $1.90 

THE  LITTLE  RED  FOOT  Robert  W.  Chambers 

"A  romance  of  the  highest  order,  a  combination  of  history  and  fiction  that  is  full  of  interest. 
It  is  a  strong  picture,  painted  by  a  strong  hand,  of  one  of  the  most  colorful  periods  of  Ameri- 
can history." — Brooklyn  Eagle.  $1.90 

INDISCRETIONS  OF  ARCHIE  P.G.  Wodehouse 

"As  a  writer  of  rollicking  fiction,  as  absurd  as  it  is  exuberant,  the  name  of  Pelham  Grenville 
Wodehouse,  like  that  of  Abou  Ben-Adhem,  leads  all  the  rest." — Los  Angeles  Times.  $1.75 

ROSALEEN  AMONG  THE  ARTISTS      Elisabeth  Sanxay  Holding 

By  the  author  of  INVINCIBLE  MINNIE.  "After  Mrs.  Holding's  first  book  every  reader  found 
a  Minnie  on  his  list  of  persons  known.  We  suspect  the  existence  now  to  be  declared  of  Rosa- 
leens  innumerable." — New  York  World,  $1.90 

THE  TREMBLING  OF  A  LEAF  W.  Somerset  Maugham 

The  author  of  THE  MOON  AND  SIXPENCE,  the  most  sensational  publication  of  its  season,  has 
made  an  unforgettable  study  of  the  effect  of  the  Islands  of  the  Pacific  upon  the  white  man.  $1.90 

SIGHT  UNSEEN  and  THE  CON- 
FESSION 


  Mary  Roberts  Rinehart 

In  the  shadowy  realm  of  mystery  and  crime  tales  the 
author  of  THE  CIRCULAR  STAIRCASE,  THE  MAN 
IN  LOWER  TEN  and  THE  BAT,  New  York's  most  suc- 
cessful mystery  detective  play,  has  proved  her  power. 

$1.75 

HALF  LOAVES 

Margaret  Culkin  Banning 

"One  of  the  few  late  novels  that  one  is  tempted  to  read 
a  second  time." — Maurice  Francis  Egan,  New  York 


Times. 


$1.90 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  TIME:  A  Novel 


of  Today 


Robert  Hichens 


"Mr.  Hichens's  story  is  tne  work  of  a  great  literary 
artist.  There  is  a  delicacy  of  thought  and  treatment 
that  is  all  too  rare  in  modern  literature." — Philadelphia 
Public  Ledger.  $2.00 

THE  DEATH  OF  SOCIETY 

Romer  Wilson 

"Seekers  after  the  unusual  in  literature  will  find  this 
book  a  worthy  example.  There  is  a  charming  love  story 
involved,  elusive  and  delicate  as  a  dream." — Buffalo 
Courier.  $2.00 


Good  Reading 


MORE  LIMEHOUSE  NIGHTS 

Thomas  Burke 

"So  highly  spiced  that  you  can't  let 
go." — Chicago  Tribune.  $1.90 

ADVENTURERS  OF  THE  NIGHT 

G.  A.  Birmingham 

Laughter,   happy  love-making  and 
ridiculous  misadventurers.  $1.90 
PAWNED  Frank  L.  Packard 

"One  of  the  best  of  thrilling  mys- 
tery stories." — New  York  Times. 

$1.90 

VISION  HOUSE 

C.  N.  and  A.  M.  Williamson 

"Buoyancy,  the  sparkling  joy  in 
life." — Boston  Transcript.  $1.90 

THE  PATH  OF  THE  KING 

John  Buchan 

"Distinction  as  marked  as  its  in- 
genuity."— Boston  Transcript.  $1.90 

A  PLEA  FOR  OLD  CAP  COLLIER 

Irvin  S.  Cobb 

The  author  of  "SPEAKING  OF 
OPERATIONS"  in  defence  of  the 
dime  novel  against  McGuffey's 
Reader.  75  cents 

MY  SON  Corra  Harris 

"Crisp,  delightful  and  true  to  fact." 
— New  York  Times.  $1,90 


GEORGE  H.  DORAN  COMPANY  Publishers  New  York 
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Back  from  the 
Last  Outpost  of 
Romance 
has  come 
The 

Greatest 
Adveti' 
ture 
Novel 
of  our 
Time 


By  James  Oliver  Curwood 

Author  of  "The  Valley  of  Silent  Men/*  and 
*'The  River's  End" 

INSPIRED  by  the  tremendous  popular- 
ity of  his  last  two  Northland  novels 
James  Oliver  Curwood  determined 
to  surpass  them  both  in  The  Flaming 
Forest,  the  third  of  his  trio  of  stories 
about  the  "Three-River  Country." 

And  how  he  has  succeeded !  Read  it 
and  you'll  be  swept  into  a  thrilling 
trip  toward  the  Arctic  in  a  modern 
Viking's  palatial  river-barge— into  a 
mystery  of  the  sort  that  challenges 
keen  wits — into  a  vivid  romance  full 
of  the  glamour  of  the  north  woods 
which  Curwood,  whose  books  have 
sold  to  nearly  2,000,000  readers, 
knows  as  does  no  other  living  author. 

IF  you  read  "a  book  a  week"  or  if 
you  haven't  read  a  novel  in  months 
or  years— don't  miss  the  magic  hours 
this  wonderful  new  story  holds  for  you. 

Now  available  wherever  books  are  sold — $2.00 

^opolitan  Book  ^oration 

U9  West  40  Ih  Sireci.NewYork 


llllllllllll 

A  Contribution  to 
Permanent  Literature 

is  what  qualified  critics  have  called  these  books 
which  have  been  brought  out  in  new  edition. 

By  Joseph  5.  Auerbach 
ESSAYS  AND 
MISCELLANIES 

"Literature and  the  Practica;]  World,"  "Presi- 
dent Roosevelt  and  the  Trusts,"  "English  Style" 
—  these  are  a  few  of  the  diverse  subjects  to  the 
discussion  of  which  the  author  has  brought  a 
finished,  delightful  style,  intellectual  acumen, 
and  practical  experience  as  a  prominent  lawyer. 
With  an  introduction  by  the  late  Joseph  H. 
Choate.  2  vols.  $5.00 

THE  BIBLE  AND 
MODERN  LIFE 

The  Bible  as  a  guide  to  forceful  and  graceful 
speech  and  writing,  and  an  index  to  the  wisdom 
and  inspiration,  to  the  spiritual  and  literary 
treasures  to  be  found  in  this  Book  of  Books.  1 1.7  5 

A  CLUB 

Qualified  critics  have  compared  "  This  charm- 
ing tribute  to  comradeship,"  favorably  with 
the  writings  of  Holmes  and  Thoreau,  and  "  The 
Com  pleat  Angler. "  1 1  •  5  o 

At  all  bookstores 

Harper  &  Brothers  Est.  1817  New  York 


NUMBERS  SIXTEEN  AND  SEVENTEEN 

ATLANTIC  READINGS 


have  been  added  to  the  list 


16. 


AFTER  THIRTY- FIVE 

VF  A  "R  ^  ^  Freshman  of  '85  to 

i  i^i-LXV  o  ^  Freshman  of  To-day 

By  Frederick  J.  E.  Woodbridge 

15  cents 

Begin  your  Freshman  English  course  with 
number  16  and  follow  it  by  using  number  17. 

17.  ON  READING  IN  RELA- 
TION TO  LITERATURE 

By  Lafcadio  Hearn  15  cents 

Few  persons  at  the  age  of  twcnty-five  can 
really  read.  Lafcadio  Hearn  tells  us  what  real 
reading  is.   
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Hail,  Columbia!  By  W.  L.  George 

"The  European  woman  suggests  —  the  American  woman  proclaims,"  writes  the  author  in  his  chap- 
ter on  "The  American  Woman."  The  New  York  Times  writes:  "The  author  of  'Hail  Columbia' 
understands  America  remarkably  well."  Read  what  this  brilliant  English  novelist  writes  about 
you  and  your  friends  in  his  scintillant  new  book  of  impressions  of  America.    Illustrated.  $2.50 

The  Car  That  Went  Abroad       By  Albert  Bigeiow  Paine 

The  Boston  Herald  calls  this:  "A  travel  book  of  quite  a  different  sort.  .  .  .  Mr.  Paine  writes 
with  a  touch  that  stirs  a  new  zeal  in  the  breast  of  the  reader  to  visit  that  very  same  city  or  shrine 
next  summer,  anyway!  .  .  .  Will  be  well  worth  reading  as  long  as  there  is  a  Europe  for  Americans 
to  visit."  Incidentally,  this  book  contains  much  practical  information  for  the  motorist,  about 
foreign  customs.  Eight  illustrations  in  tint.  $3.00 

The  Lure  of  the  Mediterranean    By  Albert  Bigeiow  Paine 

The  rollicking  story  of  another  shipload  of  ocean  excursionists  who  followed  in  the  footsteps  of 
Mark  Twain's  immortal  Innocents  Abroad.  Algiers,  Malta,  Ephesus,  Syria,  Damascus,  Jerusa- 
lem and  back  to  Egypt!  Take  this  enchanting  tour  with  Mr.  Paine  and  enjoy  evenings  of  complete 
satisfaction.  New  Edition.    Illustrated.  $3.00 

Up  the  Seine  By  Anna  Bowman  Dodd 

As  a  guide  book  with  which  to  map  out  a  trip,  or  as  an  account  of  an  unusual  journey  to  enjoy  at 
home,  you  will  find  this- volume  thoroughly  alluring.  Here  the  author  of  Cathedral  Days  and 
Three  Normandy  Inns  follows  the  course  of  the  Seine,  little  known  to  the  average  tourist. 

Tourist  Edition.  $2.50 

Europe's  Morning  After  By  Kenneth  L.  Roberts 

The  Review  of  Reviews  writes:  "Mr.  Roberts  retains  a  note  of  humorous  Americanism  even  while 
describing  direful  plight.  .  .  .  The  vividness  of  his  descriptive  passages  loses  nothing  by  it." 
The  San  Francisco "Su/ief/n  writes:  "At  every  turn  he  is  giving  us  the  unexpected  —  the  thing  not 
mentioned  in  the  conventional  descriptions  of  Europe."  $3.00 

The  Party  of  the  Third  Part  By  Henry  j.  Alien 

Governor  Allen's  story  of  the  Industrial  Relations  Court  through  which  Kansas  protects  the  public, 
as  well  as  the  employer  and  employee,  in  labor  disputes.  The  New  York  Sun  writes:  "He  does 
not  rely  on  bare  theories.  He  cites  concrete  case  after  case  to  show  how  the  theories  on  which  the 
idea  of  the  court  rests,  actually  apply."  $2.50 

From  the  Unconscious  to  the  Conscious  ByCustaveCeiey 

In  this  book  Dr.  Geley  summarizes  modern  psychological  science  and  explains  his  own  new  theory 
of  the  abyss  which  separates  the  unconscious  from  the  conscious  mind.  He  is  one  of  the  first  men 
of  science  to  present  evidence  of  the  persistence  of  personality  after  death. 

Twenty-three  illustrations.  $3.00 

Poetry  The  Seventh  Angel 

ARllrlA/flr'T>lr  Alexander  Black 

£>BIla,Cl  IVlaKer  S   "aCK  a  new  Uterary  treat,  by  the  author  of  The  Great 

By  Arthur  Guiterman  Desire.  A  novel  you  will  read  over  and  over  again  when 

rr^t-      „    ^.       jj  ^            ^             J- ^,  you  want  that  particular  kind  of  mental  balm  which  is 

This  collection  adds  to  the  spontaneity  of  the  poet  s  ear-  f^und  less  in  plot,  than  in  beauty  of  thought  and  style, 

her  work,  a  rich  wisdom  and  quaint  philosophy.  The  ^  '  j  ^  $2.00 
"pack"  includes  three  "bundles":  poems  "Of  Many 

Lands,"  "Of  His  Own  Country,"  and  "Of  His  Own  «-•.  », 

Times."  $2.00  Miscellaneous 

Fiction 

—   How  France  Built  Her  Cathedrals 

Beauty  By  Rupert  Hughes  By  Elizabeth  Boyle  O'Reilly 

The  co-heroines  of  this  new  novel  of  New  York  are  a  f\         f  A/f     T  *f 

study  in  the  appeal  to  men  of  the  two  opposite. types  of  UUt  Ol  My  L/lie 

attractive  women.    Beauty  is  first  of  all  a  gripping  and  By  Field  Marshal  von  Hindenburg 

entertaining  story;  but  it  leaves  you  much  to  think  of 

Ill.byW.T.Ber^cIa.  $2.00     The  Kaiset  Bismarck 

Star  Dust  By  Fannie  Hurst  By  Prince  Otto  von  Bismarck 

The  Boston  Globe  calls  this  first  novel  by  the  famous  rj..  Ri,«<jit,n  Wnrkpr*  RpnilhHc 
short-story  writer  "A  striking,  powerful,  and  absorbing  ^  nC  KUSSian  VVOrKerS  «.epUDllC 
story,  with  unusually  fine  character  drawing."     $2.00  By  Henry  Noel  Brailsford 

HARPER  &  BROTHERS,  Publishers       Est.  1817       New  York 
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THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS 

Announces 
For  October  Publication 

A  vitally  human  record  of  an  American  Soldier,  Citizen,  Man 
of  Affairs,  Patron  of  Education  and  Music,  Master  of  Friendship 

Life  and  Letters 

OF 

Henry  Lee  Higginson 

By  BLISS  PERRY 

THE  New  England  figure  of  Henry  Lee  Higginson  was  a  characteris- 
tically American  figure.  His  interests,  strongly  personal  and  indi- 
vidual, were  also  strongly  national.  Through  The  Boston  Symphony 
Orchestra,  of  which  he  was  "founder  and  sustainer,"  he  made  his  chief 
contribution  to  the  civilization  of  his  time;  but  this  was  merely  one 
expression  of  a  many-sided  spirit  of  human  service  and  fellowship. 

His  biographer  should  be  first  of  all  a  humanist,  and  this  is  precisely 
what  Bliss  Perry,  Professor  of  English  Literature  in  Harvard  University, 
has  proved  himself  in  many  capacities — teacher,  editor  of  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  from  1899  to  1909,  essayist,  critic,  and  biographer.  In  this  latest 
of  his  writings  he  has  made  a  vigorous  and  sympathetic  contribution  to 
the  biographical  literature  of  America. 

To  be  published  in  October 

TRADE  EDITION,  one  volume,  illustrated,  $4.00 
LIMITED  EDITION  of 220  sets,  two  volumes,  on  special 
paper,  with  special  binding,  and  portraits  and 
facsimiles  not  included  in  the  trade  edition,  $15.50 

At  All  Bookstores,  or 

l\w.  Atlantic  Monthly  Prfss  a.m. 9-21 

8  Arlington  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 

Enclosed  find  $  for  edition  checked  above. 

Name  Address...  
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The  Literary  Event  of  the  Year 

SELDOM  has  there  been  an  opportunity  for  something  as  great 
from  a  Hterary  standpoint,  and  from  the  tremendous  importance 
of  the  events  and  conditions  recorded.  Walter  Hines  Page  was  sec- 
ond to  none  as  an  American  Editor — as  the  War-time  Ambassador 
to  Great  Britam  he  was  in  the  midst  of  the  great  maelstrom  of  the 
AVorld  War.  During  the  war  he  wrote  vivid  descriptions  and  obser- 
vations in  letters  to  President  Wilson,  Colonel  House,  and  others. 
These  letters  have  been  collated  and  edited  by  Burton  J.  Hendrick, 
and  the  first  of  them  appear  in  the  September  World's  Work — ^^now 
on  sale  at  the  newsstands. 


It  Costs  $3,000,000 
a  Day 

YESTERDAY  and  the  day  be- 
fore, and  to-day,  and  it  will 
to-morrow — our  Navy.  And  two 
more  millions  on  the  Army.  No 
wonder  the  President  has  called  the 
Disarmament  Conference.  This 
amount  we  are  spending  is  many 
times  more  than  we  were  spending 
daily  before  the  war.  The  whole 
Disarmament  story,  fully  illustrated 
with  charts  and  photographs,  is 
graphically  told  by  French  Strother 
in  the  September  World's  Work. 
Don't  miss  it. 

The  Coal  People  will  have  to  make  it  hot 
for  us — at  the  right  price — or  we'll 
make  it  hot  for  them. 

FLOYD  W.  PARSONS  has 
written  a  very  important  arti- 
cle about  Coal  and  Coal  Prices  that 
every  business  man,  and  house- 
holder ought  to  read — NOW,  when 
we  need  some  settlement  of  this 
coal  business — in  the  September 
World's  Work. 


Where  the  Money  Goes 

DAVID  F.  HOUSTON,  Ex-Sec- 
retary of  the  Navy,  has  a  strik- 
ing article  on  *' Where  Our  Taxes 
Go  and  Why";  Commander  Koeh- 
ler  has  another  mighty  interesting 
article  about  what  Russian  peasants 
think  of  Bolshevism;  Henry  Mor- 
genthau  tells  what  he  learned  from 
Tammany — and  there  are  several 
others,  all  timely  and  to  the  point. 
Don't  miss  the  September  World's 
Work. 

Make  sure  of  The  WORLD'S  WORKfor 
the  next  seven  months  at  a  special  intro- 
ductory price.  U se  the  coupon  below, 

THE  WORLD'S  WORK 

On  Sale  at  AH  Newsstands 


The  World's  Work,  Garden  City,  N.  Y. 

Enter  my  subscription  to  The  World's 
Work  for  seven  months  at  the  special  rate 
of  ^2.00.  (Regular  price  ^4.00  a  year.) 


Name-^ 


Address^ 


A.M.  9-21 
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Announcing 


A  Magnificent  Farce 

And  Other  Diversions  of  a  Book-Collector 
By  A.  EDWARD  Newton 


Readers  of  THE  AMENITIES  OF  BOOK-COLLECTING  will  accord 
a  warm  welcome  to  this  second  book  by  an  author  who  has  endeared  himself 
to  all  lovers  of  biography  and  letters.  In  the  new  volume  he  adds  to  the  story 
of  his  remarkable  library  which  is  a  source  of  continuing  interest  to  book- 
collectors  everywhere. 

It  is  the  ''human  interest"  of  books  that  appeals  to  Mr.  Newton,  books 
with  a  provenance — a  ^'whenceabouts":  and  to  this  particular  love  of  bibliog- 
raphy he  has  added  an  infectious  enthusiasm  for  collecting.  In  his  choice 
of  books  and  manuscripts  he  has  been  guided  by  a  wise  literary  judgment:  by  a 
knowledge  of  rare  books  and  their  "points":  and  by  a  wide  biographical  inter- 
est, with  especial  devotion  to  Dr.  Johnson,  Charles  Lamb,  and  a  few  others. 

Mr.  Newton's  collection  of  old  prints,  autographs,  rare  editions  with  pages 
capable  of  striking  reproduction,  seems  inexhaustible.  A  MAGNIFICENT 
FARCE  contains  as  many  of  these  illustrations  as  THE  AMENITIES  OF 
BOOK-COLLECTING,  and  their  variety  and  unfamiliarity — from  John- 
soniana  to  the  strictly  contemporaneous — are  perhaps  even  more  remarkable. 
If  one  cannot  collect  such  things  at  first  hand,  here  is  a  rare  opportunity 
to  become  acquainted  with  them. 

NOTE  TO  C0LLE:CT0RS:  Advance  orders  have  exhausted  the  Limited  Edition, 
and  it  is  advisable  for  those  who  prefer  the  first  impression  of  the  Regular 
Edition  to  order  at  once. 

$4.00 

At  Your  Bookseller* s,  or 
THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS,  BOSTON  (17),  MASS. 


THK  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRKSS,  Inc. 
8  Arlington  Street,  lioston  (17),  Mass. 

Gentlemen:    ICncloscd  find  $  for  

Please  senri 


copies  / 


Name 
City 


nd  charge  to   my  account ) 

 Street  

State  


A  MAC.NIFICKNT  FARCE 


BUY  A  BOOK  A  WEEK 
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Disarmament 
and  the  Pacific 
Mandates 

President  Harding's  Conference  of  the 
Powers  will  consider  the  vexing  questions  of 
the  East.  Japan  has  held  a  Mandate  in  the 
South  Seas  for  four  years.  All  eyes  will  be 
turned  toward  the  Orient  as  the  great  nations 
of  the  world  make  their  carefully  studied  moves 
on  the  Asiatic  chess  board. 

Will  Japan  establish  a  naval  base  in  the 
South  Seas  among  the  Caroline,  Marshall  and 
Mariana  Islands? 

What  of  the  50,000  natives  on  those  islands? 
What  of  our  trade  opportunities  in  those  coral 
ports,  while  Nippon's  flag  flies  above  the  little 
palm-shaded  custom  houses? 

Get  ready  for  November  eleventh — and 
the  Great  Conference,  Read  this  timely  and 
important  article,  ;  Japan's  Mandate  in  the 
Pacific,"  by  Junius  B.  Wood,  who  recently 
spent  several  months  in  the  South  Seas  in- 
vestigating conditions  in  the  Islands  now  under 
Japanese  administration,  in  the  September 

ASIA 

The  American  MAGAZINE  on  the  Orient 

More  than  60  illustrations — Art  Insert  of  8  pages 

The  Orient  is  a  huge  reservoir  of  potential  energy 
and  material  resources.  Under  her  mystic  and  age- 
old  surface  her  spirit  is  awakening.  This  magazine, 
through  its  authentic  articles,  fiction  and  pictures, 
gives  an  understanding  of  the  fifteen  important 
national  groups  which  constitute  Asia.  Through  its 
stimulating  and  informing  pages  you  obtain  a  quick, 
intimate  knowledge  and  a  vivid  life  picture  of  the 
untouched  treasures  and  great  peoples  of  the  East. 

Less  than  three  years  ago  ASIA  reached  a  narrow 
field  of  10,000  — now  it  brings  pleasure  and  a  new 
interest  to  nearly  70,000  well-circumstanced  and 
cultured  Americans. 


Contents  of  September  ASIA 

NEW  PEASANTS  OF  NEW  RUSSIA 

By  Moissaye  J.  Olgin 

A  burning  article  by  a  man  who  is  a  friend  of  the 
Russian  peasant.  Vividly  and  very  personally,  we 
see  the  workings  of  a  village  Soviet  from  the  "inside" 
— the  land  is  apportioned,  the  communty  smithy 
works  for  all,  the  peasant's  voice  is  heard,  in  the  vil- 
lage theatre  the  boys  and  girls  enact  plays  written  by 
themselves.  Out  of  all  the  dark  misery  and  poverty 
the  bright  lamp  of  hope  burns  bravely. 

CAN  WE  KEEP  UP  WITH  THE  BRITISH 

By  J.  B.  Powell 

Our  share  of  the  world's  trade  is  one  of  the  things 
that  helps  make  this  country  "go  'round,"  but  can 
American  business  ever  function  efficiently  in  the 
Orient  unless  Washington  comes  to  its  rescue?  An 
American  judge  in  Shanghai  is  trying  to  apply  out- 
worn statutes  of  Alaska  to  great  American  interests 
in  China,  because  there  are  no  better.  Can  America 
ever  be  a  great  foreign  trader  under  such  conditions? 

SKY  PILOTS  IN  THE  PAUMOTUS 

By  Frederick  O'Brien 

Another  glorious  article  on  the  South  Seas.  The 
natives  in  Anaa  have  neglected  chiu-ch  since  Lacour, 
the  trader,  got  his  cinematograph.  They  are  crazy 
over  motion  pictures  of  "cowaboyas."  Lacour's 
entrance  fee  is  twenty-five  cocoanuts.  An  ordinary 
audience  leaves  4,000  nuts  in  Lacoiir's  copra  shed. 
Good  business,  that! 

HEERA  SINGH  AND  HIS  NEIGHBORS 

By  Narain  Ashutor 

A  picture  of  village  life  in  India,  written  by  a  young 
native,  a  graduate  of  Oxford,  whose  sophisticated 
reactions  to  the  customs  of  his  native  land  make  bril- 
liant reading. 

MY  CHINESE  MARRIAGE  By  M.  T.  F. 

Chapter  IV.  The  Eternal  Hills.  The  dramatic 
ending  of  a  great  romance.  This  wistful  story  of 
an  American  girl  who  married  a  Chinese  college 
student  and  went  with  him  to  live  in  his  old  home 
in  China,  has  been  one  of  the  literary  sensations  of  the 
past  months. 


SPECIAL  OFFER  / 

Four  Months  for  $1.00  y^^'^'^ 

OPEN  TO  NEW  READERS  ONLY  '^^ 

ASIA  is  on  sale  at  all  news-stands  at  /  •.<>^^^ 
35c  per  copy.   If  you  do  not  know      >   ^■4*  a'^^^S' 

-         ■  ■    ■  V  ^  ^V'!>*'„\0' 


this  magazine,  this  is  your  oppor- 
tunity to  become  friends.  Send  / 
$1.00  with  the  coupon.  We     /     -y  5 
will  mail  you  the  next     /  ^ 
four  issues  for  the  spec-    y  ^ 
ial  price  of  $1.00  —  a     y    A' .  v  ^ 
small  sum  for  an  >^<<S'^ 


exceptionally 


large  dollar's 


worth. 

Mail  fhe  /  ^^o<^^^> 
Coupon 


Now 
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New  Atlantic  Books 


The  Great  Quest  By  charles  boardman  hawes 

Those  who  read  Mr.  Hawes's  first  book,  "The  Mutineers,"  will  realize  what  a  treat  they 
will  find  in  his  new  adventure  story."  Those  who  have  not  read  the  earlier  book  may 
expect  a  double  treat,  for  the  author  knows  well  the  art  of  absorbing  narrative  which 
appeals  to  the  adventurous  in  spirit  and  young  in  heart,  and  the  second  book  will  surely 
lead  them  back  to  the  first.  George  Varian  has  provided  illustrations  fully  as  thrilling 
as  the  tale  itself.  $2.00 

William  Lloyd  Garrison  By  john  jay  chapman 

The  Atlantic  Monthly  Press  is  about  to  publish  a  second  edition  of  one  of  Mr.  Chapman's 
most  brilliant  and  characteristic  books.  This  is  enlarged  beyond  the  dimensions  of  the 
first  by  a -new  preface  vividly  suggesting  the  significance  of  Garrison's  life  as  seen  across 
the  events  of  the  past  few  years,  and  also  by  a  full  chronology  of  dates  and  circumstances. 

Probable  price  $1.50 

The  Seven  Ages  of  Man  By  ralph  bergengren 

A  new  collection  of  essays  by  the  author  of  "The  Comforts  of  Home"  and  "The  Perfect 
Gentleman"  —  no  less  humorous  than  these  but  with  a  seriousness  of  suggestion  which 
will  give  this  new  volume  a  place  of  its  own.  Mr.  Bergengren  is  also  author  of  our  very 
successful  juvenile,  "Jane,  Joseph,  and  John."  $1.25 

Many  Children  By  mrs.  schuyler  van  rensselaer 

The  publication  of  these  delightful  verses  for  children  of  all  ages  was  delayed  until  the 
ideal  illustrator  for  them  could  be  found.  Mrs.  Florence  Wyman  Ivins  was  obviously 
that  person  and  her  many  drawings  in  the  little  book  provide  an  important  element  of 
its  appeal.  $1.50.     Publication  date,  October  ist. 

Wild  Brother :  By  william  lyman  underwood 

Strangest  of  True  Stories  from  the  North  Woods 

Mr.  Underwood,  of  the  Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technology,  is  a  naturalist  and 
photographer  of  distinction.  In  this  fully  illustrated  account  of  a  pet  bear,  he  presents 
a  unique  contribution  to  the  annals  of  natural  history.  Publication  date,  October  ist. 

Probable  price  $1.75 

Zodiac  Town  By  nancy  byrd  turner 

Miss  Turner,  Editor  of  the  Children's  Page  of  The  Youth's  Companion  has  written  a 
book  of  verse  and  prose  for  children  which  is  full  of  uncommon  wisdom,  wit,  and  charm. 
It  is  delightfully  illustrated  in  black  and  white  by  Winifred  Bromhall. 

Probable  price  $1.50 

Inside  the  House  Beautiful   Edited  by  Henrietta  c.  peabody 

In  this  companion  volume  to  "What  Makes  the  House  Beautiful,"  many  skilful  designs 
for  interior  furnishings  are  presented  in  a  most  attractive  form.  $3.00 

At  all  Bookstores,  or 

The  Atlantic  Monthly  Press,  Inc.  a.m.  9-21 

8  Arlington  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 

I'nclosed  Und                                 for  books  checked  above. 
Name  A  ddress   
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Satisfying  Service 

In  action,  day  and  night — all 
winter  long,  week  in  and  week 
out — making  your  home  com- 
fortable in  all  sorts  of  weather— 
this  is  the  seryice  given  without 
fail  by 


HEflTffeGUlATOn 

"The  Heart  of  the  Heatini;  Plant" 

Positively  prevents  fluctuating 
temperature — real  comfort  and 
economy  is  assured.  No  heat  is 
wasted — no  more  fuel  is  burned 
than  needed. 

Very  simple  adjustments  of  the 
thermostat  enable  you  to  have  an 
evenly  heated  house  all  day — a 
lower  temperature  all  night  and 
the  drafts  opened  in  the  morning 
before  you  arise — all  operations 
automatically  performed. 

The  "Minneapolis"  has  been  used 
successfully  for  36  years  on  every 
type    of   heating  plant 
burning  coal,  gas  or  oil, 
— lasts  a  lifetime. 

Wrilt  far  our  attractive  new 
booklet  ''The  Convenience 
of  Comfort ' ' — complete  with 
illustrations.    Mailed  free. 

Minneapolis  Heat 
Regulator  Co. 

2772  Fourth  Ave.  So. 
Minneapolis,  Minn. 

SERVICE  BRANCHES  IN  ALL 
PRINCIPAL  CITIES. 
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The 

LAMP 

with  the 

CLAMP 


It 

CLAMPS 

Everywhere 

STANDS 

Anywhere 


AdjiistO'Tite 

A  ML.  •^FARDERWARE  PRODUCT  M^^^ 


REG,  U.  S.  PAT.  OFF. 


THE  LAMP  of  a  thousand  practical 
uses.  Clamps  —  stands  —  hangs 
—  anywhere  and  everywhere.  All 
the  light  you  need  where  and  when 
you  need  it.  Prevents  eye  strain  — 
reduces  light  bills.  No  other  light- 
ing device  like  it. 

Solid  brass;  handsome,  du- 
rable and  compact.  Clamp 
is  felt-lined — can't  scratch. 
Guaranteed  five  years. 
Complete  with  8-ft.  cord 

a^dplug      $5  00 

Get  an  Ad  jus  to-Lite  today.  If 
your  dealer  doesn't  carry  it  order 
direct. 

S.  W.  FARBER 

I4I-I5I  so.  FIFTH  ST.,  BROOKLYN,  N.  Y. 

Prices  in  U.  S.  A.,  complete  with  8-foot  cord,  plug 
and  socket.  Brush  Brass  Jlnished,  %S.00\  Statu- 
ary Bronze  or  Nickel  finish,  $5.50.    West  of 
Mississippi,  prices  25c.  per  lamp  higher. 


TRADE 


MARK 
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You  can  make 
Autumn  clothes 
that  breathe  Paris 

WOULDNT  it  be  wonder^ 
fill  to  have  all  the  clothes 
you  want  this  Fall?  To 
go  through  fashion  pages  aad  de- 
cide, luxuriously,"ril  have  this'' and 
"111  have  that,"  as  blouse  or  frock 
or  suit  captivates  your  fancy! 

But  perhaps  you  feel  that  you 
can  t  afford  a  suit  and  a  frock,  too, 
or  perhaps  you  despair  of  ever 
embodying  in  the  clothes  you  make 
that  indefinable  air  of  smartness. 

Then  this  Autumn  with  its  original 
lines,  its  fascinating  colors  and 
myriad  fabrics  would  be  a  tanta- 
liziing  season  of  ungratified  desires 
were  it  not  for  this  wonderful 
invention  that  makes  possible  the 
most  complete  wardrobe  you  ever 
possessed — a  wardrobe  made  by 
yourself,  that  will  have  all  the 
jaunty  swing  of  Autumn  Paris, 
yet  will  cost  you  far  less  than  any 
such  clothes  could  possibly  have 
cost  you  before. 

The  DELTOR 

With  all  Butterick,  Patterns 


THE  ATLANTIC 


The  DELTOR 

saves  you  50c  to  $10 
in  material  alone 

FIRST- 
the  Deltor  gives  you  a  marvelous 
new  cutting  chart— in  your  exact 
si2;e,  for  every  width  of  suitable 
material — worked  out  so  economi- 
cally by  experts  for  your  own  in- 
dividual pattern  that  you  save 
from  %  to  VA  yard! 

NEXT- 
you  get  a  "step'-by-step*"  picture  of 
exactly  how  the  expert  puts  your 
garment  together.  And  as  you  do 
first  one  thing,  then  the  next — 
miraculously,  you  attain  the  same 
smart  "set''  and  lines  that  you  so 
often  admired  in  the  creations  of 
expensive  couturiers. 

AND  L  AST- 
you  are  told  every  little  secret  of 
finishing — every  little  knack  that 
distinguishes  the  "Parisian''  or  "ex- 
clusive" from  the  commonplace  — 
enabling  you  to  impart  to  what 
you  create  the  real  atmosphere  of 
Fifth  Avenue  or  Pans  / 

As\  for  Butteric\  Patterns  with 
the  Deltor  at  your  favorite  store 

BUTTERICK 

Style  Leaders  of  the  World 
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NEW  TITLES  FROM  OUR  BOOK-UST 


TEXTBOOKS  IN  LIBRARY  FORM 


STORY,  ESSAY,  AND  VERSE 

Edited  by  Charles  Swain  Thomas,  Editor  of  the  Educational  Department  of  the 
Atlantic  Monthly  Press,  and  Lecturer  on  the  Teaching  of  English,  Harvard  University; 
and  Harry  G.  Paul  of  the  University  of  Illinois. 

An  anthology  of  selections  from  the  files  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  designed  for 
colleges  and  senior  high  schools.  Here  are  distinguished  stories  that  will  hold  every 
boy's  interest,  essays  and  poems  of  vigor  and  beauty  —  the  whole  a  reader  whicli 
is  "literature"  in  the  fine  old  sense  of  the  word  and  "all  right''  in  the  vernacular 
of  the  wide-awake  youth  of  to-day.  $1.50 

THE  ATLANTIC  BOOK  OF  MODERN  PLAYS 

Edited  by  Sterling  A.  Leonard  of  the  U^iiversity  of  Wisconsin.  For  colleges,  senior 
high  schools,  and  the  general  reader;  with  notes  for  school  use  and  an  introduction 
helpful  to  instructors. 

The  best  of  modern  drama  is  represented  in  this  carefully  selected  volume.  The 
names  of  Dunsany,  Yeats,  Synge,  Lady  Gregory,  Galsworthy,  indicate  somewhat 
the  consistent  merit  of  the  collection  and  the  certain  stimulus  of  the  chosen  plays 
for  teacher  and  pupil  alike,  $1.50 


YOUTH  AND  THE  NEW  WORLD 

An  anthology  of  Atlantic  Monthly  articles,  collected  and  edited  for  colleges  and  senior 
high  schools  by  Ralph  P.  Boas  of  the  Central  High  School,  Spring  field,  Massachtisetts. 

Now  as  perhaps  seldom  before  it  is  vital  to  society  that  young  people  should  face 
and  think  through  the  demands  of  their  day.  This  collection  of  personal  reactions 
to  economic,  social,  religious,  and  educational  problems  challenges  attention, 
arouses  steady  interest  in  definite  problems,  and  starts  young  minds  on  their  neces- 
sary quest  of  logical  and  constructive  ideas.  It  will  quicken  classroom  discussion 
to  enthusiastic  and  incisive  debate.  $1-50 

TEXT,  TYPE,  AND  STYLE: 

A  Compendium  of  Atlantic  Usage 

By  GEORr;E  B.  IVES. 

A  practical  guide  to  the  best  usage  in  matters  of  punctuation,  spelling,  syllabi- 
fication and  other  technical  points  in  the  making  of  magazines  and  books.  It  is 
based  upon  the  traditions  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly  and  the  experience  of  the  author, 
through  whose  hands  the  coj^y  and  proof  of  the  magazine  have  passed  for  many 
years.  '  $2.00 


Special  Rates  to  Schools 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS 

8  Arlington  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 
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BOOKS 


ART 


rrrm 


The  Art  of  the  Short  Story 

Orofessor  Walter  B.  Pitkin  will  accept  a 
limited  number  of  advanced  writers  for 
instruction  b}'  mail  in  short-story  writing.  The 
teaching  is  adapted  to  individual  needs.  Man- 
uscripts will  be  prepared  for  the  magazines  and 
current  markets  studied.  Writers  of  serious 
purpose  wishing  more  professional  instruction 
than  academic  courses  provide  are  invited  to 
write  for  particulars. 

Professor  WALTER  B.  PITKIN 

SUB-STATION  84  NEW  YORK 


AUTOGRAPHS 

If  interested,  send  2c.  stamp  for  our  Catalogue 
No.  140,  containing  1764  titles  of  Autograph  Letters 
and  Documents:  —  Washington,  Lincoln,  Grant, 
Roosevelt,  Napoleon,  Bismarck,  Von  Moltke,  Scott, 
Dickens,  Thackeray,  Meredith,  Stevenson,  etc. 

Goodspeed's  Book  Shop,  Boston,  Mass. 


PICTURES  IN  FULL  COLOR  FOR  YOUR  HOME 

send  twenty-five  cents  (stamps)  for  illustrated  catalogue  of 

Facsimiles  of  more  than  two  hundred 
^    GREAT  PAINTINGS  BY  GREAT  MASTERS 
V  in  the  world's  art  galleries  and  private  collections 
Your  dealer  will  show  you  the  Medici  Prints 
"'•^'^  or  will  order  them  for  you 

THE  MEDICI  SOCIETY,  Publishers,    753  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

PublUhtrs  for  titt  United  States  of  The  Burlington  Magazine  for 
Con  Hoisseurs 


AN  OPPORTUNITY  is  offered  to  limited  number  of  students 
vri  1  vrivt  1  1   to  take  a  practical  course  in  the  technique 

of  the  short  story  that  aims  to  meet  the  commercial  requirements  with- 
out the  sacrifice  of  literary  ideals.  Instructor  is  a  lady  with  experience 
as  critic,  instructor  and  writer.  MSS.,  prose  and  verse,  constructively 
criticized,  also  typewriting  at  literary  rates.  Address  Box  B.B.,  care 
of  Atlantic  Monthly,  Boston,  Mass. 


TEXT,  TYPE,  AND  STYLE 

A  Compendium  of  Atlantic  Usage 

By  GEORGE  B.  IVES 

A  practical  guide  to  the  best  usage  in  matters  of  punctuation, 
spelling,  syllabification,  and  other  technical  points  in  the  making 
of  books.   Clearly  written,  concise,  and  authoritative.  52.00 

THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS,  Inc. 

8  Arlington  Streel.  Boston  (17),  Mass. 


YOU  ARE  A  WRITER.  Don't  you  ever  need  help  in 
marketiiig  your  work  ? 
I  am  a  literary  adviser.  For  years  I  read  for  Macmil- 
lan,  then  for  Doran,  and  then  I  became  consulting  specialist 
to  them  and  to  Holt,  Stokes,  Lippincott,  Harcourt  and  others, 
for  most  of  whom  I  have  also  done  expert  editing,  helping 
authors  to  make  their  work  salable. 

Let  me  help  YOU.  I  am  closely  in  touch  with  the  market 
for  books,  short  stories,  articles,  and  verses,  and  I  have  a  spe- 
cial department  for  plays  and  scenarios. 

Send  for  my  circular. 
THE  WRITERS'  WORKSHOP 

849  LEXINGTON  AVE.  /IIITrf)f\  0 

NEW  YORK  CITY  /  IV  JUd(fl.    I  \  cX 


id  verses,  and  I  have  a  spe- 
arios. 


GENEALOGIST 

LAWRENCE  BRAINERD 

9  Ashburton  Place      BOSTON,  MASS. 

Research  for  Auihoritaiive  records  of  all  American 
families.  Terms  Moderate. 


CONFERENCE  COURSE  FOR  FICTION  WRITERS 
Practical  help  for  writers  of  promise  from  experienced 
editor.    Second  Year.    Membership  limited. 

Write  promptly  stating  qualifications. 

ELIZABETH  PORTER  WYCKOFF, 

11  East  48th  St.,  New  York. 


Real  HARRIS,  LEWIS  and 
SHETLAND  HOMESPUNS 

DIRECT  FROM  THE  MAKERS 
The  Aristocrat  of  Tweed  for  Golf  and  All  Sports  Wear 
Price  $2.50  per  yard,  postage  paid 
S.  A.  NEW  ALL  &  SONS,  Dept.  A.  M.,  Stornoway,  Scotland. 

Patterns  on  request,  state  shade  desired,  if  for  lady  or  gentleman. 


Alexander  Van  Rensselaer 

Authors*  Representative  and  Manuscript  Broker 

450  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City 

Write  today  for  rates  and  full  particulars 


INDIVIDUAL    *'NAME  IN  GOLD'*  PENCILS 


MYRTLE  MORSE 


Three  Pencils 

C  A 


Your  name,  in  Floral,  Holly,  OC^ 
Santa  Claus  or  Birthday  Box  ^'^^ 
DAMON,  441  Tremont  Avenue,  New  York  City 
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EDUCATIONAL 
DIRECrORY 


CRESCENT  COLLEGE  FOR  GIRLS 

Standardized,  Accredited,  Junior  College.  In  the  Ozarks.  Lim- 
ited to  loo.  Students  from  20  states.  Address  for  Catalogue 
and  View-Book,  Crescent  College,  Box  Q,  Eureka  Springs,  Ark. 


Cfllttomta 


THE  BISHOP'S  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS  "-fiS" 

Upper  and  Lower  School.   Educational  and  social  training  egual  to  that 
of  Eastern  Schools  combined  with  the  advantages  of  the  healthiest  climate 
in  the  world.   Within  sixteen  miles  of  San  Diego  and  Coronado. 
La  Jolla,  California.  Rt.  Rev.  Joseph  H.  Johnson,  President. 


Girls'  Collegiate  School 

Adams  and  Hoover  Streets 
Los  Angeles,  California 

Thirtieth  year  opens  September  twenty-ninth. 
General,  College-Preparatory,  Advanced  Courses. 

Illustrated  Catalogue 

Miss  Parsons  and  Miss  Dennen,  Principals. 

Cumnock  School  of  Expression 

College  courses  in  literature,  art,  languages,  journalism,  story-telling, 
dramatic  expression.  Academy  and  Junior  School.  Music.  Resident 
students  over  fourteen.  Catalog.  HELEN  A.  BROOKS,  A.M.,  Director, 
Box  200,  Cumnock  Hall,  Los  Angeles,  CaL 

The  Santa  Barbara  Girls'  School 

Resident  and  day  pupils.  Eleven  acres.  Country  life  and  sports. 
Sleeping  porches.  Open  air  schoolrooms.  Riding,  swimming  year  round. 
Basis  of  work,  clear  thinking.  MARIAN  L.  CHAMBERLAIN,  A.M., 
Principal.    P.  0.  Box  506,  Santa  Barbara,  California. 


Connecticut 


The  Curtis  School  for  Young  Boys  unlZl 

years  and  is  still  under  the  active  direction  of  its  founrlor.  Entering  age 
nine  to  thirteen.    $1000.       Fhkdkhick  S.  CiiiiTrH,  Principal 

(iKRALD  li.  Curtis,  AHHistant  Principal 
Brookficld  Center,  Connecticut. 


RUMSEY  HALL 

Cornwall,  ronnnr.tlr.iil 

A  arhool  for  iKjys  under  r  s 
V»-(»rly  rate  f  I'jno 

I..  R   SANPORD.  Prinrlpnl  l.oriS  II .  SmilTTK.  M . A . ,  HninlinniUnr 


CONNECTICUT—  {Continued) 


The  Ely  School  for  Girls 

ELY  COURT 
GREENWICH  CONNECTICUT 

In  the  country,  one  hour  from 
New  York  City.  Twenty -five 
acres,  modern  equipment.  Col- 
lege Preparatory,  General,  Sec- 
retarial and  Post-Graduate 
Courses.  Music.  Household  arts. 
Daily  work  in  the  studio.  Horse- 
back riding  and  all  summer  and 
winter  sports.    Sleeping  Porch. 


COLLEGE  PREPARATION 

Vassar,  Bryn  Mawr,  Wellesley,  Smith,  Ml.  Holyoke,  Raddiffe,  etc 

HOLMEWOOD  SCHOOL 

40  mileB  from  New  York.    Classes  limited  to  5.   New  CanAAJj.  OONN. 
MARTHA  B.  COLLEN,  Dean. 

EASTFORD  -"t"; 

For  the  development  of  manly  boys  into  good  citizens — 
leaders  of  men,  by  a  rational  system  of  training  mind, 
morals  and  body.  Work,  self-responsibility,  a  clean, 
healthy  l)ody  and  a  viRorous,  well-balanced  mind  belong 
to  Enstford  boys.  (?olloRe  preparation  or  vocational 
trainiuR.  Catalogue. 

Potnfret,  Conn. 


Stanley  Kelley,  Director, 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY 

CONNECTICUT—  (.Continued) 


37 


ROXBURY--y^  School  fir  the  kJmJual 


Roxbury  maintains  an  enviable  record  of  success.  Forty-nine  of  each 
fifty  candidates  from  our  winter  and  summer  school  passed  the  college 
entrance  examinations.  Roxbury  students  entered  eight  Eastern  univer- 
sities and  colleges. 

Our  efficiency  is  based  on  small  classes,  hard  work,  no  forms  and  per- 
sonal supervision  of  mental  and  physical  activities. 

A  series  of  psychological  tests  determine  exactly  the  course  of  study 
needed  to  fit  a  boy  for  college  in  a  given  time.  His  classes  contain  from 
two  to  five  boys  of  like  ability  and  temperament.  Hard  work  and  concen^ 
tration  required.  Healthful  athletic  and  outdoor  activity  is  a  part  of 
his  regular  day. 

Roxbury  is  ideally  located  in  a  New  England  village.  Sickness  is  very 
rare  in  School.  200  acres  of  farm  and  campus.  Large  stable  of  saddle 
horses.  Expert  athletic  coaches.  High  "salaried  instructors.  Students 
may  enter  whenever  vacancies  occur.  95  boys  accepted,  none  under  14. 
Write  for  catalogue. 


ROXBURY  SCHOOL,  INC.,  Cheshire,  CONNECTICUT 
W.  L.  Ferris,  A.B.,  Headmaster 


THE  GATEWAY 

A  School  for  Girls.    Four  buildings.    Athletic  field.  Horse- 
back riding.    Domestic  Arts.   College  preparatory,  general  and 
special  courses  which  include  stenography  and  typewriting. 
Miss  Alice  E.  Reynolds,  Principal,  St.  Ronan  Terrace, 

New  Haven,  Conn. 


HILLSIDE 


NORWALK,  CONN. 

For  Girls. 

45  miles  from  New  York.  College  Preparation.  Cu!- 
turiil  Courses.    Organized  Athletics. 

MARGARET  R.BRENDUNGER,  A.B.  (Vassar)  ' 

VIDA  HUNT  FRANCIS,  A.B.  (Sinilh) 


Prins. 


Miss  Howe  and 
Miss  Marot's  School 

Thompson,  Connecticut 

A COUNTRY  boarding 
school  for  girls.  College 
preparation.  Advanced 
courses.  Special  attention  to 
outdoor  life. 

MARY  LOUISE  MAROT,  Principal 


WYKEHAM  RISE,  Washington,  Conn. 

A  Country  School  for  Girls.  Fanny  E.  Da  vies,  L.L.A.  ,  Principal. 
Boston  representative,  Mabel  E.  Bowman,  A.B.,  Vice-Principal, 
Cohasset,  Mass. 
3 


ST.  MARGARET'S  SCHOOL 

45th  year.  College  preparatory.  General  Courses.  Household  arts  and 
crafts.  Gymnasium.  Basket-ball.  Swimming.  Fifty-acre  school  farm 
for  outdoor  life.      Miss  Emilt  Gardner  Munho,  A.M.,  Principal, 

Water  bury,  Connecticut. 

The  Westport  Home  School  for  Young  Boys 

Established  1911.  Building  enlarged  twice  in  seven  years. 
Family  life.  Boys  received  from  six  to  ten  years  of  age;  retained, 
until  fourteen.  $600.  Catalog.  ■  Edward  D.  Merriman, 
Principal;  Fred  Bam,  Assistant  Principal. 


THE  MISSES  HEBB'S  SCHOOL 

Wilmington,  Delaware. 
A  Day  and  Resident  School  for  Girls. 

Principal,  Miss  Lillie  James,  A.B.,  Bryn  Mawr. 


©(gtritt  of  Columliia 


MARTHA  WASHINGTON  SEMINARY 

For  young  womeu.  Two  Years'  Course  for  High  School  Graduates. 
Normal  and  General  Courses  in  Domestic  Science.  Secretarial  branches. 
Music,  French,  Spanish.  Outdoor  sports.  Edward  W.  Thompson. 
Principal.    District  of  Columbia,  Washington. 


Miss  Madeira's  School 

A  resident  and  day  school  for  Girls. 

Lucy  Madeira  Wing,  A.B.,  Headmistress. 
(Mrs.  David  L.  Wing) 

1328  19th  Street.  Washington,  D.C. 
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DISTRICT  OF  COLUMBIA  — {Continued) 
National  Cathedral  School  School  for  Girls.  Fire^ 

proof  building  in  Cathedral  Close  of  40  acres.  College  preparatory. 
Advanced  and  Special  Courses.  Music  and  Art.  The  Bishop  of  Wash- 
ington President  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  Jessie  C.  McDonald,  M.S., 
Principal  Mount  St.  Alban,  Washington,  D.  C. 


Jfloriba 


ROLLINS 


COLLEGE 

Winter  Park 
FLORIDA 


CO-EDUCATIONAL 


INTER-DENOMINATIONAL 


STANDARD  courses  leading  to  A.B.  degree.  Pre-profes- 
sional  courses  in  Law,  Engineering  and  Medicine.  Special 
advantages  in  Music  (faculty  of  ten),  Art,  Home  Economics 
and  Business. 

Situated  on  chain  of  beautiful  lakes.  Centre  of  Orange 
County  and  citrus  fruit  region.  Year-round  open-air  activities 
and  water  sports.  Especially  healthful  for  Northern  people 
who  are  bothered  by  a  cold  climate ,  90  per  cent,  of  all  days  pure 
sunshine.  Winter  Park  is  a  cultural  centre  and  great  resort 
for  noted  people.  Cosmopolitan  student  body  from  many 
states.  Credits  exchanged  with  Northern  colleges.  Expenses 
$400.00. 

Rev.  George  Morgan  Ward,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  President 


THE  CHICAGO  DAILY  NEWS 

School   and    College  Bureau 

Offers  You  Its  Specialized 
Services  in  Choosing  a  School 

Last  year  the  School  and  CoUeg-e  Bureau  of  The  Chicag-o  Daily 
News  saved  many  busy  parents  and  questioning-  boys  and  girls 
both  time  and  worry  by  sending  them  prompt,  reliable  infor- 
mation about  just  the  kind  of  school  they  wanted — personal  re- 
quirements as  to  location  and  tuition  charges  being  considered 
in  each  individual  case. 

This  year  many  young  people  will  again  be  perplexed  by  the 
problem  of  finding  the  right  school.  Why  not  let  us  help  you? 
The  Chicago  Daily  Ne^vs  maintains  this  service  absolutely  free 
of  charge  to  you.  No  need  to  hurriedly  select  a  school  on  mere 
hearsay  when  expert  advice  can  he  obtained  by  telephoning' 
writing,  or  calling  for  a  personal  interview  at 

The  Chicago  Daily  News 

School  and  College  Bureau 


CHICAGO 


ILLINOIS 


MISS  HAIRE'S  SCHOOL  The  University  School  for 

Girls,  Chicago.  Jioarding 
and  Day  School.  Fireproof  Ijiiilding  overlooking  Lake  Michi- 
gan. College  preparatory  and  graduate  courses.  Outdoor 
Bports.  Annual  charges,  $],.'>(X).  MrHS  Anna  R.  IIaiue,  A.B., 
Principal,  llOO  Lake  Shore  Drive,  Chicago,  Illinois. 


Snbiana 


STAMMERI^fG 

\fs  (aMse  aj\d  ©re 


You  can  bo  fiulckly  ciinid  If  you  Htarnrnor.  Hond  10  conts,  eoli 
or  HtiirnpH,  for  2SH  pUK"  clolh  hriuinl  book  on  HtiuiiinorinK  iiin 
StijtUTlriK.    It,  Ifilln  bo-  '   '  "       -  -' 


Hond  10  (ionts,  <;olrt 
,  „.,^....  .,„„.,  on  KliuiiinorInK  utid 
I  curled  KiyHdlf  uff.<ir  Hi,iunn)orlin{  and 
HtutUrltu;  lor  20  y.arw.     BENJAMIN  N.  BOGUE 

Bogue  Building,  1147  N.  III.  St.  Indlannpollsi 


iWaine 


Abbott  School 


Farmington,  Maine 


Founded  1844 


A  boys'  school  which  maintains  the  best  traditions  of  New 
England  Academies.  With  high  ideals  of  scholarship  and 
character  building,  the  school  holds  an  intense  interest  in 
the  welfare  of  every  boy.  Prepares  for  college  or  business. 
In  hills  of  the  Rangeley  Region, 
82  miles  from  Portland.  Fine  ath- 
letic fields.  Gymnasium.  Hiking, 
camping.  Exhilarating  winter 
sports.  Numbers  limited.  Small 
classes  and  close  touch  with  earnest 
masters.  Upper  and  Lower  Schools 
Rate,  I1200.  For  catalog,  address 

Moses  Bradstreet  Perkins 
Headmaster 


WESTBROOK  SEMINARY  fist  year  Coeduca- 

tional.  Prepares  for 

College.  Courses  in  Music,  Art,  Elocution,  Domestic  Science,  Business. 
Experienced  teachers.  Separate  dormitories.  Gymnasium.  Athletic 
field.    Terms  $400  per  year.   Send  for  catalogue. 

Orlando  K.  Hollister,  Litt.D.,  President,  Portland,  Maine. 


iWarplanb 


Chevy  Chase  Country  Day  School  "^fewf 

A  day  and  boarding  school  using  progressive  methods. 
Open  air  in  autumn  and  spring. 

Stanwood  Cobb,  Harvard  A.M.,  Director. 

TOME  SCHOOL 

NATIONAL  BOARDING  SCHOOL  FOR  BOYS 

Rates,  $1000.    New  75-foot  Swimming  Pool. 
MURRAY  PEABODY  BRUSH,  Ph.D.,  Director. 
Maryland,  Port  Deposit 


ABBOT  ACADEMY 

A  School  for  Girls.  ANDOVER,  MASS.  Founded  1828. 

23  miles  from  Boston.  College  preparation.  Strong  course  for  High 
School  graduates.    Outdoor  sports. 

Address  MISS  BERTHA  BAILEY,  Principal. 

GUSHING  ACADEMY 

For  boys  and  girls  who  desire  best  at  moderate  cost.  Prepara- 
tory for  college,  scientific  schools  and  business.  Fine  equipment. 
Healthful  location.  Address  H.  S.  Cowell,  Pd.D,,  Principal, 
Ashburnham,  Mass. 


THE 

Garland  School 

of  Homemaking 

A  special  school  which  qualilius  girls  to  preside  over  and 
maintain  wol  1-ordorcd  homes.  One-  and  two-year  homemalting 
courses  under  ipecialiat  teachers  include  Child  Study,  the 
Kamiiy  and  Social  rnihloniH,  \'\>in\  and  its  Preparation ,  Income 
and  (/'oat  of  I;ivinK,  I'u rn iHh i iikh ,  Clothing,  Serving  of  Meals, 
Stories  and  Hand  Work  t«>-  Children  and  many  other  vital 
liome  Hubjocts.  Also  hIiopI.ci-  (lUicliye  courses.  Uesident 
students  direct  the  Homo  lloiinoii  (<  ity  and  suburhan)  under 
Bupervlsion,  putting  into  |iriic  i.ico  principles  taught.  Catalog 
on  ru(jU()Ht.  AildresB 

Mrs.  MARGARET  J.  STANNARD,  Director 
2  Chestnut  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
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STAMMERER  O 
FOR  54  YEARS  we  have  successfully  corrected  stam-  ^^^^k 
mering  by  our  simple  and  natural  method.  Individual 
instruction  only.  SANIIKL  R.  ROBBINS,  Directory  ■ 
Boston  Stammerers'  Institute  m^^^W 
246  Huntin)*lon  Avenue  ««««««  i7   m»co  ""^^^ 


Boston  17,  Mass. 


BOSTON,  MASS. 


46th  year  begins  Oct.  3rd 


SCHOOL  OF  THE 
MUSEUM  OF  FINE  ARTS 

Instructors:  DraWir\g  and  Painiing  —  Philip  L.  Hale,  F.  A  Bosley, 
W.  James,  L.  P.  Thompson,  R.  McLellan,  A.  K.  Cross; 
Afo</e/ing— Charles  Grafly,  F.  W.  Allen;  Design  — Henry  Hunt 
Clark,  A.  J.  Morse,  G.  J.  Hunt.  Scholarships  and  Traveling 
Scholarships.    For  circular,  address 

A.  F.  BROOKS,  Manager 

MISS  McCLINTOCK'S  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 
Miss  Mary  Law  McClintock,  Principal, 

4  Arlington  Street, 

Boston,  Mass. 

THE  ERSKINE  SCHOOL 

Practical,  Business  and  Vocational  Training  for  Women. 
Catalogue.     Euphkmia  E.  McClintock,  M.A.,  Principal. 

4  Chestnut  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Massachusetts,  Boston.      555  Boylston  St.  (Copley  Sq.) 

CHAUNCY  HALL  SCHOOL 

Established  1828.    Prepares  boys  exclusively  for 
MASSACHUSETTS  INSTITUTE  OF  TECHNOLOGY 
and  other  scientific  schools.    Every  teachei'a  specialist. 

Franklin  T.  Kurt,  Principal. 

THE  CHAMBERLAYNE  SCHOOL 

General,  special  and  college  preparatory  courses. 
Household  arts.    Music.    Languages — native  teachers. 
Out-of-door  sports.  261  Clarendon  St. 

Comer  of  Commonwealth  Ave.,      Boston,  Mass. 

Massachusetts,  Bradford. 

Bradford  Academy  for  Young  Women 

118th  year.  Thirty  miles  from  Boston. 

Address  the  Principal. 
168  Main  Street.  Miss  Marion  Coats,  A.M. 

JUNIOR  BRADFORD 

A  Preparatory  School  for  Bradford  Academy 

Directed  study  and  play.  Arts  and  crafts.  All  advantages  of  Bradford 
Academy  equipment.  For  booklets  address  The  Kegistrab,  139 
Main  Street,  Bradford,  Mass. 

Sea  Pines  School  of  Personality  for  Girls 

Rev.  Thomas  Bickford,  A.M.,  Founder.  For  grammar  and  high 
school  students.  Three  terms,  fall,  spring  and  summer.  ■  Mid-winter 
vacation.  Pine  groves.  Seashore.  Happy  outdoor  life  for  training  in 
self-discovery  and  self-development.  Miss  Faith  Bickford,  Miss 
Addie  Bickford,  Directors,  BoxN,  Brewster,  Mass. 

CHOATE  SCHOOL 

1600  Beacon  Street,  Brookline,  Massachusetts. 
Home  and  day  school  for  girls. 

Augusta  Choate,  Vassar,  A.B.,  A.M.,  Principal. 

I — THE  SHADY  HILL  SCHOOL — 1 

Cambridge,  Massachusetts 

A  day  school  for  boys  and  girls.  Classes  from  sub-primary 
through  first  year  high  school.  "Open-air"  buildings,  glass 
enclosed  and  heated  in  severe  weather.  Near  the  great 
collections  and  museums  of  Harvard  University  which  are 
available  for  study  purposes.  Cooperatively  financed. 
Managed  by  parents  through  Board  of  Overseers. 
The  Shady  Hill  School,  Scott  St.,  Cambridge,  Mass. 


MASSACHUSETTS—  (Continued) 


THE  BROWNE  AND  NICHOLS  SCHOOL 

List  for  1921-22  Now  Open. 

George  H.  Browne,  A.M.,  Willard  Reed,  A.M. 
Telephone  57170  Cambridge,  Massachusetts 


CAMBRIDGE -HASKELL  a  college  preparatory 

school  for  girls.  Tutor- 
ing. Rapid  advancement.  Training  in  self-direction.  Modern  equip- 
ment. Gymnasium.  Eurythmics.  Sports.  Advantages  of  Cambridge 
and  Boston  in  music,  lectures,  and  museums. 

Mary  E.  Haskell,  Principal. 

36-40  Concord  Ave.,  Cambridge  (38),  Mass. 


The  School  of  Domestic  Architecture 
and  Landscape  Architecture  for  Women 

Summer  and  Winter  Terms  Limited  Registration 
4  Brattle  Street,  Cambridge,  Massachusetts 


Powder  Point  School 

Will  Understand  Your  Boy 

—  and  help  him  to  understand  himself.  Thorough  in- 
struction.   Clean,  snappy  athletics  for 
every  boy.    Clearest  understanding  be- 
tween boys  and  masters.    Prepares  for 
college  and  gives  strong  gen- 
eral course.    Ages  10  to  19. 
Number  limited  to  sixty. 
Boys  must  furnish  evidence 
of  good  character.  Unique 
location  on  seashore.  Con- 
venient to  Boston.  Address 

RALPH  K.  BEARCE,  A.M. 
Headmaster 
31  King  Caesar  Road 
Duxbury,  Mass. 


Founded  1841 


Organized  for  the  development  of  character. 
Directed  work  and  play. 

Preparatory  for  college  or  scientific  school. 
Ample  buildings  and  play  fields. 

Junior  School  for  Boys  from  ten  to  fourteen.  A  distinct 
school  in  a  building  of  its  own.  Separate  faculty.  Under 
the  care  of  a  house  father  and  mother. 

Rates  $500-$900 
ARCHIBALD  V.  GALBRAITH,  Principal 
Box  C,  Easthampton,  Mass. 


ROGERS  HALL  SCHOOL 


FOR 
GIRLS 

Lowell,  Massachusetts.  38  Minutes  from  Boston. 

Country  Sports.     Gymnasium  and  swimming  pool. 
For  catalogue  and  views,  address 
Miss  OLIVE  SEWALL  PARSONS,  B.  A.,  Prin. 


MONSON  ACADEMY  for  Boys. 

18  miles  from  Springfield.  117th  year.  An  up-to-date  college  prepara- 
tory school.  Aim:  to  develop  manly  boys  by  the  practical  personal 
touch.  Athletics  carefully  supervised.  Fund  for  boys  of  proven  worth, 
$500.  Booklet.  JOSEPH  M.  SANDERSON,  A.B.  (Harvard)  Principal, 
8  Main  Street,  Monson,  Mass. 
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WALNUT  HILL  SCHOOL 

17  Highland  Street,  Natick,  Mass. 

A  College  Preparatory  School  for  Girls.    17  miles  from  Boston.  46 
Acres.    Skating  Pond.    Athletic  Fields.    6  Buildi_ngs._  Gymnasiuin. 
Miss  Conant,  Miss  Bigelow,  Principals. 


THE  BURNHAM  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

NORTHAMPTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 

Founded  by  Mary  A.  Burnham  in  1877 
Opposite  Smith  College  Campus 
MISS  HELEN  E.  THOMPSON,  Headmistress 


Miss  Hairs  School 

Pittsfield,  Massachusetts 

DUMMER  ACADEMY 

A  preparatory  school  for  a  limited  number  of  selected  boys. 
Ideal  country  location.  Moderate  fees.  International  reputa- 
tion.   159th  year  opens  Sept.  20.   SOUTH  BYFIELD,  MASS. 

WALTHAM  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

Boarding  and  Day  School 

From  primary  grades  through  college  preparatory.  School  building. 
Gymnasium.  Three  residences.  Ample  opportunity  for  outdoor  life. 
62nd  year.  Address  Miss  Martha  Mason,  Principal,  Waltham,  Mass. 

Fathers ! 

Before  your  son  enters  business,  apro- 
fessionor  any  other  life  work,  have  him 
spend  a  year  at  the  BABSON 
INSTITUTE.  Men  who  are  destined 
to  inherit  property  or  responsibility 
select  this  institution.  For  detailed 
catalogue,  address 

Sidney  A.  Linnekin,  Qeneral  Manager 

BABSON  INSTITUTE 

1 04  Washington  Street    Wellesley  Hills,  82,  Mass. 

The  Institute  aim  operates  Extension  Courses  hy  eorres- 
pondence  for  executives^  and  employes,  and  catalogue  of 
the  Correspondence  Division  may   be  had  on  request. 


Allen  Military  School 


A  f.ouiitry,  roll 
'I'ho  ({roup  HyHtitir 
Crete  rink,  und  th 


.1,  1)  II 


I!  VII  I  I  M.  <iV 

lit»il.!lir  li< 


Uppor  (tixl  Lowiir  H 

THOMAS  CIIAI.MHIiS.  AJI.,  ».»..  IHr<i«;(or 
rorlsiiioiilti  Mllltiirv  Sclioiil  llii(l«ir  Siiiim  Miiiiii|<(iiiiiinl 
WAI,TIIAM  ST..  WI'.ST  Ni:WI(»N,  MASS. 


THE  MISSES  ALLEN  SCHOOL 

Life  in  the  open.  Athletics.  Household  Arts.  College  and 
general  courses. 

Ea^h  girl's  personality  observed  and  developed.  Write  for 
booklet.   Telephone  W.  N.  131.         We.st  Newton,  Mass. 


Wilbraham  Academy 

Serious  work,  wholesome  play.  Ideal  location  and  environment. 
Prepares  for  college  and  scientific  schools.  250  acres.  5  brick 
buildings.  Athletic  fields.  Modern  equipment.  Limited  enroll- 
ment.   Moderate  rate. 

GAYLORD  W.  DOUGLASS,  Headmaster. 

Wilbraham,  Mass. 


2S0  Boys  22  Teachers 

$800,000  Equipment 
88th  year  opens  September  20th 

WORCESTER 

ACADEMY 

WORCESTER  MASSACHUSETTS 
Rates:  $1000  single 
$850  double 
Junior  School  for  young  boys 

For   catalog   address  the 
Registrar,  G.  D.  Church,  M.A. 
SAMUEL    F.    HOLMES,    M.A.,  Principal 


LENOX  HALL 


"A  real  Eastern  School  in  the  Heart  of  the 
Middle  West."  College  Preparatory  and 
Special  Courses.  Athletics.  Limited  enrollment.  Tuition  $950.  Cata- 
logue. Address  President,  Miss  M.  Louise  Thomas,  Box  1000, 
University  City,  Mo. 


KIMBALL  UNION  ACADEMY 

A  high  grade  preparatory  Bchool  with  a  moderate  tuition.  109th  year 
opens  Sept.  14th.  High  elevation.  Eight  buildings.  lOOacres.  Farm. 
Separate  dormitories  for  girls  and  boys.  New  gymnasium.  Playing 
fields.    Outing  club  for  winter  sports. 

Address  OiiARiiES  Alden- Traoy,  Headmaster,  Meriden,  N.H. 


STEARNS  SCHOOL 

^  A  school  in  the  country  for  boys.  Tutoring  for  leading 
secondary  schools,  college,  and  scientific  schools.  Stimulating 
air,  outdoor  sports,  modern  homelike  buildings. 

ARTHUR  F.  STEARNS,  Mt.  Vernon,  N.  H. 


COLBY  ACADEMY 


An  endowed  sclio 

iiiiiH.  «)!)';;,  oi- 

i-AM<'h\.  rlirn  ;^l.>i.l< 
Tn.nioiit,  ■|V,,,|,I,. 
(i.  II.  Uakkkti 


nklcls. 
iltlUlM.r. 


lul  girls.  In  the  New  Hampshire 
ic(!(U!d  in  college.  Self-reliunce 
■nt  and  athletics.    Boston  ofFice, 

•,  New  London,  New  Hampshire. 


HOLDERNESS  SCHOOL  FOR  BOYS 

I''iv(:  hiiiidiiu^H.  20  ii(;r(^H.  I'n^pjirnH  for  ('ollcgds  and  Technical  Schools. 
|{;inkH  wlUi  liiidicHl.  khkIc  hc.IiooIh  of  Nt'w  IOiikIiukI.  Mndowmont  makes 
tiiilJon  modcraU'.  Modern  KvmnaHiiim.  Skating.  Winter  sports.  42nd 
year.        REV.  LORIN  WEBSTER,  L.H.D  ,  Rector,  Plymouth,  N.  H. 
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CENTENARY  COLLEGIATE  INSTITUTE 

A.  girls' Bchool  in  beautiful  country  near  New  York.  48th  year.  5  modern 
buildings;  50  acres;  $600,000  equipment;  athletics,  swimming  pool,  etc. 
Sensible  regulation  and  dress.  College  preparatory  certificates.  Gen- 
eral and  special  courses.    Catalog  on  request. 

Dr.  Robert  J.  Trevorrow,  Pres.         Box  71,  Hackettstown,  N.J. 


New  Jersey,  Orange. 
Miss  Beard's  School  for  Girls 

A  country  school,  13  miles  from  New  York.  College  preparatory, 
special  courses.  Music,  Art,  Domestic  Arts  and  Science.  Super- 
\ised  physical  work  in  gymnasium  and  field.  Catalog  on  request. 

Address  Miss  Lucie  C,  Beard. 


school 
progress. 


Princeton  Preparatory  School  Po?'fenST.; 

Limited  number  of  pupils  and  freedom  from  rigid  class  organi- 
zation. Excellent  equipment  and  facilitiesu  Special  attention 
given  to  athletics  and  moral  welfare,   47th  year. 

J.  B.  Fine,  Headmaster,  Princeton,  New  Jersey. 


KENT  PLACE 


SUMMIT,  N.J. 
20  miles  from  Kew  York. 


A  COUNTRY  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS. 
College  Preparatory  and  Academic  Courses. 

Mrs.  Sarah  Woodman  Paul  )  d.,-„^-„„;. 
Miss  Anna  S.  Woodman       i  ^"«<»Po«- 


ST.  AGNES  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

Founded  in  1870 
College  preparatory  and  special  courses.  Lower  School  for 
younger  girls.   Outdoor  sports,  Riding. 

Miss  Matilda  Gray,  Principal  Albany,  New  York 


BRIARCLIFF 

Nrs.  Bow's  School  for  Girls 

Mrs.  EDITH  COOPER   HARTMAN,   B.  S.- Principal 

BRIARCLIFF  MANOR    -     NEW  YORK 

Music  Department 
Mr.  Ossip  Gabrilowitsch,  Artistic  Adviser 
Mrs.  Florence  Mosher  Stevens,  Director 
Art  Department 
Mr,  George  W.  Bellows,  N.A.,  Director 
Junior  School  and 
Post-graduate  Department 
For  Illustrated  Circular  "A" 
Apply  to  Mrs.  Dow's  School] 


THE  KNOX  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

Formerly  ,at  Tarrytown-on-Hudson,  now  on  Otsego  Lake, 
CooperstoWn,  New  York.   For  catalog  and  views,  address 

Mrs.  Russell  Houghton,  Box  20,  Cooperstown,  N.Y. 


Horace  Mann  School  °Jnwer^?y 

An  unusually  complete  Day  School.  College  Preparation.  Household 
and  Fine  Arts.  Gymnasium  and  swimming  pool.  Six-year  High  School 
Course  for  Girls.  Six-year  Elementary  Course  for  Boys  and  Girls.  Cata- 
log upon  request.  Henry  Carr  Pearson,  Principal, 

Broadway  at  120th  Street,  New  York  City. 


NEW  YORK  ~  (Continued) 


Montemare 

SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

Adirondacks  Florida 

OUT-OF-DOOR  LIFE  all  seasons.  Horseback 
riding,  tennis,  skiing,  skating,  golf,  swimming, 
field  sports.  College  preparatory  and  academic 
courses.  Usual  school  term,  September  to  June. 
Summer  session,  preparation  for  college  examinations 
or  to  make  up  class  work,  July  to  September.  Unique 
plan  of  study.  Entrance  at  any  time.  Address 
Anna  A.  Ryan,  A.B.,  Headmistress, 

Lake  Placid  Club,  New  York. 


St.  John's 

Military  and  Preparatory  School,  Manlius 

among  the  hills,  11  miles  from  Syracuse. 
Complete  equipment.  Essentially  a  college 
prep,  school  with  military  regime  for  habits 
of  discipline,  orderliness  and  promptness. 
A  happy  school  life  with  well-ordered  rec- 
reations and  athletics.  Business  pre- 
paratory course.  Also  Junior  School. 
For  33  years  under  present  management. 
For  catalog,  address 

General  William  Verbeck,  President 
Box  199  Manlius,  N.Y. 


Joseph  Rowland  Coit,  M.A.,  IfsTSdSsJ^:; 

advises  parents  as  to  schools,  camps,  tutors  for  boys.  Special 
consideration  given  to  cases  of  backward  or  overgrown  boys. 

52  Broadway,  Room  602, 
Telephone,  Broad  0741.  New  York  City. 


AMERICAN   ACADEMY  OF 
DRAMATIC  ARTwS 

Founded  in  1884 

FRANKLIN  H.  SARGENT,  President 

The  leading  institution  for  Dramatic  and 
Expressional  Training  in  America. 

Connected  with  Charles  Frohman'a  Empire 
Theatre  and  Companies. 

For  information  apply  to 
SECRETARY 

255  Carnegie  Hall,  New  York,  N.Y. 


Institute  of  Musical  Art  ^""fe^r"" 

An  endowed  school.  Provides  a  thorough  and  comprehensive  musical 
education  in  all  branches,  and  is  equipped  to  give  highest  advantages  to 
most  exceptional  talents.   Address  Secretary 

120  Claremont  Ave.,  New  York  City. 
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157  East  74th  St.,  New  York  City 


Stamford  Military  Academy 

A  preparatory  school  that  pursues  sound  educational  methods  and 
provides  a  thorough  training  for  mind  and  body.  Located  at 
Ossining,  overlooking  the  Hudson,  convenient  to  New  York,  the 
situation  is  ideal.  Classes  are  purposely  small  and  students  are 
assured  individual  consideration  from  every  teacher.  The  local- 
ity permits  every  kind  of  outdoor  sport  and  the  gymnasium  is  well 
equipped  for  all  indoor  exercise.  Summer  Camp.  For  catalog 
address 

WALTER  D.  GERKEN,  A.M.,  Principal 
OSSINING,  NEW  YORK 


Miss  C.  E.  Mason's 


Suburban  School 
for  Girls 

"The  Castle,"  Tarrytown-on-Hudson,  New  York 

Only  40  minutes  from  N.  Y.  City.  Upper  School  for  girls  13  to  25; 
Lower  School  for  girls  7  to  13.  All  departments.  Vocational  training 
emphasized  In  Summer  School.  Preparation  for  leading  colleges.  For 
circular  address  Miss  C.  E.  Mason,  LL.M.,  Lock  Box  956. 


ANTIOCH  SCHOOL  teSfcL/Klfi: 

Opens  in  the  fall  of  1921  to  accept  a  limited  number  of  boys 
and  girls  as  boarding  pupils.  A  progressive  school  in  an  ideal 
environment.    For  information,  write  to 

The  Director  of  the  Antioch  School,  Yellow  Springs,  Ohio 


$enns(|>lbania 


Gardening,  Farming  and  Poultry  Husbandry 

The  New  Profession  for  Women 

SCHOOL  OF  HORTICULTURE 

AMBLER,  PENNSYLVANIA.  Situated  in  beautiful  open  country, 
18  miles  from  Philadelphia.  Two-year  Diploma  Course,  entrance  Sept. 
13th,  1921,  and  Jan.  17th,  1922.  Thorough  training  in  theory  and 
practice.   Unusual  positions  obtainable  upon  graduation.  Circulars. 

Elizabeth  Leiqhton  Lee,  Director.  . 


Bryr»  Mawr,  Pa. 

Kor  fiirls  dcHiritif^  rollofjc  priipiiriilion ,  n  thorough 
couriip,  iH  offered. 
Kor  Olrln  not  goiriR  to  roDcRn,  the;  Brhoo)  offorB  «peclttl  oppor- 
f'jnltlcB  to  piirniic  HtudinB  suited  to  their  tastes  atid  needs. 

For  Olrls  wiwhlng  to  speciftllze  in  Music  or  Art,  there  ore 
well-known  nrtidtii  m  inntructors. 

In  Bryn  Mawr,  the  bonutlful  college  town,  ten  miles  from 
f'hilfidelphln.  New  stone  ImildlriK,  Buniiy  rooms  with  private 
t)ftth,home  life,  large  groiinilH.  lirM-key ,  tenn In ,  haBket-linll , 
riding.     Wrltr.  for  lUnntrfilcfl  (',„ln\„<,. 

mph.  FDiTif  ifATc :iii;n  iiaiu;iiivi.  n.i>. 

(F'lipll  of  lien'  hetl/.kv),  H>  ridof  the  .School 
Mph.  I..  MAV  VVIMitM.  H.I'.,  Ar«.leinlr  Head. 


PENNSYLVANIA  —  (Continued) 


■  The  Misses  Kirk's  College  Preparatory  School 

Offers  unique  opportunities  for  individual  work  in  all  college  pre- 
paratory subjects,  combined  with  the  advantages  of  school  life. 
Prepares  especially  for  Bryn  Mawr.  Limited  number.  Faculty 
of  eight  teachers.  Gymnastics,  Tennis,  Basket-ball. 

P.  O.  Box  805,  Bryn  Mawr,  Pa. 


Pennsylvania,  Bryn  Mawr. 

THE  SHIPLEY  SCHOOL  S^ri^SHS  17: 

Bite  Bryn  Mawr  College  gives  special  educational  and  social  advantages. 
College  Preparatory  and  Academic  Courses.     Supervised  athleticB. 
Well-equipped  gymnasium.    Address  "Box  N." 
The  Principals,  Alice  G.  Howland,  Eleanor  O.  Brownell 


THE  BALDWIN  SCHOOL 

Bryn  Mawr.  Pennsylvania. 
A  Country  School  for  Girls. 
Elizabeth  Forrest  Johnson,  A.B.,  Head  of  School 

HinVIT  AlSin  HAT  1  Founded  1867.  In  old  residential 
niUni^Al^lU  n/il^I^  Hollidaysburg  located  in  the  most 
beautiful  and  healthful  section  of  the  Allegheny  mountains. 
College  preparatory,  general  and  post-graduate  courses. 

Miss  Ellen  C.  Keates,  A.B.,  Principal,  Hollidaysburg,  Pa. 


THE  SANATORIUM  SCHOOL 


Lansdowne,  Pa.- 

A  Select  School  and  Sana- 
torium combined  for  the  treatment  and  instruction  of  children  who 
through  illness  have  fallen  behiad  others  of  their  age  in  development 
and  studies.  Speech  defects  corrected.  Cerebral  hemorrhage  treated. 
Ages  2  to  14  years.  No  feeble-minded.  Booklet.    Claudia  Minor  Redd. 


Mercersburg  Academy  tTa^^^'o^^rSn^nX^Ueg. 

or  business.  Under  Christian  masters  from  the  great  universities.  Lo- 
cated in  the  Cumberland  "Valley,  one  of  the  most  picturesque  spots  of 
America.  New  gymnasium.  Equipment  modern.  Write  for  catalog. 
Address  Box  164. 

William  Mann  Irvine,  LL.D.,  Headmaster,  Mercersburg,  Pa. 


OGONTZ  SCHOOL 

Founded  1850.  A  school  for  girls  occupying  an  estate  on  the  sum- 
mit of  Rydal  Hills,  25  minutes  from  Phila.  Illustrated  booklet 
describing  new  building  mailed  on  request.  Rydal,  Junior  De- 
partment. Miss  Abby  a.  Sutherland,  Principal,  Pennsylvania, 
Montgomery  County. 


Pennstlvanu,  Philadelphia,  Mount  Airy 

MISS  MILLS  SCHOOL  gSl^etlfr/ar!'''*"' 

High  Scholastic  Standing.    Ten  acres  of  woodland,  athletic  fields,  gardens 
and  brook.   Riding,  all  sports.   Individual  care.    Delightful  family  life. 
Sleeping  porches.    French  emphasized.  Alborlo  Jonas.  Supervisor  of  Piano. 
ELLEN  STANNEY  MILLS,  Bead  of  (lie  School,    rresbelni,"  Bos  A. 


The  Mary  Lyon  School 


A  Country  School  in  a  College 
Town.  College  Preparatory. 
Certificate  privileges.  General  and  Finishing  Courses.  Opportunity  for 
advanced  study.  Open-air  classrooms.  SEVEN  GABLES,  our  Junior 
School  for  Girla  6  to  14.  H.  M.  Crist,  A.B.,  Frances  L.  Crist,  A.B., 
Principals,  Bos  1536,  Swarthmore,  Pa. 


The  Mary  C.  Wheeler  School 

PROVIDENCE,  RHODE  ISLAND 
A  Town  and  Country  School.    College  preparatory  and 
General   Course.     Advanced  studio  classes.  Music. 
Secretarial  Course.  Farm  home  for  girls  10  to  14  years. 


MOSES  BROWN  SCHOOL 

llPPUn  SCHOOL— Unlf)Uii  record  for  coDuro  entrance  prepanitlon  and  for 
BiicccBB  of  RradiiiitdS   In   colloRe.    Individual   Suporvisiou.  Studio, 
manual  traininR,  athliitica,  gymnaHiiun,  swiinininR  pool. 
LOWEII  SCHOOL- Hpucial  home  care  and  traininR  of  younger  boyn. 
Hc'parate  room  (or  every  Rraile.    Outdoor  eportfl.  ('ataloR. 

SETH  K.  GIFFORD,  Ph.D.,  Principal,  Providence,  R.I. 
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HoUins  College 

for  WOMEN 

Founded  1842.  Standard  College  courses  for  Bachelor 
of  Arts  and  Bachelor  of  Music  degrees.  Admission  by 
certificate  and  examination.  290  students.  Healthful 
location  in  mountains  of  Va. 

For  catalogue  and  views  address  , 

MATTY  L.  COCKE,  President,        Box  360,  Hollins,  Va. 

SWEET  BRIAR  COLLEGE,  Sweet  Briar,  Va. 

STANDARD  COLLEGE 

Students  receiv(<d  on  rertificatc  and  bj'  examination.  Unexcelled  climate, 
out-of-door  sports  all  year.  Emiue  Watts  McVea,  A.M.,  Litt.D., 
President.    For  cataloy:ue  and  views  address  the  Registrar,  Box  30. 

WARRENTON  COUNTRY  SCHOOL 

For  young  girls.  In  foothills  of  Virginia,  near  Washington.  Preparatory 
and  Special  courses.  French  the  language  of  the  house.  Inculcates  habit? 
of  order  and  economy. 

Mlle.  Lea  M.  Bouliqnt,  Box  41,  Warrenton,  Va. 


ST.  HILDA'S  HALL,  Charles  Town,  W.  Va. 

The  Chevron  School  for  Girls.   Episcopal.  In  the  Shenandoah  Valley. 
College  Preparatory.    Elective  courses.    Music  and  Art.  Athletics. 
Open  air  classes.   Individual  instruction.    $600.  Catalog. 
Maruh  Pendleton  Duval,  Principal.     (Former  Principal  Stuart  Hall) 


A  GIRL'S  GAMP  IN  THE  HIGH  SIERRAS,  1922 

Grand  Canyon  going.  Yellowstone  returning.  Competent  mountain- 
eers, physical  director,  chaperon.  Number  of  girls  necessarily  limited. 
None  under  16  years.    Arrangements  must  be  made  soon. 

Address  CAMP  ROSALIND,  Chesham,  New  Hampshire. 

SARGENT  CAMPS  Peterboro,  N.  H. 

The  Athletic  Camps  for  Girls. 
Expert  direction  in  all  athletic  and  outdoor  sports  combined  with 
camp  life.    Homecraft  for  little  girls  in  Junior  Camp. 

Address:  Secretary,  Everett  Street,  Cambridge,  Mass. 


ALOHA  CAMPS  Ktr.'u'f  rnhLa^on. 

3  camps — ages  7  to  30.  Fun,  Frolic,  Friendships. 

Vigilance  for  health  and  safety.  Booklet. 
Mrs.E.L.Gulick  280  Addington  Rd.,  Brookline,  Mass. 


The  Pratt  Teachers'  Agency 

70  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 

Recommends  teachers  to  colleges,  public  and  private  schools 
in  all  parts  of  the  country. 
Advises  parents  about  schools.         WM.  O.  PRATT,  Mgr. 


Willard  W.  Andrews,  Pres. 


F.  Wayland  Bailey,  Sec. 


Albany  Teachers'  Agency,  Inc. 

Has  good  positions  for  good  teachers  at  good  salaries.  Calls  coming 
every  day.    Now  is  the  time  to  register.    Send  for  circulars. 

81  Chapel  Street,  Albany,  New  York 

School  Information 

Catalogs  of  all  Boarding  Schools  (or  camps)  in  U.  S.  ^Expert  ad- 
vice and  relative  standing  free.    State  kind  fully.    15th  year. 
Maintained  bv  American  Schools'  Association.    No  fees. 
Write  1101  Times  Bid?..  New  York,  or  1515  Masonic  Temple.  Chicagc 


Cortesfponlrence  S>ctioote 


IJRTJaiJHTMTJftlMIJB^ 

r/Tutliorsllip  1 


[Jfi»JRIJH.TJH,IJRIRIMUaiJHIJB.lJHriBTJ 

.raining  J&i* 

HoW  to  Wi-ite,  -Wliat to  Write, 
and  WKere  to  sell. 

Cultivate  your  tnind.  DcVelop 
yourlWevavy  gifts. Master  the 
avh  of  seIf^e?tpi'ession.Make 
your  spave  time  profitable. 
Tuxnyour  ideas  into  dollai-s. 
Courses  in  Short-Story  Writ- 
ing, Versification,  Journalism, 
Play  Writing,  PhQtopIay 
_  ,        Writirig,  etc.,  taught  person- 

Df.hSemvem  ally  by  Dr.  J.  Berg  Esenwein, 
for  many  years  editor  of  Lippincott's  Magazine,  and 
a  staff  of  literary  experts.  Constructive  criticism. 
Frank,  honest,  helpful  advice.  Real  teaching. 

One  pupil  has  received  oVef  $5,000  for  stories  and  articles 
ttJritten  mosttp  in  Spare  time  — "play  Work,"  he  calls  it. 
Another  ,papil  received  oVer  $1,000  before  completing 
her  first  course.  Another,  a  busy  Wife  and  mother,  is 
averaging  oVer  $75  a  Week  from  photoplay  Writing  alone. 

There  is  no  other  institiition  or  agency  doing  so  much  for 
writers,  young  or  old.  The  universities  recognize  this,  for  over 
one  hundred  members  of  the  English  faculties  of  higher  institu- 
tions are  studying  in  oiir  Literary  Department.  '  The  editors 
recognise  it,  for  they  are  constantly  recommending  our  courses. 

We  publish  The  Wnttr'M  Library,  13  volumes ;  descriptive  booklet  free.  Wo  also  publish 
The  Writer*t  Monthly,  the  leading  magazine  for  literary  workers;  sample  copy  20c,  annual 
subscrvption  $2.00.  Besides  our  teaching  service,  we  ofler  a  manoscripl  criticism  service,  _ 

ISO'page  Illustrated  cafalogye  free. 

,  Please  address — 

The  Home  Correspondence  School 

Dep't.  1 26.  Springfield ,  Mass . 

ESTABLISHED  ISSr  INCORPORATED  l&OA 
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Atlantic  Prizes 

The  Atlantic  Monthly  Offers  Cash  Prizes  as  follows: 
THREE  TO   COLLEGE  STUDENTS 

First  Prize,  $100.         Second  Prize,  $50.         Third  Prize,  $25. 

AND 

THREE  TO  HIGH  SCHOOL  STUDENTS 

First  Prize,  $100.  Second  Prize,  $50.  Third  Prize,  $25. 

for  the  three  best  stories  in  each  group  written  during  the 
academic  year  of  1921-1922 

r^nnf1ifif»nc»    ^-  contest  is  open  to  all  students 

VxUIllllllUno «  regularly  enrolled  in  classes  that  use  the 
Atlantic  Monthly  as  a  text. 

2.  No  limit  is  set  to  the  number  of  stories  which  each  student 
may  submit,  but  the  contestant  is  advised  to  concentrate  upon  one. 

3.  The  stories  submitted  must  bear  the  instructor's  endorse- 
ment. 

4.  The  stories  must  reach  the  office  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
by  April  15,  1922. 

5.  The  award  of  prizes  will  be  announced  in  the  June  issue  of 
the  Atlantic  Monthly. 

6.  Ownership  of  the  selected  prize  stories  rests  with  Atlantic 
Monthly  Company. 

Special  Classroom  Rates 

The  regular  price  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly  is  $4.00  a  year,  but 
the  folio  wing  reduc'id  rates  are  allowed  on  class  orders  for  ten  copies 
and  over,  so  that  the  magazine  may  be  within  the  means  of  all: 

5  Months'  Subscriptions,  $  .75        9  Months'  Subscriptions,  $2.25 

6  Months'  Subscriptions,  $1.50      12  Months'  Subscriptions,  $3.00 
A  desk  copy  is  included  free  of  charge  upon  request. 

Send  for  circular  giving  full  details. 

THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  COMPANY 

8  Arlington  Street  Boston  (17),  Mass. 
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Every  student 
needs  a  Corona 

CORONATYPED  themes,  essays,  lab- 
oratory and  lecture  notes  invariably 
receive  higher  marks.  Seniors'  theses 
MUST  be  typewritten,  so  why  not  have  a 
machine  now  and  use  it  all  through  college? 

Then,  too — coronatyping  notes  helps  one 
to  remember  them,  and  when  exams  come, 
there  is  something  legible  to  study  from. 

A  few  years  ago  it  was  a  fortunate  student 
who  could  possess  a  typewriter — for  a 
"standard"  machine  cost  $100 — and  then 
it  had  to  be  crated  and  shipped  to  college. 

But  Corona  can  be  tucked  away  in  a  cor- 
ner of  a  suit  case,  and  costs  but  $50 — easy 
monthly  payments  if  desired. 

Corona. 

The  Personal  Writing  Machine 

TRADE  MARK 

Built  hi) 

CORONA  TYPEWRITER  CO.,  Inc.  • 
101  MAIN  STREET  GROTON,  N.Y. 


What  Students  Say: 
"Corona  goes  to  school 
with  me  every  day.  Theme 
work  is  done  more  quickly 
and  neatly."  —  Byron  H. 
Royster. 

•*My  notes  are  always  neat 
and  orderly  and  easy  to 
read."  —  Earle  F.  Brook* 
ins,  Alfred  University, 


Mothers  and  Fathers 
If  you  have  a  boy 
or  girl  in  school  or 
college,  we  suggest 
that  you  mail  us 
this  coupon  at 
once. 


Corona 
Typewriter 
Company,  Inc. 
NewYork 

Send  me  your  inter- 
esting booklet  No.  1 
about  Corona. 


Name 
Address . 
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PHILANTHROPIC  DOUBTS 


BY  CORNELIA  J.  CANNON 


For  thirty  years  the  philanthropists 
of  America  have  indulged  in  a  perfect 
orgy  of  charitable  activity.  They  have 
developed  and  expanded  every  form  of 
humanitarian  service  common  to  the 
civilized  nations,  and  have  searched 
the  world  and  their  own  imaginations 
for  types  of  moral  and  physical  ailment 
to  which  the  philanthropies  of  old  were 
oblivious,  in  order  that  they  might  still 
further  improve  society,  and  have  even 
wider  openings  for  the  spread  of  their 
social  enthusiasms.  They  have  organ- 
ized to  deal  with  every  form  of  human 
need,  and  have  established  institutions 
to  rectify  every  variety  of  human  de- 
fect. They  have  had  oversight,  from 
the  cradle  to  the  grave,  of  those  unfor- 
tunates who  anywhere  along  the  way 
have  fallen  out  of  balanced  adjustment 
to  their  environment.  Pre-natal  clinics, 
baby-welfare  stations,  orphan  asylums, 
charity  hospitals,  penny-saving  socie- 
ties, child-hygiene  associations,  home- 
economics  organizations,  social-hy- 
giene boards,  dental  clinics,  and  settle- 
ment houses  have.dotted  the  land.  The 
socially  minded  have  concerned  them- 
selves with  the  unmarried  mother,  the 
crippled,  the  blind,  the  insane,  the 
deaf,  the  traveler,  the  tubercular;  they 
have  agitated  for  better  housing,  for 
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home  nursing,  for  backyard  play- 
grounds; they  have  enunciated  a  phil- 
osophy of  the  family,  developed  a  tech- 
nique of  case-work,  and  formulated 
methods  for  conducting  the  philan- 
thropic enterprises  which  have  been 
generally  accepted  as  an  essential  part 
of  our  organization .  of  society.  It  has 
been  social  heresy  to  inveigh  against  or 
even  question  the  fundamental  impor- 
tance of  these  charities.  Indifferent  to  a 
protest  so  feeble  as  to  be  practically 
unheard,  institutions  for  social  uplift 
have  followed  our  spread  across  the  con- 
tinent like  prairie  tumble-weed  blown 
by  an  autumn  gale. 

But  something  has  happened  in  the 
last  year  or  so.  The  apparently  solid 
support  of  these  societies  has  shown 
signs  of  giving  way.  The  expensive 
philanthropies,  manned  by  profession- 
ally trained  and  highly  paid  experts 
doing  careful  individual  work  with  the 
maladjusted,  have  been  supported  by  a 
lavish  public.  The  gifts  came  from  the 
possessors  of  old  wealth,  who  had  been 
trained  to  accept  philanthropic  obliga- 
tions as  paramount,  a  sort  of  first  lien 
on  property,  and  from  the  possessors  of 
new  wealth,  seeking  outlets  for  their 
surplus.  The  money  came  compara- 
tively easily.  A  mushroom  tradition  of 


290 


PHILANTHROPIC  DOUBTS 


the  ethical  beauty  of  dying  poor  gave 
impetus  to  the  generous  impulses  of 
the  donors.  Rich  Americans  have 
*  gone  in '  for  philanthropy  as  the  Eng- 
lish gentleman  goes  in  for  sport.  Each 
man  has  adopted  his  pet  charity,  has 
preyed  upon  his  friends  for  help,  and 
been  preyed  upon  in  turn. 

This  impulse  of  giving  did  not  always 
imply  personal  sacrifice.  *Give  till  it 
hurts'  was  a  slogan  developed  by  the 
war  emergency.  In  the  piping  days  of 
peace  such  drastic  advice  would  have 
defeated  its  own  ends.  *Give  as  much 
as  you  comfortably  can'  is  about  as 
strong  a  stimulus  as  we  can  stand  to- 
day. Of  late  the  charitable  institu- 
tions, perhaps  in  desperation,  have  as- 
sumed a  truculent  tone,  an  air  of 
authoritative  activity,  of  an  implied 
right  to  our  donations,  that  has  robbed 
us  of  the  grace  of  generosity.  We  con- 
fess to  a  harried  feeling  in  the  presence 
of  the  grim  alternatives  daily  offered  to 
us,  of  either  surrendering  our  money  or 
accepting  a  major  responsibility  for  the 
downfall  of  philanthropic  institutions. 

Must  we  bear  the  burden  of  moral 
obloquy  imposed  upon  us  by  the  anx- 
ious philanthropists,  or  is  there  some 
justifiable  limit  to  our  charitable  efforts 
to  help  our  less  fortunate  brethren? 
May  it  not  be  just  possible  that  this 
revolt  of  the  giving  public  is  not  alto- 
gether selfish,  but  is  the  harbinger  of 
a  moral  revolution? 

II 

A  survey  of  the  philanthropic  quan- 
dary discloses  some  new  elements  in  the 
complex.  Thousands  of  families  in  the 
past  had  incomes  with  a  comfortable 
surplus,  which  was  available  for  the 
support  of  an  elaborate  system  of  phil- 
anthropies. These  surpluses  have  fallen 
into  the  remorseless  grasj)  of  the  col- 
lector of  surtaxes.  Our  national,  and 
only  legitimate,  conununily-chcst  now 


offers  sanctuary  to  the  moneys  that 
used  to  be  lavished  on  the  widow  and 
orphan.  This  is  a  consideration  that 
might  be  easily  overlooked,  and  yet  is 
a  factor  of  significance  as  a  sign  of  the 
times.  We  have  seen  fit,  for  the  com- 
mon good,  to  appropriate  from  the 
pockets  of  our  citizens  sums  so  gigantic 
that  they  make  the  large  donations  of 
recent  years  to  the  cause  of  philan- 
thropy seem  like  a  tiny  star  in  a  giant 
galaxy. 

If  we  can  tax  so  heavily  for  purposes 
of  war  without  raising  a  word  of  pro- 
test, would  it  not  be  possible  to  do 
something  commensurate  for  purposes 
of  peace  without  reaping  the  whirlwind? 
The  money  has  passed  beyond  the 
reach  of  the  philanthropists.  Has  the 
responsibility  associated  with  its  for- 
mer use  passed  with  it?  After  all,  whose 
duty  is  it  to  see  that  this  is  a  better 
world?  Is  it  not  the  natural  burden  of 
the  people  who  inhabit  the  earth  — 
not  of  a  selected  few,  but  of  all  the 
people?  Can  we  not  look  forward  to  a 
day  when  our  philanthropic  obligations 
will  be  brought  to  our  attention,  not  by 
an  appeal  from  boards  of  directors,  but 
by  a  tax-bill  from  the  properly  con- 
stituted authorities? 

Whatever  the  future  may  hold  for 
us,  the  community  of  the  present  will 
no  longer  support  private  charities  on 
the  scale  and  in  the  manner  it  has  done 
in  the  past.  We  are  forced  to  ask  our- 
selves whether  the  basis  of  the  philan- 
thropic movement  is  sound ;  whether  it 
is  doing  an  essential  work;  and  whether 
that  work  can  be  carried  on  in  the  face 
of  a  general  refusal  on  the  part  of  the 
public  to  back  the  philanthropists. 

What  lies  at  the  root  of  the  philan- 
thropic impulse?  The  moralist  would 
say  brotherly  love.  But  it  is  a  love  that 
takes  a  very  difTerent  attitude  from 
that  we  show  toward  our  blood  broth- 
ers. It  could  hardly  be  called  friend- 
ship, for  it  assumes  no  equal  give  and 
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take.  Might  it  be  a  subconscious  re- 
sponse to  the  doctrine  drilled  into  a 
Christian  nation,  *Thou  art  thy  broth- 
er's keeper '  ?  Or  is  it  an  obscure  expres- 
sion of  some  primitive  herd-instinct, 
coming  up  with  us  from  the  palaeozoic 
ooze,  determining  alike  the  conduct  of 
the  Neanderthal  Man  and  of  Edith 
Cavell?  The  impulse  is  not  only  not 
simple,  but  is  probably  extremely  com- 
plex. There  are  in  it  elements  of  kindly 
condescension,  of  a  sympathetic  fellow 
feeling,  and  of  ardent  generosity. 

We  can  imagine  the  philanthropist 
saying  to  himself,  *Here  is  a  world  ad- 
mittedly imperfect,  and  here  are  we 
humanitarians  eager  to  set  it  right. 
What  exception  can  be  taken  to  our 
urge  toward  betterment?  What  if  it 
does  perpetuate  in  our  minds  and  in 
the  community's  the  differences  of  man 
from  man?  The  differences  are  there, 
and  closing  our  eyes  to  them  does  not 
eliminate  them.  We  are  willing  to  give 
our  time,  our  money,  and  our  enthus- 
iasm to  bring  health  and  happiness  to 
our  brothers  who  are  poor  and  suffering. 
It  is  impossible  that  the  community 
wishes  to  repudiate  us.  We  are  the 
exemplars,  however  imperfect,  of  the 
Christian  ideal  which  is  the  basis  of  our 
civilization.' 

We  have  many  things  to  say  in  reply 
to  him.  An  enthusiastic  friend  of  a 
blind  man  offered  to  bring  another 
blind  man  to  see  him,  thinking  thereby 
to  give  pleasure  to  both.  *No,'  said  the 
blind  man,  *I  do  not  wish  to  meet 
people  on  the  ground  of  my  infirmities.' 
Our  philanthropist's  first  handicap  lies 
here.  His  human  contacts  are  on  the 
basis  of  infirmities,  poverty,  ignorance, 
sin,  never  on  the  basis  of  any  mutual 
interest  or  responsibility.  It  is  not  *our 
baby-welfare  clinic,'  to  which  we  all 
bring  our  babies,  but  *  your  baby- wel- 
fare clinic,'  to  which  I  bring  my  baby 
to  be  told  how  I  should  take  care  of  it. 
It  is  not  '  our  home-economics  associa- 


tion,' but  *your  home-economics  club,' 
to  which  I  am  invited  to  come  and 
learn  the  wider  use  of  corn-meal. 

Environment  has  perhaps  favored 
you  more  than  it  has  me;  but  I  also 
have  a  contribution  to  make  to  our 
mutual  betterment,  if  you  can  only 
bring  yourself  to  count  me  in.  It  is  not 
enough  for  you  to  love  humanity.  You 
must  have  a  delicate  respect  for  the 
soul  of  humanity,  that  sensitive  instru- 
ment which  registers  progress  in  terms 
of  the  individual's  victory  over  himself. 
I  do  not  wish  to  be  lifted  up  by  you 
or  anyone  else;  I  wish  to  lift  myself. 
Even  though  the  height  I  attain  by  my 
own  efforts  be  not  so  lofty,  the  founda- 
tions of  my  character  are  firmer  and 
are  better  able  to  resist  the  assaults  of 
temptation. 

A  fastidious  respect  for  our  brother's 
personality  makes  heavy  drafts  on  our 
tolerance  —  too  heavy  at  times  to  be 
honored.  So  we  fail  in  our  efforts  to 
help,  and  ascribe  our  failure  to  the  ob- 
duracy of  the  beneficiary,  or  to  inferior 
traditions  inherited  from  alien  races. 
We  are  willing  to  admit  that  our  mu- 
nicipal government  is  very  bad,  but  we 
aver  that  it  is  better  for  us  to  manage 
it  inefficiently  for  ourselves  than  to 
allow  anyone  else  to  manage  it  for  us, 
however  admirable  the  immediate  re- 
sults might  be.  When,  however,  it 
comes  to  the  decisions  of  a  man's  life 
by  which  his  character  is  to  be  built 
up,  if  he  happens  to  be  poor,  we  may 
remove  from  him  the  opportunity  for 
choice  by  a  pressure  he  is  unable  to 
withstand.  We  show  a  Gargantuan 
daring  in  assuming  responsibility  for 
lives  alien  to  our  own.  How  much  good 
are  we  justified  in  hoping  or  expecting 
will  come  of  it?  Of  course,  each  reader 
will  instantly  think  of  cases  he  or  she 
has  known  in  which  lives  have  been 
markedly  altered  for  the  better  by  con- 
tacts formed  in  philanthropic  associa- 
tion. There  are  perhaps  many,  but  how 
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large  do  these  cases  bulk  in  the  total 
number  of  individuals  dealt  with?  How 
do  such  successes  balance  the  effort, 
money,  enthusiasm,  and  vital  energy 
that  have  gone  into  these  attempts  at 
human  reconstruction?  In  our  own  per- 
sonal livesj  who  has  influenced  us  save 
those  whose  family  relations,  social 
status,  and  range  of  interests  most 
closely  approximate  our  own?  We 
should  regard  as  an  impertinence,  if 
done  to  us,  the  invasion  of  spiritual 
privacy  that  the  more  tolerant  victims 
of  misfortune  accept  as  part  of  their 
disability.  They  act  upon  our  advice 
if  they  must,  they  disregard  it  if  they 
can,  but  they  preserve  untouched  the 
inner  citadel  of  their  personality, 
whence  their  fighting  forces  may  sally 
forth  once  the  siege  is  raised.  Could 
we  accomplish  as  much  with  as  well- 
bred  dignity? 

A  serious  defect,  seemingly  inherent 
in  the  organization  of  philanthropic 
effort,  is  the  intense  individualism  of 
each  unit  and  the  frequent  jealousy  or 
disregard  of  one  another.  It  may  be 
the  fault  of  their  virtues,  each  organi- 
zation having  an  almost  fanatical  sense 
that  it  holds  the  key  to  human  regen- 
eration. To  the  outsider  it  looks  like  a 
lot  of  ants  tugging  from  all  sides  at  a 
dead  beetle.  The  beetle  does  not  move, 
and  the  ants  use  a  prodigious  amount 
of  energy,  to  no  avail.  Cooperation  is 
a  word  often  on  the  lips  of  the  social 
worker,  but  not  always  understood. 
Indeed,  such  fundamental  cooperation 
as  has  been  achieved  has  usually  been 
accomplished  by  forming  an  additional 
cooperating  agency  to  accomplish  it. 
And  yet,  duplication  of  effort  or  fail- 
ure to  recognize  reasonable  limits  to 
the  number  of  philanthropic  estab- 
lishments is  a  spoliation  of  the  whole 
community. 

A  more  fundamental  danger,  and  one 
to  which  the  best  are  prone,  is  reluc- 
tance to  let  go  and  cease  functioning 


when  the  need  is  past.  Vested  funds, 
rooted  traditions,  personal  zeal,  often 
conspire  to  keep  alive  institutions 
which  have  served  their  day  and  whose 
continued  existence  is  only  an  incubus 
on  the  community.  It  is  a  rare  board 
of  directors  that  will  admit  the  failure 
of  its  experiment  or  recognize  that 
changing  conditions  demand  an  en- 
tirely new  alignment  if  an  institution 
is  to  fulfill  its  purpose.  Occasionally  a 
day  nursery  does  close  its  doors  and 
fight  for  mothers'  pensions,  or  an  or- 
phan asylum  lets  its  plant  lie  idle  while 
it  places  out  its  charges  in  homes;  but 
do  not  the  chimneys  of  many  a  mis- 
taken charity  pour  out  the  smoke  of  a 
high-priced  coal  on  a  world  that  has 
long  ceased  to  have  any  need  for  such 
an  organization?  No  intrenched  idea 
seems  more  difficult  to  dislodge  than 
this  passion  for  a  philanthropy  for  its 
own  sake.  Endowments  perpetuate 
what  should  be  only  temporary;  they 
give  immortality  to  the  normally  trans- 
itory; until  our  land  is  weighted  down 
with  foundations  and  institutions  which 
fetter  the  free  spirit  of  a  changing 
world. 

Ill 

Are  the  philanthropic  societies  doing 
an  essential  work?  In  every  communi- 
ty there  are  the  discerning  who  have 
eyes  to  see  an  evil  and  imaginations  to 
vision  a  good  that  can  be  brought  out 
of  it.  They  gather  round  them  the  few 
whom  they  can  inspire  with  their 
enthusiasm,  and  try  out  the  new  idea. 
These  are  the  social  pioneers,  the  lead- 
ers to  whom  we  all  look  for  guidance. 
In  so  far  as  charitable  societies  catch 
the  spirit  of  these  adventurers  and  hold 
the  ideal  of  their  own  labor  as  pioneer- 
ing, they  do  a  vital  work,  and  in  the 
future,  as  in  the  past,  will  be  essential  to 
social  progress.  But  the  assumption  of 
many  philanthropic  associations,  that 
they  are  to  go  on  forever,  that  they 


PHILANTHROPIC  DOUBTS 


293 


are  as  permanent  a  part  of  the  run- 
ning of  a  democracy  as  the  ballot-box 
itself,  robs  their  effort  of  much  of  its 
significance. 

*Yes/  the  philanthropist  may  say, 
*that  is  all  very  well;  but  if  we  do  not 
care  for  the  orphans,  who  will?  If  we 
do  not  stand  by  the  unmarried  mothers, 
who  will  befriend  them?  If  we  do  not 
maintain  day  nurseries,  how  can  needy 
widows  go  out  to  work?' 

In  a  civilization  so  complex  as  ours 
it  is  not  feasible  that  we  should  depend 
on  these  small  philanthropic  groups  to 
keep  the  great  machine  going  and  the 
grosser  injustices  from  being  done,  and 
it  is  impossible  that  we  should  continue 
to  be  mendicants  for  their  bounty.  It 
is  not  self-respecting  for  any  communi- 
ty to  let  the  few  shoulder  the  responsi- 
bilities of  the  many.  What  are  we  going 
to  do  about  it?  The  public  is  bringing 
the  whole  matter  to  an  issue  by  refusing 
any  longer  to  support  private  charities 
on  the  present  scale,  whether  that  scale 
is  regarded  as  extravagant  or  not.  On 
the  other  hand,  there  remains  a  mass 
of  good-will,  energy,  and  devotion  to 
the  bettering  of  the  world,  available 
for  the  common  service.  How  can  such 
money  as  there  is,  and  such  energy,  be 
employed  to  the  best  advantage?  How 
can  what  is  prescient  in  the  philan- 
thropic movement  be  preserved,  and 
what  is  unsocial  be  eliminated? 

If  you  compare  a  city  which  has  a 
full  quota  of  philanthropic  societies  to 
care  for  every  type  of  human  sin  and 
weakness  with  one  which  has  practi- 
cally nothing,  you  will  not  necessarily 
find  any  superiority  in  the  more  richly 
equipped.  Of  course,  you  may  say, 
'What  would  the  first  city  be  with- 
out the  institutions?  Its  problems  are 
graver  than  those  of  the  second  city, 
and  its  evil  is  held  in  check  only  by  the 
activities  of  the  generously  inclined.' 
But  are  not  a  community's  standard 
and  quaUty  primarily  due  to  its  educa- 


tional opportunities,  its  living  condi- 
tions, its  civic  enthusiasm,  its  moral 
standards,  its  homogeneity  of  feeling, 
and  not  to  the  efforts  that  any  one 
group  may  make  to  improve  any  other 
group? 

The  status  of  the  philanthropies  dur- 
ing the  war  was  a  revelation  like  that 
made  by  a  dazzling  streak  of  lightning. 
During  those  momentous  years  there 
were  high  wages,  prohibition,  and 
plenty  of  work  for  everyone.  The 
demands  on  the  charitable  societies 
dropped  fifty  per  cent  and  more.  The 
poor  and  the  sick  seemed  to  be  no  more 
with  us.  The  question  forced  itself 
upon  us,  *  Is  it  possible  that  the  philan- 
thropies have  been  on  the  wrong  tack, 
that  fair  wages  and  decent  living  condi- 
tions are  the  basis  of  a  sound  civiliza- 
tion, and  that  the  philanthropists  are 
but  poulticing  a  surface  sore?'  There 
were  some  few  associations  which  saw 
in  the  light  of  this  great  experiment  the 
portent  of  their  own  ultimate  dissolu- 
tion. Though  of  making  philanthro- 
pies there  seems  no  end,  of  ending  them 
there  seems  to  be  no  beginning,  so  that 
the  total  number  in  existence  has  not 
been  appreciably  reduced  by  the  world- 
shaking  convulsions  of  the  war. 

A  new  orientation  has,  however, 
taken  place  in  the  public  mind  toward 
the  philanthropist  as  the  sensitive 
register  of  human  suffering,  and  the 
chief  guide  to  the  alleviation  of  human 
misery.  We  are  beginning  to  recognize 
that  the  same  passion  for  humanity 
that  inspires  one  man  to  lavish  money 
on  baby  welfare,  rescue  homes  for  girls, 
and  Christmas  dinners  for  the  poor 
makes  another  man  a  radical.  The 
impulses  in  both  cases  are  the  same, 
but  the  second  man  is  trying  to  think 
more  fundamentally  than  the  first. 
His  methods  may  be  clumsy  and  his 
suggested  solution  crude,  but  his  aim 
is  to  remove  the  causes  of  human  de- 
spair, not  to  risk  the  loss  of  precious 
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time  by  attempting  to  modify  their 
tragic  consequences. 

The  philanthropists  belong  to  a  class 
on  which  the  injustices  of  our  present 
basis  of  society  have  not  borne  heavily. 
They  serve  unconsciously  as  a  bulwark 
of  the  status  quoy  for  whose  defects  they 
are  ready  and  eager  to  apply  pallia- 
tives. They  are  the  great  menders  and 
patchers-up  of  society,  not  the  sur- 
geons who  cut  deep  into  the  festering 
sore  and  scrape  the  bone.  They  express 
the  tenderness  and  pity  of  man,  not  his 
reasoning  intelligence.  Their  technique 
is  developed  to  a  high  degree  of  perfec- 
tion, but  their  philosophy  lags  far  be- 
hind. They  know  better  how  to  do  a 
thing  than  why.  We  must  turn  to  them 
for  methods,  the  fruit  of  long  and  care- 
ful experiment;  but  as  yet  they  have 
offered  us  no  fundamental  basis  for  the 
work  of  human  improvement.  It  is  not 
through  their  eyes  that  we  shall  see  life 
steadily  and  see  it  whole. 

IV 

The  interlocutor  queries,  'What  are 
we  here  for? '  and  instead  of  being  satis- 
fied with  the  exemplary  reply,  *To  help 
others,'  invites  disaster  by  persisting, 
*But  what  are  the  others  here  for?' 
Here  is  the  Achilles  heel  of  the  philan- 
thropic movement.  In  the  soul  of  the 
philanthropist  stirs  a  passion  for  bet- 
terment, a  real  desire  that  life  shall  be 
more  endurable  for  us  all.  But  in  the 
method  he  employs  he  ignores  partici- 
pation by  the  *  others.'  He  uses  the 
ways  of  an  aristocracy  instead  of  those 
native  to  a  democracy. 

The  major  indictment  against  phil- 
anthropy is  that  it  has  ignored  the 
opportunities  democracy  offers  for  re- 
forms from  within.  It  has  distracted 
our  minds  and  attention  from  commun- 
ity responsibility  for  the  removal  of 
social  dcf(K^ts.  It  has  encouraged  us  to 
leave  reforms  to  the  activity  of  self- 


appointed  groups.  Its  reforms  have 
tended  to  be  superficial,  because  it  has 
everywhere  selected  for  its  leaders 
those  interested  in  philanthropy,  but 
not  in  democracy.  The  typical  lover 
of  his  kind  will  pour  out  money  for  the 
starving  Chinese  though  he  may  hesi- 
tate to  contribute  to  campaign  expen- 
ses for  public-school  associations.  The 
novice  can  catch  the  thrill  of  teaching 
folk-dancing  to  the  tenement-house 
child  or  distributing  bread  tickets  to  the 
poor;  but  an  offer  to  pay  the  expenses 
of  a  board  of  health  *  clean-up  cam- 
paign '  requires  imagination  of  a  differ- 
ent order. 

Yet  a  great  people  committed  to  the 
experiment  of  organizing  a  democratic 
society  fails  in  so  far  as  it  refuses  to  use 
the  forms  appropriate  to  democracy. 
Here  about  us  are  all  the  types  of  com- 
munity effort  that  we  have  so  far 
evolved :  boards  of  health,  school  com- 
mittees, overseers  of  the  poor,  courts, 
probation  systems,  boards  of  parole, 
poorhouses,  commissioners  for  the 
blind,  public  libraries,  departments  for 
the  care  of  defectives,  for  the  care  of 
children,  for  giving  mothers'  pensions, 
for  the  supervision  of  public  safety,  for 
the  treatment  of  the  tubercular,  hospi- 
tals, dispensaries,  parks  and  play- 
grounds —  and  yet  how  few  philan- 
thropists try  loyally  to  work  out  their 
problems  through  this  wealth  of  agen- 
cies before  organizing  associations  of 
their  own. 

And  where  is  the  reformer  who  ever 
feels  that,  once  a  law  is  passed  and  a 
department  created,  there  is  any  fur- 
ther responsibility  on  his  shoulders? 
Yet,  if  we  had  the  wit  to  see  it,  our 
responsibility  is  then  but  just  begin- 
ning. City  and  county  and  state  offi- 
cials are  only  our  leaders;  we  are  the 
rank  and  file,  who  must  stand  back  of 
them  if  they  are  to  be  truly  effective. 
An  autocracy  does  not  need  the  coop- 
eration of  its  citizens;  it  is  not  organ- 
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ized  to  depend  on  that;  but  the  failures 
of  democracy  are  the  failures  of  citizens 
to  play  their  part.  The  governing  de- 
partments belong  to  us.  Their  success- 
es are  ours;  their  mistakes  disgrace  us. 
Think  what  a  board  of  health  might 
accomplish  if  the  citizens  made  an 
effort  to  work  wholeheartedly  with  it! 
Think  what  a  street-cleaning  depart- 
ment might  be  in  a  city  where  every 
inhabitant  felt  as  responsible  for  the 
sidewalk  and  street  in  front  of  his 
property  as  for  his  parlor  floor!  Think 
of  the  quality  a  community  might  ac- 
quire with  a  school  system  which  was 
the  pride  and  anxious  concern  of  every 
parent  in  the  city! 

Where  are  the  members  of  the  com- 
munity who  might  have  leisure  and 
money  to  band  their  fellows  together 
and  work  unrestingly  with  the  public 
officials  to  build  the  City  Beautiful? 
They  are  supporting  attractive  homes 
for  the  aged  poor,  while  wages  are  too 
low  to  allow  a  worker  to  save  for  the 
future;  they  are  establishing  asylums 
for  illegitimate  children,  while  public 
dance-halls  are  not  safeguarded;  they 
are  forming  classes  to  teach  English  to 
foreigners  to  whom  the  evening  schools 
are  open ;  they  are  spending  large  sums 
to  teach  music  to  children,  while  the 
school  department  is  too  impoverished 
to  give  a  class  more  than  two  hours' 
instruction  a  day. 

These  efforts  may  be  good  in  them- 
selves, but  a  community  must  make 
its  investments  with  some  sense  of 
proportion.  Enthusiasm  for  the  indi- 
vidual may  be  a  blunder.  Suppose  that 
through  our  failure  to  carry  on  some 
charity  individuals  do  suff'er  here  and 
there.  There  are  bound  to  be  sufferers 
at  best;  but  one  is  blind  indeed  who 
does  not  see  that  more  misery  may  be 
saved  in  the  end  by  the  more  broadly 
conceived  plan.  Even  a  very  slight 
enlargement  of  the  department  for 
child-care  in  a  board  of  health  would 


accomplish  more  for  the  welfare  of  our 
youthful  citizens  than  the  work  any 
private  society  for  the  care  of  babies 
could  do  in  twenty  years. 

Has  philanthropy  any  place,  then,  in  a 
modern  community?  The  concern  of 
the  philanthropist  is  legitimately  with 
those  social  responsibilities  not  yet 
assumed  by  all.  A  group  of  persons 
dedicating  themselves  to  the  study  of 
existing  evils,  to  the  practice  of  admit- 
tedly temporary  demonstrations  of  im- 
proved methods  for  combatting  these 
evils,  and  to  a  determination  never  to 
shoulder  any  permanent  responsibility 
for  the  carrying-out  of  reforms,  has  a 
very  important  place  in  society  to-day. 
If  such  a  group  of  social  experimenters 
has,  after  a  suitable  interval  of  time, 
failed  to  persuade  the  community  of  the 
value  of  the  suggested  reforms  so  that 
the  authorities  are  ready  to  adopt 
them,  it  should  feel  no  false  pride  in 
abandoning  the  venture.  The  experi- 
ment may  have  been  impracticable; 
other  forces  in  the  community  may 
have  been  attacking  the  problem  from 
a  more  advantageous  position;  or  pub- 
lic sympathy,  without  which  no  reform 
is  possible,  may  have  been  lacking.  In 
any  case  the  paddle-wheels  are  beating 
empty  air,  and  it  behooves  the  reform- 
ers to  conserve  their  fuel  till  the  tide 
comes  in.  Such  an  attitude  requires 
a  very  high  order  of  self-effacement, 
though  one  surely  not  beyond  the  ca- 
pacities of  true  lovers  of  their  kind. 

The  reluctance  of  organized  socie- 
ties to  surrender  their  work  to  the  com- 
munity itself  is  not  always  due  to  an 
exaggerated  sense  of  the  importance 
of  their  own  contribution,  but  may  be 
inspired  by  a  very  real  fear  of  a  conse- 
quent lowering  of  standards.  The  ap- 
prehension is  understandable,  but  it  is 
shortsighted.  How  many  persons  who 
have  seriously  tried  to  cooperate  with 
public  servants  have  found  them  im- 
possible to  work  with?  In  some  com- 
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munities  there  is  political  corruption  of 
a  serious  nature.  This  does  not,  how- 
ever, justify  turning  to  private  charity 
as  a  way  out.  It  might  serve  the  poor 
and  suffering  of  such  a  city  much  better 
if  all  the  charitable  institutions  closed 
their  doors  and  used  their  time  and 
money  to  establish  and  back  a  good 
government.  In  most  of  our  cities  the 
government,  though  often  inefficient 
and  unenlightened,  is  not  corrupt,  or 
beyond  the  influence  of  the  citizens 
who  have  no  private  axe  to  grind.  The 
worst  failures  are  due  to  the  fact  that, 
as  soon  as  the  officials  are  elected,  the 
public  forgets  all  about  them  and  leaves 
them  to  the  companionship  of  the  few 
who  come  to  abuse  and  the  many  who 
come  to  get  some  favor  for  themselves 
or  their  friends.  Public  servants  can 
hardly  credit  their  senses  when  citizens 
come  with  a  desire  to  back  them  in 
doing  a  difficult  task,  or  to  help  them 
in  their  efforts  to  carry  on  their  work 
efficiently.  Citizens  have  no  one  except 
themselves  to  thank  if  an  official,  left 
to  the  mercies  of  the  self-seeking,  be- 
comes careless  in  self-defense  or  cor- 
rupt through  evil  associations. 

Think  of  the  daily  battle  the  officers 
of  a  board  of  health  have  to  fight !  They 
are  the  bane  of  every  vicious  element 
in  a  cityi  the  enemy  of  every  man  who 
wishes  to  break  the  sanitary  laws. 
Every  dishonest  landlord,  every  filthy 
tenant  hates  them.  They  are  hounded 
by  peddlers  who  wish  to  be  exceptions 
to  the  law;  by  the  dealers  who  prefer 
to  leave  their  trash  on  the  sidewalk;  by 
butchers  who  are  unwilling  to  screen 
their  premises;  by  stable-keepers  who 
refuse  to  remove  manure;  by  irate  par- 
ents who  see  no  sense  in  quarantine; 
by  the  gentry  who  spit  on  the  side- 
walk; and  by  lodging-house  keepers 
who  do  not  think  eight  sleeping  in  a 
hall  bedroom  excessive.  The  law-abid- 
ing citizens  leave  the  board  of  health 
alone. 


Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  officials 
feel  that  the  hand  of  man  is  against 
them,  and  sometimes  weaken  in  play- 
ing such  a  losing  game?  If  only  the 
people  could  realize  that  the  board  of 
health  is  their  creation,  trying  in  the 
face  of  mountainous  difficulties  to  carry 
out  their  orders  and  make  the  com- 
munity  a  place  of  safety  for  them  and 
their  children,  they  might  feel  a  share 
in  the  responsibilities,  a  pride  in  the 
achievements,  and  a  sense  of  personal 
failure  in  the  mistakes.  Real  contact  on 
the  part  of  citizens  with  governmental 
problems  often  brings  home  the  fact 
that  the  defects  which  loom  large  are 
due  to  a  lack  of  money,  of  public  back- 
ing, and  of  legal  authority  —  circum- 
stances beyond  the  control  of  the  of- 
ficial, but  within  the  power  of  his 
employer,  the  public. 

The  high  standards  of  our  heavily 
endowed  and  well-managed  philan- 
thropies may  be  beyond  our  station  in 
life.  A  democracy  has  to  surrender 
a  certain  perfection  of  efficiency.  We 
deplore  it,  though  we  know  the  com- 
pensations are  great.  We  make  our 
mistakes,  but  we  learn  from  our  fail- 
ures and  develop  a  power  that  would 
be  withheld  from  us  if  we  were  per- 
petually guarded  from  error  by  superior 
intelligences. 

The  taking  over  by  towns  and  states 
of  the  responsibility  for  the  care  and 
prevention  of  tuberculosis,  a  work  ably 
initiated  all  over  the  country  by  the 
anti-tuberculosis  associations,  undoubt- 
edly meant  in  some  places  an  inferior 
quality  in  the  treatment  given;  but 
the  comprehensiveness  of  the  work 
that  is  being  done  and  the  promise  that 
the  activity  throughout  the  country 
makes  for  an  eventual  control  of  the 
dread  disease,  is  something  no  private 
organization,  however  efficient  and 
ably  run,  could  have  hoped  to  attain. 
Yet  anti-tuberculosis  associations  con- 
tinue to  exist,  refusing  to  recognize  that 
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their  pioneer  work  is  done  and  that 
their  outposts  should  be  moved  further 
on. 

Legal  aid  societies  have  figured  as 
charities  since  their  inception.  Only 
recently  a  profoundly  significant  change 
of  attitude  has  begun  to  show  itself  in 
the  minds  of  those  cognizant  of  the 
flaws  in  the  relation  between  justice  and 
the  poor.  Legal  advice  for  those  with 
small  means  is  being  accepted  as  a  part 
of  the  public  administration  of  justice, 
a  responsibility  of  the  people  as  a  whole, 
not  a  benefit  conferred  by  the  rich  on 
their  less  fortunate  fellows.  The  very 
fact  that  the  impecunious  client  be- 
comes a  part  of  the  system  itself  brings 
him  the  assistance  of  the  public  agen- 
cies of  our  juridical  machinery,  which 
are  not  so  readily  available  to  the  pri- 
vate organization.  The  needs  of  the 
litigant  become  of  primary  concern  to 
those  responsible  both  for  protecting 
his  rights  and  for  enforcing  the  decrees 
of  the  law-makers. 

In  the  educational  world  the  kinder- 
gartens have  passed  through  somewhat 
the  same  cycle.  They  were  begun  as 
an  experiment,  by  private  enthusiasts, 
then  given  a  grudging  hospitality  by 
our  public-school  system,  and  finally 
accepted  in  their  entirety  as  an  essen- 
tial part  of  the  educational  course  in  all 
progressive  communities.  And  yet  oc- 
casional settlement  houses  have  main- 
tained kindergartens  close  to  those  of 
adjacent  schools,  on  the  ground  that  the 
school  was  crowded  or  the  teachers  not 
so  skilled  as  their  own.  Did  the  idea 
of  lending  an  extra  room  for  the  use  of 
the  public  school,  or  bringing  commu- 
nity pressure  to  bear  to  increase  school- 
equipment  and  to  improve  the  quality 
of  the  teachers,  lie  beyond  the  range  of 
possibilities  in  the  minds  of  these  set- 
tlement directors?  Such  institutions 
have  kept  up  their  old  routine,  instead 
of  using  their  freedom  to  try  new  ways 
of  bringing  light  into  dark  places.  The 


amount  of  public  money  available  for 
experiments  is  always  small.  The  tax- 
payer is  perhaps  justifiably  reluctant 
to  have  his  money  used  for  purposes 
which  may  prove  to  be  Utopian;  so  that 
many  promising  but  untried  methods 
must  wait  on  the  generosity  and  ini- 
tiative of  private  enthusiasts  for  their 
testing  out.  This  makes  the  plodding 
work  of  an  institution  which  accepts 
itself  as  a  fixed  part  of  the  social  uni- 
verse so  deeply  disappointing. 

The  Workmen's  Compensation  acts 
can  hardly  be  said  to  be  the  result  of  an 
enlightened  refusal  on  the  part  of  the 
private  charities  to  bear  the  burden 
of  the  tragedies  of  industry,  but  they 
lifted  from  the  philanthropic  agencies 
burdens  which  the  industry  should  it- 
self bear.  The  acts  suddenly  made  the 
problem  distinct.  They  drew  the  atten- 
tion of  the  industries  to  the  cost  of  acci- 
dents, which  had  been  previously  borne 
by  the  families  of  the  victims  and  the 
philanthropies  of  the  community,  and 
had  now  become  a  heavy  drag  on  the 
profits  of  production.  The  expense  was 
quickly  recognized  as  excessive,  and 
intelligent  efforts  were  made  to  reduce 
it.  The  most  spectacular  effect  has  been 
the  greatly  increased  demand  for  safety 
appliances,  medical  and  nursing  care 
in  factories,  and  a  final  and  perhaps 
determining  pressure  for  the  prohibi- 
tion amendment.  The  philanthropist 
might  have  gone  on  indefinitely  carry- 
ing the  load ;  but  when  the  responsibil- 
ity for  faulty  industrial  conditions  was 
thrown  on  the  community  at  large, 
through  additional  cost  of  the  products 
of  industry,  something  fundamental 
took  place. 

The  Mothers'  Pension  acts  have  had 
a  similar  history.  They  have  removed 
a  crushing  weight  from  the  shoulders 
of  women  with  young  children,  and 
placed  it  on  the  shoulders  of  the  tax- 
payers. The  tax-payers,  however,  per- 
form a  double  function.  They  not  only 
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provide  money  for  the  pensions,  but 
make  and  enforce  the  laws  as  well. 
They  have  not  been  content  with  dol- 
ing out  groceries  and  paying  rent,  but 
have  made  new  laws  about  deserting 
husbands,  and  have  stimulated  the 
activity  of  the  courts  and  the  extra- 
diting agents  to  return  these  evaders  to 
the  bearing  of  their  responsibilities.  In 
our  capacity  as  the  governing  body  in  a 
democracy,  we  go  far  beyond  any  indi- 
vidual's ability  to  achieve.  We  become 
supermen,  and  can  accomplish  the 
seemingly  impossible. 

Education  used  to  be  regarded  as  a 
philanthropy.  Charitable  schools  cast 
their  turbid  shadow  on  mid- Victorian 
literature.  It  was  a  form  of  charity 
which  was  withheld  as  far  as  possible 
from  the  working  classes,  lest  it  make 
them  restless  and  dissatisfied,  and  was 
given  out  only  in  quantities  which  were 
expected  to  add  to  the  usefulness  but 
not  to  the  ambition  of  the  lower  ranks 
of  society.  Democracy  has  discredited 
education  as  a  philanthropy,  and  rec- 
ognized it  as  the  right  of  every  poten- 
tial citizen,  the  only  insurance  against 
the  anarchy  of  ignorance,  and  the  sole 
safeguard  of  the  institutions  of  a  free 
people. 

The  public  schools  offer  to  all  the 
children  of  the  Republic  the  oppor- 
tunity to  prepare  for  citizenship  to- 
gether —  the  rich  and  the  poor,  those 
with  long  traditions  of  culture  and 
those  with  long  traditions  of  toil  —  in 
the  atmosphere  and  under  the  inspira- 
tion of  the  community  institution.  If 
the  schools  as  they  exist  to-day  are  not 
good  enough  for  one  man's  children, 
they  are  not  good  enough  for  any  man's 
children,  and  the  enlightened  lover  of 
his  kind  must  throw  the  money,  inter- 
est, and  enthusiasm  he  may  be  putting 
into  the  private  schools  into  the  public. 
Whatever  improvement  he  can  there 
achieve  will  better  the  education  of 
hundreds  of  children  instead  of  tens, 


and  will  not  lapse  with  the  passing  of 
his  interest.  Citizens  interested  in  edu- 
cation, who  devote  themselves  to  the 
building  up  of  private  and  parochial 
schools,  have  not  been  touched  by  the 
Americanization  movement  and  have 
never  fundamentally  grasped  the  Amer- 
ican idea.  The  place  for  them  to  help 
is  in  the  school-system  itself,  where  the 
problem  is  acute,  the  laboratory  pre- 
pared, and  where  an  outside  intelligent 
interest  is  of  value  in  keeping  alive  the 
professional  enthusiasm  which  may  be 
repressed  by  the  insistent  demands  of 
the  daily  duty.  No  money  can  return 
larger  dividends  in  real  accomplish- 
ment than  that  added  to  the  bud- 
get of  our  public  schools;  nor  can  any 
community  interest  more  certainly 
strengthen  the  best  elements  in  our 
civilization  than  that  devoted  to  the 
improvement  of  the  public  education. 

V 

What  is  our  moral  responsibility  to 
our  brothers,  fortunate  and  unfortu- 
nate alike?  If  we  give  the  best  educa- 
tion we  can  to  every  citizen,  if  we  keep 
the  community  health  at  the  highest 
possible  level,  and  provide  ample  oppor- 
tunities for  innocent  pleasure;  if  we 
strengthen  the  churches  and  safeguard 
working  conditions  in  our  industries; 
if  we  provide  the  most  favorable  en- 
vironment that  lies  within  our  power, 
cannot  we  trust  the  individual  to  work 
out  his  own  destiny?  Even  those  social 
workers  who  devote  most  time  and  at- 
tention to  work  with  the  individual  find 
that  the  problem  of  human  difficulty 
is  largely  one  of  faulty  character.  Is 
not  the  remedying  of  that  defect  be- 
yond the  power  as  well  as  the  province 
of  any  self-constituted  group  in  the 
community?  Must  we  not  leave  those 
changes  to  the  interplay  of  the  influ- 
ences of  a  man's  family,  church,  friends, 
teachers,  and  fellow  workmen,  in  an 
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environment  as  wholesome  for  all  of 
us  as  our  united  efforts  can  make  it? 
The  new  keeper  of  his  brother  is  the 
man  who  looks  to  bettering  his  home 
town,  not  to  giving  his  old  coat  to  the 
beggar.  At  the  Judgment  Seat  we  may 
be  asked,  '  What  did  you  do  to  improve 
your  city  government?'  and  not  be 
allowed  to  introduce  evidence  as  to  our 
distribution  of  the  scraps  from  our 
table.  Our  task  is,  not  buttressing  the 
weaknesses  of  our  fellows  with  our 
strength,  but  organizing  the  energies 
of  man  to  reconstruct  his  world. 

The  dream  of  our  people  is  the  com- 
ing in  of  true  democracy.  Dreaming 
does  not  bring  the  realization  nearer. 
In  the  organization  of  human  society 
the  pronouncement,  *Let  there  be 
peace,'  is  of  no  value  unless  it  is  accom- 
panied by  some  concrete  suggestion  as 
to  how  this  desirable  end  may  be  at- 
tained. The  philanthropist's  contribu- 
tion must  be  experimental  work  on 
happier  methods  of  living  together. 
There  is  no  particular  dignity  or  virtue 
in  giving  money  to  a  soup-kitchen  or 
in  giving  clothes  to  the  children  of 
the  unemployed.  But  there  is  a  tonic 
in  working  in  one's  home,  one's  busi- 
ness, and  one's  community  to  prevent 
unemployment. 

The  genius  of  the  American  people 
is  never  going  to  allow  itself  to  be 
daunted  by  such  a  problem.  A  nation 
that  could  devise  the  traction  plough, 
tame  the  wilderness,  and  build  the 
Panama  Canal  has  inventive  ability 
enough  to  make  continuous  mutual 
service  a  possibility.  Each  man's  work 
means  every  other  man's  additional 
comfort  and  leisure.  The  problem  of 
uninterrupted  employment  is  surely  no 
more  occult  than  the  problems  of  organ- 
ization and  distribution  that  our  great 
corporations  have  successfully  wrestled 
with.  But  so  long  as  we  placate  our 
intelligence  and  pacify  our  consciences 
by  our  philanthropies,  we  put  off  the 


day  of  attack  on  the  sources  of  poverty 
and  distress. 

The  game  of  democracy  cannot  be 
played  from  the  grand  stand.  The 
humanitarian  finds  it  fatally  easy  to  sit 
on  the  side-lines  and  criticize.  He  may 
be  willing  to  sponge  the  combatants' 
faces  and  run  no  risk  of  getting  dirt  on 
his  clothes,  but  to  play  the  people's 
game,  he  must  get  into  the  ring  and  be 
willing  to  take  knockout  blows  and  still 
come  back.  The  only  place  where  the 
game  can  be  played  is  within  the  organ- 
izations of  our  towns,  our  counties,  our 
states,  and  our  nation.  And  the  only 
way  it  can  be  played  is  by  citizens 
fighting  together  as  fellow  sufferers 
against  the  forces  of  corruption  and 
destruction  that  lie  in  wait  for  us. 

The  social  workers,  the  professionals 
of  the  philanthropic  movement,  are 
themselves  becoming  weary  of  their 
dependence  on  the  uncertain  generosity 
of  the  patrons  of  the  poor.  Many  of 
them,  especially  the  more  thoughtful, 
have  felt  an  inner  skepticism  as  to  the 
fundamental  character  of  their  work, 
even  while  they  have  developed  a  tech- 
nique which  they  feel  is  their  real  con- 
tribution to  the  solution  of  the  social 
riddle.  The  primary  interest  of  the  best 
of  them  is  not  so  much  that  of  keeping 
their  own  particular  institutions  alive, 
as  of  animating  the  community  as  a 
whole  with  the  spirit  they  have  devel- 
oped, and  transferring  to  the  public 
agencies  the  methods  worked  out  by 
years  of  experiment  in  private  enter- 
prises. 

The  community  organizations  deal 
with  masses;  and,  as  masses  are  sim- 
ply the  sum-total  of  individuals,  the 
perfection  of  the  result  depends  on  the 
intelligence  with  which  each  depend- 
ent's difficulty  is  treated.  To  carry 
over  into  public  work  the  professional 
ability,  the  intellectual  enthusiasm, 
and  the  discriminating  judgment  that 
have  characterized  the  activities  of  the 
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best  social  workers,  is  a  responsibility 
of  the  philanthropists  who  pay  their 
taxes  but  who  have  ceased  giving  to 
private  charities.  The  passing  of  laws 
alone  will  never  bring  in  the  millen- 
nium; the  establishment  of  public  com- 
missions to  do  the  work  the  private 
groups  are  now  doing  is  not  enough. 
We  must  feel  a  responsibility,  as  indi- 
viduals and  as  a  nation,  for  the  organ- 


izations we  share  in  common.  We  can 
afford  to  give  over  into  public  control 
our  private  institutions  for  the  service 
of  our  fellow  men,  if  we  continue  to 
exercise  the  same  energy  that  we  have 
devoted  to  them  in  cultivating  the  so- 
cial outlook  of  our  public  officers  and 
in  increasing  the  scientific  and  humani- 
tarian character  of  our  community 
institutions. 


THE  WALPOLE  BEAUTY 


BY  E.  BARRINGTON 


[From  a  packet  of  lettersy  written  in  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century  by  Lady 
Fanny  Armine  to  her  cousin.  Lady  Desmond,  in  Ireland,  I  have  strung  together  one 
of  the  strangest  of  true  stories  —  the  history  of  Maria  Walpole,  niece  of  the  famous 
Horace  Walpole  and  illegitimate  daughter  of  his  brother.  Sir  Edward  Walpole.  The 
letters  are  a  pot-pourri  of  town  and  family  gossip,  and  in  gathering  the  references  to 
Maria  Walpole  into  coherence,  I  am  compelled  to  omit  much  that  is  characteristic 
and  interesting.] 


July,  1757. 

Why,  Kitty,  my  dear,  what  signifies 
your  reproaches?  I  wish  I  may  never  be 
more  guilty  than  I  am  this  day.  I  laid 
out  a  part  of  your  money  in  a  made-up 
mantua  and  a  petticoat  of  Rat  de  St. 
Maur,  and  for  the  hat,  't  was  the  exact 
copy  of  the  lovely  Gunning's  —  Maria 
Coventry.  And  though  I  won't  flat- 
ter you,  child,  by  saying  your  bloom 
equals  hers  (for  I  can't  tell  what  hers 
may  be  under  the  white  lead  she 
lays  on  so  thick),  yet  I  will  say  that 
your  Irish  eyes  may  ambuscade  to  the 
full  as  well  beneath  it,  though  they 
won't  shoot  an  carl  flying,  like  hers,  be- 
cause you  have  capturc^d  your  baronet 
already! 

J]ut  't  is  news  you  would  liave  — 


news,  says  you,  of  all  the  gay  doings  of 
the  town. 

And  how  is  her  Gunning  Grace 
of  Hamilton,  you  ask,  and  do  the 
folk  still  climb  on  chairs  at  Court  to 
stare  at  her?  Vastly  in  beauty,  child. 
She  was  in  a  suit  of  fine  blue  satin  at  the 
last  Birthnight,  sprigged  all  over  with 
white,  and  the  petticoat  robings  broid- 
ered  in  the  manner  of  a  trimming  wove 
in  the  satin.  A  hoop  of  the  richest 
damask,  trimmed  with  gold  and  silver. 
These  cost  fourteen  guineas  a  hoop, 
my  dear.  Who  shall  say  the  ladies  of 
the  present  age  don't  understand  refine- 
ments? Her  Grace  had  diamonds  plas- 
tered on  wherever  they  would  stick, 
and  all  the  people  of  quality  run  mad 
to  have  a  stare  at  so  much  beauty,  set 
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off  with  as  much  glare  as  Vauxhall  on  a 
fete  night,  and  she  as  demure  as  a  cat 
after  chickens. 

But  'tis  always  the  way  with  these 
sudden-come-ups,  they  never  have  the 
easy  carriage  that  comes  from  breeding, 
and 't  is  too  much  to  expect  she  should 
be  a  topping  courtier. 

You  must  know  Horry  Walpole  was 
there,  in  gray  and  silver  brocade,  as 
fine  and  finical  a  gentleman  as  ever, 
and  most  genteelly  lean;  and  says  I  to 
him,  *What  think  you,  Mr.  Walpole, 
of  our  two  coquet  Irish  beauties?  Do 
they  put  out  all  the  fire  of  our  English 
charmers?' 

So  he  drew  himself  up  and  took  a 
pinch  of  rappee  (can't  you  see  him, 
Kitty,  my  girl?),  and  says  he,  — 

*  Madam,  to  a  lady  that  is  herself  all 
beauty  and  need  envy  none,  I  may  say 
we  have  a  beauty  to  be  produced 
shortly  to  the  town  that  will  flutter  all 
the  world  excepting  only  the  lady  I 
have  the  honor  to  address.' 

And,  Lord!  the  bow  he  made  me, 
with  his  hat  to  his  heart! 

*La,  man,'  says  I,  'who  is  she?  But 
sure  I  know.  'T  is  the  Duchess  of 
Queensbury  reduced  a  good  half  in  size 
and  with  a  new  complexion.' 

But  Horry  shook  his  ambrosial  curls. 

*No,  madam,  'pon  honor!  A  little 
girl  with  the  vivacity  of  sixteen  and 
brown  eyes,  brown  hair  —  in  fact,  a 
brown  beauty.' 

And  then  it  flashed  on  me  and  I 
says,  — 

*Good  God!  —  Maria!  But  sure  she 
can't  be  presented.  'T  is  impossible!' 
And  could  have  bit  my  silly  tongue  out 
when 't  was  said. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  like  a 
Frenchman  —  't  is  the  last  grace  he 
picked  up  in  Paris,  and  turned  from  me 
to  the  new  lady  errant.  Miss  Chester, 
who  models  herself  on  the  famous  Miss 
Chudleigh.  But  nothing  could  equal 
the  horrid  indecencj^  of  Miss  Chud- 


leigh's  habit  at  the  masquerade  at 
Vauxhall  t'other  day!  She  was  Iphi- 
genia  in  a  Greek  undress,  and  says 
Horry,  — 

*Sure,  never  was  a  more  convenient 
thing  —  the  victim  is  prepared  for  the 
priest  to  inspect  the  entrails  without 
more  ado.' 

I  thought  we  should  have  died  laugh- 
ing. 'T  is  only  a  woman  of  breeding 
knows  exactly  where  certainty  should 
stop  and  imagination  take  its  place. 

But,  Kitty  child,  who  do  you  guess 
is  the  new  beauty?  I  give  you  one,  I 
give  you  two,  I  give  you  three!  And  if 
't  was  three  hundred,  you 'd  be  never 
the  wiser.  Why,  Maria  Walpole,  you 
little  blockhead!  Maria,  the  daughter 
of  Sir  Edward  Walpole,  Horry's  brother. 
What  think  you  of  that?  But  Sir  Ed- 
ward never  was  married,  says  you. 
True  for  you,  Kitty,  but  don't  you 
know  the  story?  No,  to  be  sure. 
There 's  no  scandal  in  Ireland,  for  St. 
Patrick  banished  it  along  with  the 
snakes  and  their  poison,  because  the 
island  that  has  so  many  misfortunes 
would  have  died  of  another. 

Well,  take  your  sampler  hke  a  good 
little  girl  and  hearken  to  the  history 
of  the  lovely  Maria  that 's  to  blow  out 
the  Gunning  candles.  Let  me  present 
to  your  la'ship  Sir  Edward  Walpole, 
brother  to  the  Baron  of  Strawberry 
Hill.  A  flourish  and  a  sliding  bow  and 
you  know  one  another!  Sir  Edward, 
who  resembles  not  Horry  in  his  love  for 
the  twittle-twattle  of  the  town,  is  a 
passable  performer  on  the  bass-viol, 
and  a  hermit  —  the  Hermit  of  Pall 
Mall.  But  the  rules  of  that  Hermitage 
are  not  too  severe,  child.  'T  is  known 
there  were  relaxations.  And  notably 
one. 

The  Hermit  some  years  since  was 
lodged  in  Pall  Mall,  and  in  the  lower 
floors  was  lodged  a  dealer  in  clothes, 
with  prentices  to  fetch  and  carry. 

Lord!  says  Kitty,  what's  this  to  the 
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purpose?  Attend,  Madam.  The  cur- 
tain rises! 

'T  is  an  old  story:  the  virtuous  pren- 
tice —  and  the  unvirtuous.  There  was 
one  of  them  —  Dorothy  Clement,  a  rus- 
tic beauty,  straw  hat  tied  under  the 
roguish  chin,  little  tucked-up  gown  of 
flowered  stuff,  handkerchief  crossed 
over  the  bosom,  ruffled  elbows.  'T  is 
so  pretty  a  dress,  that  I  protest  I  mar- 
vel women  of  quality  don't  use  it! 
However,  this  demure  damsel  looked 
up  at  Sir  Edward  under  the  hat,  and 
he  peeped  under  the  brim,  and  when  he 
left  the  house  and  returned  to  his  own, 
what  should  happen  but  the  trembling 
beauty  runs  to  him,  one  fine  day,  for 
protection,  swearing  her  family  and 
master  have  all  cast  her  off  because 
't  was  noted  the  gentleman  had  an  eye 
for  a  charming  face. 

Well,  child,  't  is  known  hermits  do 
not  marry.  'T  is  too  much  to  ask  of 
their  Holinesses.  But  he  set  a  chair  at 
the  foot  of  his  table  for  the  damsel  and 
bid  her  share  his  pulse  and  crusts;  and 
so 't  was  done,  and  whether  in  town  or 
country,  the  Hermitess  kept  him  com- 
pany till  she  died.  Sure  the  Walpoles 
are  not  too  fastidious  in  their  women, 
excepting  only  Horry  of  Strawberry 
Hill,  who  has  all  the  finicals  of  the  others 
rolled  up  in  his  lean  body. 

Well,  Kitty,  there  were  four  children : 
—  a  boy,  —  nothing  to  the  purpose,  — 
and  Laura,  Maria,  and  Charlotte.  And 
the  poor  lasses,  not  having  a  rag  of 
legitimacy  to  cover  'em,  must  needs 
fall  back  on  good  behavior  and  good 
looks.  I  saw  Laura,  a  pretty  girl,  in  the 
garden  at  Englefield  some  years  since, 
when  I  was  airing  in  Lady  Pomfret's 
coach ;  and  as  we  looked,  the  little  hoy- 
den Maria  comes  running  up  in  muslin 
and  blue  ribbons,  all  health  and  youth 
and  blooming  cheeks  and  brown  curls 
and  eyes  —  a  perfect  Hebe.  And 't  is 
she  —  the  milliner's  brat  —  that 's  to 
borrow  the  Car  of  Love  and  set  the 


world  afire.  But  she  can't  be  presented, 
Kitty;  for  our  high  and  mighty  Royals 
frown  on  vice,  and  not  a  single  creature 
with  the  bar  sinister  can  creep  into 
court,  however  many  may  creep  out. 
And  that's  that! 

And  now  I  end  with  compliments  and 
curtsies  to  your  la'ship,  and  the  glad 
tidings  that  one  of  the  virgin  choir  of 
Twickenham,  those  Muses  to  which  Mr. 
Horace  Walpole  is  Apollo,  has  writ  an 
Ode  so  full  of  purling  streams  and 
warbling  birds,  that  Apollo  says  he  will 
provide  a  side-saddle  for  Pegasus,  and 
no  male  shall  ever  bestride  him  again. 

September,  1758. 

O  la,  la,  la !  Was  you  ever  at  the  Bath, 
child?  Here  am  I  just  returned,  where 
was  great  company,  and  all  the  wits 
and  belles,  and  Miss  Biddy  Green,  the 
great  City  fortune,  run  off  with  Harry 
Howe,  and  her  father  flourishing  his 
gouty  stick  in  the  Pump  Room  and 
swearing  a  wicked  aristocracy  should 
have  none  of  his  honest  guineas.  But 
he'll  soften  when  he  sees  her  presented 
at  court,  with  feathers  stuck  in  her  poll 
and  all  the  city  dames  green  with  spite. 
'T  is  the  way  of  the  world. 

But  to  business.  The  town  is  talking 
with  hundred-woman  power  on  the 
marriage  that  Laura,  —  by  courtesy 
called  Walpole,  —  the  Hermit's  eldest 
daughter,  makes  to-morrow.  'Twill 
astound  you.  Lady  Desmond  your 
Honor,  as  much  as  it  did  your  humble 
servant.  For  Miss  Laura  honors  the 
Church,  no  less,  with  her  illegitimate 
hand,  and  no  less  a  dignitary  than  a 
Canon  of  Windsor!  Is  not  this  to  be  a 
receiver  of  stolen  goods?  Does  not  his 
Reverence  compound  a  felony  in  tak- 
ing such  a  bride?  What  say  you?  'T  is 
Canon  Keppel,  brother  to  Lord  Albe- 
marle; and  mark  you,  Kitty  —  the 
Honorable  Mrs.  Keppel  has  the  right  to 
be  presented  where  Miss  Laura  might 
knock  at  the  door  in  vain!  We  come  up 
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in  the  world,  child,  but  the  Walpoles 
had  always  that  secret. 

'T  will  set  the  other  charming  daugh- 
ters dreaming  of  bride  cake.  All  the 
world  talks  of  Maria,  a  shining  beauty 
indeed.  Horry  Walpole  is  enchanted 
at  Miss  Laura's  match  —  sure,  an  ille- 
gitimate Walpole,  if  niece  to  the  Baron 
of  Strawberry  is  worth  a  dozen  of  your 
Cavendishes  and  Somersets!  I  laughed 
like  a  rogue  in  my  sleeve  when  says 
Horry  to  me  at  my  drum,  — 

*  Colonel  Yorke  is  to  be  married  to 
one  or  both  of  the  Miss  Crasteyns, 
great  city  fortunes  —  nieces  to  the  rich 
grocer.  They  have  two  hundred  and 
sixty  thousand  pounds  apiece.  Nothing 
comes  amiss  to  the  digestion  of  that 
family  —  a  marchioness  or  a  grocer.' 

Says  I,  flirting  my  fan,  — 

*  'T  is  gross  feeding,  sure,  Mr.  Wal- 
pole. Now,  had  it  been  a  royal  illegiti- 
mate.' 

He  looked  daggers,  and  took  a  pinch 
of  snufF  with  an  air.  Never  was  a  man 
with  more  family  pride,  though  he  af- 
fects to  scorn  it. 

What  think  you  of  this  latest  news  of 
Lady  Coventry?  The  people  are  not 
yet  weary  of  gazing  upon  the  Gunning, 
and  stared  somewhat  upon  her  last 
Sunday  was  se'night  in  the  Park.  Would 
you  believe  it,  Kitty,  that  she  com- 
plained to  the  King,  and  His  Majesty, 
not  to  be  outdone  in  wisdom,  offers  a 
guard  for  her  ladyship's  beauty.  On 
this  she  ventures  into  the  Park  and, 
pretending  fright,  desires  the  assistance 
of  the  officer,  who  orders  twelve  ser- 
geants to  march  abreast  before  her  and 
a  sergeant  and  twelve  men  behind  her; 
and  in  this  pomp  did  the  silly  little  fool 
walk  all  the  evening,  with  more  mob 
about  her  than  ever,  her  blockhead 
husband  on  one  side  and  my  Lord  Pem- 
broke on  the  other!  I'm  sure  I  can't 
tell  you  anything  to  better  this,  so 
good-night,  dear  sister,  with  all  af- 
fectiQnate^  Qsteem. 


April,  1759. 

.  Great  news,  your  la'ship.  I  am  but 
just  returned  from  a  royal  progress 
to  visit  the  Baron  of  Strawberry  Hill. 
Strawberry  was  in  prodigious  beauty  — 
flowers,  cascades,  and  grottoes  all  dis- 
played to  advantage  in  a  sunshine  that 
equaled  June.  The  company,  her  Gun- 
ning Grace  of  Hamilton,  the  Duchess  of 
Richmond,  and  your  humble  servant. 

Says  Mr.  Horace,  leaning  on  his  am- 
ber cane  and  surveying  us  as  we  sat  in 
the  shell  on  the  terrace,  — 

*  Strawberry  Hill  is  grown  a  perfect 
Paphos.  'T  is  the  land  of  beauties,  and 
if  Paris  himself  stood  where  I  do,  he 
could  never  adjudge  the  golden  apple.' 

He  writ  to  George  Montagu  after,  who 
showed  the  letter  about  town,  — 

*  There  never  was  so  pretty  a  sight 
as  to  see  the  three  sitting.  A  thousand 
years  hence,  when  I  begin  to  grow  old, 
if  that  can  ever  be,  I  shall  talk  of  that 
event  and  tell  the  young  people  how 
much  handsomer  the  women  of  my 
time  were  than  they  are  now.' 

There's  a  compliment  like  a  fresh- 
plucked  rose  from  the  Lord  of  Straw- 
berry. It  reads  pretty,  don't  it,  child? 
Horry  was  in  vast  wit  —  't  was  like  the 
Northern  Lights  hurtling  about  us  — 
made  us  blink!  The  Duchess  of  Rich- 
mond pretending  she  could  not  recall 
her  marriage-day,  says  Horry,  — 

*  Record  it  thus.  Madam.  This  day 
thousand  years  I  was  married!' 

'T  was  not  till  a  week  later  I  discov- 
ered this  to  be  a  bon  mot  of  Madame  de 
Sevigne.  His  jewels  are  polished  very 
fine,  but 't  is  not  always  in  the  Straw- 
berry mine  they  are  dug.  But  to  our 
news  —  What  will  your  Honor  pay  me 
for  a  penn'orth? 

'T  is  of  our  beauty,  Maria  —  ahem ! 
Walpole.  The  pretty  angler  has  caught 
her  fish  —  a  big  fish,  a  gold  fish,  even 
a  golden-hearted  fish,  for 't  is  Lord  Wal- 
degrave!  A  belted  earl,  a  Knight  of  the 
Garter,  no  less,  for  the  pretty  milliner's 
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daughter.  You  don't  believe  it,  Kitty? 
Yet  you  must,  for 't  is  true,  and  sure, 
if  beauty  can  shed  a  lustre  over  pud- 
dled blood,  she  has  it.  Lord  Villiers, 
chief  of  the  macaronis,  said,  yesterday 
was  a  week,  — 

*0f  all  the  beauties  Miss  Walpole 
reigns  supreme  —  if  one  could  forget 
the  little  accident  of  birth!  Her  face, 
bloom,  eyes,  teeth,  hair,  and  person  are 
all  perfection's  self,  and  Nature  broke 
the  mould  when  she  made  this  paragon, 
for  I  know  none  like  her.' 

'T  is  true,  but 't  is  so  awkward  with 
these  folk  that  can't  be  presented  nor 
can't  meet  this  one  nor  that.  Still,  I 
have  had  her  much  to  my  routs  and 
drums,  where 't  is  such  an  olla  podrida 
that  it  matters  not  who  comes.  But 
Lady  Waldegrave  may  go  where  she 
will;  and  certainly  the  bridegroom  has 
nothing  to  object  on  the  score  of  birth, 
for  he  comes  from  James  the  Second  by 
the  left  hand,  and  for  aught  I  know  a 
left-hand  milliner  is  as  good  these  Re- 
publican days.  Anyhow,  't  is  so,  and 
Horry,  who  would  have  all  think  him 
above  such  thoughts,  is  most  demurely 
conceited  that  a  Walpole  —  ahem!  — 
should  grace  the  British  peerage.  Re- 
mains now  only  Charlotte,  and  I  dare 
swear  she  will  carry  her  charms  to  no 
worse  market  than  Maria,  though  not 
so  great  a  Venus. 

I  went  yesterday  evening  to  the 
Bluestocking  Circle  at  Mrs.  Mon- 
tagu's line  house.  I  am  not  become 
»  learned,  Kitty,  but  't  was  to  hear  the 
lionesses  roar,  and  because  I  knew  the 
Lord  of  Strawberry  would  be  there  and 
was  wishful  to  hear  his  exultations. 
Lord  preserve  us,  child,  what  a  fright- 
ening place!  We  were  ushered  into 
the  Chinese  Room  lined  with  painted 
Pekin  paper,  and  noble  Chinese  vases, 
and  there  were  all  the  lions,  male  and 
female,  in  a  circle  —  the  ('ircle  of  the 
Universe.  All  the  great  ladies  of  the 
Bluestocking  (Jourt  were  there;  the 


vastly  learned  Mrs.  Carter,  Mrs.  De- 
lany  over  from  Ireland,  the  Swan  of 
Lichfield  Miss  Anna  Seward,  Mrs. 
Chapone,  and  other  lionesses  and  cub- 
esses.  My  dear,  they  sat  in  a  half-moon, 
and  behind  them  another  half-moon 
of  grave  ecclesiastics  and  savants,  and 
Horry  at  the  head  of  them,  in  brown 
and  gold  brocade.  'T  was  not  sprightly, 
Kitty.  'T  is  true  these  women  are  good 
and  learned,  and  some  of  them  well 
enough  in  looks;  but  't  is  so  pretentious, 
so  serious,  —  I  lack  a  word!  —  so  cen- 
sorious of  all  that  does  not  pull  a  long 
face,  that,  when  Mrs.  Montagu  rose  to 
meet  us  with  the  shade  of  Shakespeare 
in  attendance  (for  no  lower  footman 
would  serve  so  majestic  a  lady),  I  had 
a  desire  to  seize  her  two  hands  and  gal- 
lop round  the  room  with  her  that  I 
could  scarce  restrain.  But  sure  she  and 
the  company  had  died  of  it! 

I  expected  great  information  from 
such  an  assemblage,  but  't  was  but  a 
snip-snap  of  talk  —  remarks  passed 
from  one  to  another,  but  served  as  it 
were  on  massy  plate  —  long  words,  and 
too  many  of  'em.  Dull,  my  dear,  dull! 
And  so  't  will  always  be  when  people 
aim  to  be  clever.  They  do  these  things 
better  in  France,  where  they  have  no 
fear  of  laughter  and  the  women  sparkle 
without  a  visible  machinery.  'T  was 
all  standing  on  the  mind's  tip-toe  here. 
And  when  the  refreshments  were  served 
I  made  for  Horry  - — 

On  silver  vases  loaded  rise 
The  biscuits'  ample  sacrilBce, 
And  incense  pure  of  fragrant  tea. 

But  Bluestockingism  is  nourished  on 
tea  as  wit  on  wine. 

*So,  Mr.  Walpole,'  says  I,  *what  is 
this  news  I  hear  of  Miss  Maria?  My 
felicitations  to  the  bridegroom  on  the 
possession  of  so  many  charms.' 

And  Horry  with  his  bow,  — 

*I  thank  your  ladyship's  partiality 
and  good  heart.  For  character  and  cred- 
it. Lord  Waldegrave  is  the  first  match 
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in  England,  and  for  beauty,  Maria 
—  excepting  only  the  lady  I  address. 
The  family  is  well  pleased,  though 
*tis  no  more  than  her  deserts,  and 
't  was  to  be  expected  my  father's  grand- 
child would  ally  herself  with  credit/ 

'T  is  when  Horry  Walpole  gives  him- 
self these  demure  airs  that  I  am  tempted 
to  be  wicked,  Kitty.  For  what  signifies 
talking?  The  girl  is  a  beauty,  but  Nancy 
Parsons  and  Kitty  Fisher  are  beauties, 
too,  and  if  the  court  and  peerage  are 
opened  to  women  of  no  birth,  why 
what's  left  for  women  of  quality? 
'T  is  certain  the  next  generation  of  the 
peerage  bids  fair  to  be  extreme  ill-born, 
and  the  result  may  be  surprising.  But 
I  held  my  tongue,  for  I  have  a  kindness 
for  Horry  and  his  niece,  though  I  laugh 
at  'em. 

I  thought  Mr.  Walpole  looked  ill,  and 
doubted  whether  I  might  hope  to  see 
him  at  my  Tuesday  rout.  Says  he,  — 

*  'T  is  the  gout.  Madam,  that  ungal- 
lant  disorder,  and  had  I  a  mind  to  brag, 
I  could  boast  of  a  little  rheumatism 
too;  but  I  scorn  to  set  value  on  such 
trifles,  and  since  your  ladyship  does  me 
the  honor  to  bespeak  my  company,  I 
will  come  if  't  were  in  my  coffin  and 
pair.  May  I  hope  your  ladyship  will 
favor  us  at  Maria's  nuptials.  Sure  the 
Graces  were  ever  attended  by  Venus 
on  occasions  of  ceremony.' 

He  would  have  said  more,  but  the 
Queen  of  the  Blues  swam  up,  protesting 
and  vowing  she  had  never  seen  such  a 
goddess  as  Miss  Maria  Walpole;  that 
were  she  to  marry  the  Emperor  of  the 
world,  't  would  be  vastly  below  the 
merit  of  such  glowing  charms.  And  so 
forth.  'T  is  a  lady  that  paints  all  her 
roses  red  and  plasters  her  lilies  white, 
and  whether 't  is  malice  I  can't  tell,  but 
believe 't  is  possible  to  blast  by  praise 
as  well  as  censure,  by  setting  the  good 
sense  of  one  half  the  world  and  the  envy 
of  the  other  against  the  victim.  So  she 
shrugged  and  simpered  and  worked 
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every  muscle  of  her  face,  in  hopes  to  be 
bid  to  the  wedding;  but  Mr.  Walpole 
only  bowed  very  grave  and  precise,  and 
turned  away,  and  I  with  him.  And  no 
more  circles  for  me,  my  dear;  and  here 
I  conclude,  and  my  next  shall  be  the 
epithalamium. 

mh  May,  1759. 

Kitty,  child,  when  you  was  married, 
did  you  look  about  you  from  under 
your  hat?  —  did  you  take  a  sly  peep  at 
the  World,  the  Flesh,  and  the  Devil, 
and  wonder  which  was  the  bridegroom? 
I  did,  but  I  '11  never  tell  which  he  proved 
to  be!  Well,  Maria  was  married  two 
days  since,  and  Horry  Walpole  favored 
me  to-day  with  a  glimpse  of  the  letter 
he  writ  to  his  friend  Mann  on  the  oc- 
casion. 'T  was  very  obliging;  but  you 
know  all  he  writes  is  writ  with  one  eye 
on  the  paper  and  one  on  posterity,  so 
't  is  no  wonder  if  he  squints  a  little  by 
times.    However,  here's  to  our  letter. 

*The  original  day  was  not  once  put 
off  —  lawyers  and  milliners  all  canoni- 
cally  ready.  They  were  married  in  Pall 
Mall  just  before  dinner,  and  we  all 
dined  there,  and  the  Earl  and  the  new 
Countess  got  into  their  post-chaise  at 
eight  and  went  to  Navestock  alone. 
On  Sunday  she  is  to  be  presented  and 
to  make  my  Lady  Coventry  distracted. 
Maria  was  in  a  white  and  silver  night- 
gown, with  a  hat  very  much  pulled 
over  her  face.  What  one  could  see  of  it 
was  handsomer  than  ever.  A  cold  maid- 
en blush  gave  her  the  sweetest  delicacy 
in  the  world.' 

So  far  our  doting  uncle,  Kitty;  but 
't  is  indeed  a  fair  creature.  I  saw  the 
long  soft  brown  eyes  lifted  once  and 
flash  such  a  look  at  the  bridegroom  —  I 
dare  to  swear  Lord  Waldegrave  wished 
away  then  the  twenty  years  between 
them.  Poor  Lady  Coventry,  indeed! 
Her  race  is  run,  her  thread  is  spun,  her 
goose  is  cooked,  and  any  other  trope 
you  please;  for  what  signifies  all  the 
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white  lead  at  the  'pothecary*s  com- 
pared to  the  warm  brown  of  Maria's 
complexion  and  her  long  eyelashes! 

Lady  Elizabeth  Keppel  had  a  gown 
worthy  of  the  Roman  Empress  she 
looks,  with  that  beak  nose  and  nut- 
cracker chin.  'T  was  a  black  velvet 
petticoat,  embroidered  in  chenille,  the 
pattern  a  great  gold  wicker  basket  filled 
to  spilling  over  with  ramping  flowers 
that  climbed  and  grew  all  about  her  per- 
son. A  design  for  a  banqueting  hall 
rather  than  a  woman;  or  indeed  a  com- 
mittee of  Bluestockings  might  have 
wore  it  to  advantage.  She  had  winkers 
of  lace  to  her  head,  and  her  hoop  cov- 
ered so  many  acres  that  one  could  but 
approach  at  an  awful  distance  and 
confidences  were  impossible  —  a  sure 
reason  why  the  modish  ladies  will  soon 
drop  the  hoop. 

I  saluted  the  bride  after  the  cere- 
mony and  says  I,  — 

*  Maria,  my  love,  I  attend  your  pres- 
entation on  Sunday,  and  I  bring  my 
smelling  bottle  for  Lady  Coventry. 
'T  is  already  said  her  guards  will  now 
be  transferred  to  your  ladyship,  toge- 
ther with  a  detachment  from  each  ship 
of  the  Fleet,  to  secure  so  much  beauty.' 

She  has  the  sweetest  little  dimple  in 
either  cheek,  and  twenty  Cupids  hide 
under  her  lashes. 

*  I  have  no  wish.  Madam,  to  dethrone 
my  Lady  Coventry,  if  even  't  were 
possible,'  says  she.  *That  lady  has  oc- 
cupied the  throne  so  long,  that  't  is 
hers  by  right,  and  the  English  people 
never  weary  of  an  old  favorite.' 

'T  was  two-edged,  Kitty,  as  you  see, 
and  I  will  report  it  to  the  other  lovely 
Maria,  and 't  will  be  pretty  to  see  the 
rapiers  flash  between  the  two.  'T  is  not 
only  the  men  carry  dress  swords,  child. 
But  I  thought  Miss  Maria  a  downy 
nestling,  with  never  a  thought  of  re- 
partee, tiU  now.  'T  is  born  in  us,  child. 
It  begins  with  our  first  word  and  is  our 
last  earthly  sigh. 


May^  1759. 

Well,  was  you  at  the  presentation. 
Lady  Desmond,  for  I  did  not  see  your 
la'ship. 

Says  you,  *How  was  that  possible 
with  the  Irish  Sea  between  us?  So  out 
with  the  news!' 

The  company  was  numerous  and 
magnificent,  and  Horry  Walpole  in  his 
wedding  garment  of  a  white  brocade 
with  purple  and  green  flowers.  'T  was 
a  trifle  juvenile  for  his  looks,  but  I 
blame  him  not;  for  my  Lady  Towns- 
hend  would  choose  for  him  though  he 
protested  that,  however  young  he  might 
be  in  spirits,  his  bloom  was  a  little  past. 
I  could  see  he  was  quaking  for  his  nup- 
tialities  —  lest  Maria  should  not  be 
in  full  beauty. 

T'  other  Maria  —  Coventry  —  in 
golden  flowers  on  a  silver  ground  — 
looked  like  the  Queen  of  Sheba;  and 
were  not  our  Monarch  anything  but 
a  Solomon,  I  would  not  say  but  — 
A  full  stop  to  all  naughtiness!  But  I 
must  tell  you  her  last  faux  pasy  for  you 
know,  child,  she's  as  stupid  as  she's 
pretty.  She  told  the  King  lately  that 
she  was  surfeited  with  sights.  There 
was  but  one  left  she  could  long  to  see. 
What,  think  you,  it  was?  —  why,  a 
coronation! 

The  old  man  took  it  with  good  hu- 
mor;  but  Queen  Bess  had  made  a  divorce 
between  her  lovely  head  and  shoulders 
for  less. 

Well,  into  the  midst  of  this  prodi- 
gious assemblage,  with  Uncle  Horry 
quaking  inwardly  and  making  as  though 
Walpole  nieces  were  presented  every 
day,  comes  the  fair  Waldegrave,  gliding 
like  a  swan,  perfectly  easy  and  genteel, 
in  a  silver  gauze  with  knots  of  silver 
ribbon  and  diamonds  not  so  bright  as 
her  eyes.  I  dare  swear  not  a  man  there 
but  envied  my  Lord  Waldegrave,  and 
many  might  envy  the  beauty  her  hus- 
band, a  good  plain  man,  grave  and 
handsome.  But  the  bride!  She  swam 
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up  to  His  Majesty,  like  Venus  floating 
on  clouds,  and  her  curtsey  and  hand- 
kissing  perfect.  Who  shall  talk  of  blood 
in  future,  when  a  milliner's  daughter 
can  thus  distinguish  herself  in  the  fin- 
est company  in  Europe?  'T  is  true 't  is 
mixed  with  the  Walpole  vintage;  but 
when  all 's  said  and  done,  who  were  the 
Walpoles?  If  you  get  behind  the  coarse, 
drinking  Squire  Western  of  a  father, 
you  stumble  up  against  Lord  Mayors 
and  what  not!  So 't  is  a  world's  won- 
der, and  there  I  leave  it. 

As  for  Maria  Coventry  —  do  but 
figure  her!  I  saw  her  pale  under  her 
rouge  when  the  bride  entered,  and  her 
eyes  shot  sparks  of  fire,  like  an  angry 
goddess.  Could  they  have  destroyed, 
we  had  seen  her  rival  a  heap  of  ashes 
like  the  princess  of  the  Arabian  Nights. 
I  tendered  her  my  smelling-bottle,  out 
she  dashed  it  from  her,  and  then,  smil- 
ing in  the  prettiest  manner  in  the  world, 
says  to  my  Lord  Hardwicke,  — 

*'T  is  said  women  are  jealous  of  each 
other's  good  looks,  my  lord,  but  't  is 
not  so  with  me.  I  am  vastly  pleased 
with  my  Lady  Waldegrave's  appear- 
ance. 'T  is  far  beyond  what  was  to  be 
expected  of  her  parentage.  She  looks 
vastly  agreeable,  and  I  hope  she  will 
favor  me  with  her  company.' 

'T  was  cleverer  than  I  supposed  her, 
and  sure  enough  she  did  nothing  but 
court  the  bride,  and  now  the  two 
beauties  go  about  to  all  the  sights  and 
routs  together  and  are  the  top  figures  in 
town,  and  all  the  world  feasts  its  eyes 
upon  two  such  works  of  nature  —  and 
Art  it  must  be  added,  so  far  as  Maria 
Coventry  is  concerned;  for  she  is  two 
inches  deep  in  white  lead,  and  the  doc- 
tors have  warned  her  't  will  be  the 
death  of  her. 

Kitty,  I  found  my  first  gray  hair 
yesterday.  'T  is  my  swan-song.  I  am 
done  with  the  beaux  and  the  toasts  and 
the  fripperies.  When  I  spoke  to  Harry 
Conway  at  the  Court,  his  eyes  were  so 


fixed  on  Lady  Waldegrave  that  he  heard 
me  not  till  I  had  spoke  three  times. 
Get  thee  to  a  nunnery,  Fanny!  I  shall 
now  insensibly  drop  into  a  spectatress. 
What  care  I!  To  ninety-nine  women 
life  ends  with  their  looks,  but  I  will  be 
the  hundredth,  and  laugh  till  I  die! 

Four  years  later. 
Why,  Kitty,  your  appetite  for  news 
grows  by  what  it  feeds  on.  Sure  you 
are  the  horse-leech's  true  daughter, 
crying,  *Give,  give!'  You  say  I  told 
you  not  of  Charlotte  Walpole's  mar- 
riage. Sure,  I  did.  Maria  married  her 
sister  well  —  to  young  Lord  Hunting- 
tower,  my  Lord  Dysart's  son.  'T  is  a 
girl  of  good  sense.  She  loved  him  not, 
nor  yet  pretended  to,  but  says  she  to 
Maria,  — - 

*  If  I  was  nineteen  I  would  not  marry 
him.  I  would  refuse  point-blank.  But 
I  am  two-and-twenty,  and  though 't  is 
true  some  people  say  I  am  handsome, 
't  is  not  all  who  think  so.  I  believe  the 
truth  is,  I  am  like  to  be  large  and  heavy 
and  go  off  soon.  'T  is  dangerous  to  re- 
fuse so  good  a  match.  Therefore  tell 
him,  sister,  I  accept.' 

And  't  was  done.  I  had  this  from 
Maria  herself,  who  took  it  for  an  in- 
stance of  commendable  good  sense;  but 
I  know  not  —  somehow  I  would  have 
a  girl  less  of  a  Jew  with  her  charms. 
Anyhow,  stout  or  no,  she  will  be  my 
Lady  Countess  Dysart  when  his  father 
dies;  and  now  sure,  there  are  no  more 
worlds  left  for  the  Walpole  girls  to 
conquer.  Their  doting  Uncle  Horry 
could  never  predict  such  success.  The 
eldest  girl's  husband  is  now  Bishop  of 
Exeter. 

Poor  Maria  Coventry  is  dead  —  the 
most  lovely  woman  in  England,  setting 
aside  only  t'  other  Maria.  'T  was  from 
usage  of  white  lead,  Kitty,  and  tell 
that  to  all  the  little  fools  you  know! 
It  devoured  her  skin,  and  she  grew  so 
hideous  that  at  the  last  she  would  not 
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permit  the  doctors  to  see  her  ruined 
face,  but  would  put  out  her  hand  be- 
tween the  curtains  to  have  her  pulse 
took.  She  was  but  twenty-seven. 

Sure,  I  am  Death's  herald,  for  I  must 
tell  you,  too,  my  Lord  Waldegrave  is 
dead,  and  the  beauty  a  widow  after 
but  four  years'  marriage.  I  saw  her  but 
yesterday,  full  of  sensibility  and  lovely 
as  Sigismonda  in  Hogarth's  picture. 
She  had  her  young  daughter.  Lady 
Elizabeth,  in  her  lap,  the  curly  head 
against  her  bosom,  the  chubby  cheek 
resting  on  a  little  hand  against  the 
mother's  breast.  Sure  never  was  any- 
thing so  moving  as  the  two  —  exact  to 
the  picture  Mr.  Reynolds  painted. 

She  has  a  great  tenderness  for  his 
memory,  and  well  she  may,  when  the 
position  he  raised  her  to  is  considered. 
'T  is  like  a  discrowned  queen,  for  her 
jointure  is  small,  and  she  is  now  no 
more  consequence  to  his  party,  so  his 
death  has  struck  away  her  worldly 
glory  at  a  blow.  Indeed,  I  pitied  her, 
and  wiped  away  her  floods  of  tears  with 
tenderness  that  was  unaffected.  But  for 
such  a  young  woman,  I  won't  believe 
the  scene  is  closed.  What  —  are  there 
no  Marquises,  no  Dukes  for  such  per- 
fection? 

But  't  is  brutal  to  talk  so  when  she 
is  crying  her  fine  eyes  out.  I  wipe  my 
naughty  pen  and  bid  you  adieu. 

Two  days  later. 

I  attended  Mrs.  Minerva  INJlontagu's 
reception,  and  there  encountered  the 
Great  Cham  of  Literature,  Dr.  John- 
son, rolling  into  the  saloon  like  Behe- 
moth. Lady  Waldegrave's  bereavement 
was  spoke  of  and  says  he,  — 

*I  know  not.  Madam,  why  these  af- 
flictions should  startle  us.  Such  beauty 
invokes  ill  fortune,  lest  a  human  being 
suppose  herself  superior  to  the  dictates 
of  Providence.' 

*  Certainly  she  is  the  first  woman  in 
England  for  Ijcauty,'  says  I,  very  net- 


tled; *but  'tis  to  be  thought  she  had 
chose  a  little  less  beauty  and  rather 
more  good  fortune,  had  she  been  con- 
sulted. 'T  is  hard  she  should  be  pun- 
ished for  what  she  could  not  help ! ' 

*  Let  her  solace  herself  with  her  needle- 
works, Madam.  A  man  cannot  hem  a 
pocket-handkerchief  and  so  he  runs 
mad.  To  be  occupied  on  small  occa- 
sions is  one  of  the  great  felicities  of  the 
female  train  and  makes  bereavement 
more  bearable.' 

'T  is  a  bear  roaring  his  ignorance  of 
the  world,  my  dear.  But  he  has  a  kind 
of  horse  sense  (if  the  female  train  would 
but  let  him  be)  that  makes  him  en- 
durable and  even  palatable  at  times. 

1764. 

Kitty,  my  dear,  have  you  forgot  that, 
when  my  Lord  Waldegrave  died,  I  writ, 
*  Are  there  no  dukes  to  pursue  the  love- 
ly widow?'  Give  honor  to  the  prophet! 
She  refused  the  Duke  of  Portland,  that 
all  the  fair  were  hunting  with  strata- 
gems worthy  of  the  Mohawks.  She  re- 
fused this,  that,  and  t'  other.  And  the 
town  said,  *Pray  who  is  the  milliner's 
daughter,  to  turn  up  her  nose  at  the 
first  matches  in  England?  Has  she  de- 
signs on  the  King  of  Prussia,  —  for  our 
own  young  monarch  is  wed  to  his  Char- 
lotte, —  or  is  it  the  Sultan,  or  His  Holi- 
ness the  Pope  that  will  content  her 
ladyship?' 

No  answer.  But,  Kitty,  't  is  me  to 
smell  a  rat  at  a  considerable  distance, 
and  I  kept  my  nostrils  open!  Our 
handsome  young  King  has  a  handsome 
young  brother,  —  His  Royal  Highness 
the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  —  and  this 
gentleman  has  cast  the  sheep's  eye,  the 
eye  of  passion,  upon  our  lovely  widow! 
What  think  you  of  this?  That  it  can- 
not be?  Then  what  of  the  King  Co- 
phetua  and  other  historic  examples?  I 
would  have  you  know  that  in  the  ten- 
der passion  there's  nothing  that  can- 
not be.  It  lauglis  at  obstacles  and  rides 
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triumphant  on  the  crest  of  the  impos- 
sible. I  knew  it  long  since,  but 't  is  over 
the  town  like  wildfire  now. 

Meeting  my  Lady  Sarah  Bunbury 
yesterday,  says  she,  — 

*Lady  Fanny,  sure  you  know  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester  is  desperately  in 
love  with  my  Lady  Waldegrave.  Now 
don't  mask  your  little  cunning  face  with 
ignorance,  but  tell  me  what's  known. 
What  have  you  heard  from  Horry 
Walpole?' 

*  Nothing,  your  la'ship,'  says  I,  very 
demure. 

Well,'  says  she,  * 't  is  reported  the 
King  has  forbid  him  to  speak  to  his 
fair  widow,  and  she  is  gone  out  of  town. 
He  has  given  her  two  pearl  bracelets 
worth  five  hundred  pound.  That 's  not 
for  nothing  surely.  But  for  what?' 

*  Indeed,  'tis  an  ambiguous  gift, 
Madam,'  says  I,  whimsically;  *and  may 
mean  much  or  little.  Give  me  leave  to 
ask  whether 't  is  Pursuit  or  Attainment 
as  your  la'ship  reads  it?' 

But  she  tossed  her  head,  the  little 
gossip,  and  off  she  went. 

I  can  tell  you  thus  much,  Kitty:  the 
Walpoles  are  main  frightened.  It  may 
be  a  cast-back  to  the  principles  of  the 
milliner  mother.  And  there  was  never 
the  difference  between  her  and  Sir  Ed- 
ward Walpole  that  there  is  between 
Maria  and  a  Prince  of  the  Blood.  Her 
birth  is  impossible.  My  Lady  Mary 
Coke  asking  me  if  the  mother  were  not 
a  washerwoman,  says  I, '  I  really  cannot 
determine  the  lady's  profession.'  But, 
spitfire  as  she  is,  't  is  too  true  Maria  is 
playing  with  fire,  and  there  should  be 
nothing  between  him  and  her  mother's 
daughter.  She  is  indeed  more  indis- 
creet than  becomes  her.  His  chaise  is 
eternally  at  her  door,  and,  as  my  Lady 
Mary  says,  she  is  lucky  that  anyone 
else  countenances  her  at  all.  If  they 
do,  't  is  as  much  from  curiosity  as  any 
nobler  emotion.  Indeed  I  fear  her  repu- 
tation 's  cracked  past  repair.  Meeting 


Horry  Walpole  last  night  at  the  French 
Embassador's,  he  was  plagued  with 
staring  crowds,  and  he  made  off  after 
braving  it  a  while.  I  hear  the  King  is 
highly  offended  and  the  Queen  yet 
more.  She  has  a  great  notion  of  birth, 
and  though  poor,  the  Mecklenburg 
family  has  as  good  quarterings  as  any 
Royals  in  Europe.  For  my  part,  Kitty, 
I  know  not.  Yet,  if  we  seek  for  pedigree 
in  horse  and  dog,  't  is  to  be  supposed 
worth  something  in  Adam's  breed  also. 
And  this  ill-behavior  in  Maria  con- 
firms me. 

Yet  I  have  visited  the  fair  sinner,  for 
I  love  her  well.  She  can't  help  neither 
her  birth  nor  her  beauty,  but  sure  her 
kind  heart  is  all  her  own.  She  wept  and 
would  reveal  nothing,  but  asked  me  to 
be  so  much  her  friend  as  to  think  the 
best  of  her.  'T  is  pity  her  tears  were 
wasted  on  a  mere  woman.  The  drops 
beaded  on  her  lashes  like  rain  on  a  rose. 
Well,  God  mend  all!  say  I.  Sure  none 
of  us  have  a  clear  conscience  and  if  any- 
one was  to  come  up  behind  us  and 
whisper,  *  I  know  when,  how,  and  who ! ' 
't  is  certain  there  are  few  women  but 
would  die  of  terror.  Yet  I  did  not  think 
Maria  a  rake  —  though  a  Prince's. 

1770. 

Kitty,  Kitty,  't  is  all  come  out!  But 
I  may  say  the  town  knew  it  after  the 
masquerade  in  Soho,  when  His  Royal 
Highness  ^appeared  as  Edward  the 
Fourth  and  Maria  as  Elizabeth  Wood- 
ville,  the  pretty  widov/  he  made  his 
Queen.  You  '11  allow 't  was  a  delicate 
way  to  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag.  It 
could  not  longer  be  kept  within  it,  for 
the  lady's  sake,  for  there  is  to  be  a  lit- 
tle new  claimant  one  day  to  the  Crown, 
if  all  the  elder  stem  should  fail.  They 
were  married  four  years  ago,  Kitty! 
Sure  never  was  an  amazing  secret  bet- 
ter kept!  And  I  will  say  she  hath  borne 
much  for  the  Prince's  sake  and  with 
good  sense.  But  think  of  it!  Maria 
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No-name  —  the  milliner's  base-born 
daughter  —  to  be  Her  Royal  Highness 
the  Duchess  of  Gloucester,  Princess  of 
Great  Britain!  Was  ever  human  fate  so 
surprising?  'T  was  a  secret  even  from 
her  father  and  uncle,  by  the  Duke's 
command;  but  she  has  now  writ  her 
father  so  pretty  a  letter  that  't  is  the 
town's  talk,  Horry  Walpole  having 
shewed  it  about.  But  Horry  —  have 
you  forgot  his  pride,  hid  always  under 
a  nonchalance  as  if  't  was  nothing?  I 
was  at  Gloucester  House,  where  she 
received  en  princesses  two  nights  ago; 
and  to  see  Horry  kiss  her  hand  and 
hear  him  address  her  with,  —  *  Madam, 
your  Royal  Highness,'  at  every  word,  — 
sure  no  wit  of  Congreve's  could  ever 
equal  the  comedy!  But  if  looks  were 
all,  she  should  be  Queen  of  England  — 
a  shining  beauty  indeed!  She  wore  a 
robe  in  the  French  taste,  of  gold  tissue, 
her  hair  lightly  powdered,  with  a  ban- 
deau of  diamonds  and  the  Duke's  min- 
iature in  diamonds  on  her  breast.  He, 
looking  very  ill  at  ease,  as  I  must  own, 
stood  beside  her.  The  King  and  our 
little  Mecklenburger  Queen  are  dis- 
tracted, the  royal  ire  withers  all  be- 
fore it;  but  it  can't  be  undone,  though 
they  will  pass  a  Marriage  Act  to  make 
such  escapades  impossible  in  the  future. 


But  the  Walpole  triumph!  *T  is  now 
proved  in  the  face  of  all  the  world  that 
a  Walpole  illegitimate  is  better  than  a 
German  Royalty,  for  he  might  have 
married  where  he  would.  No  doubt  but 
Horry  Walpole  always  thought  so,  yet 
't  is  not  always  we  see  our  family  pride 
so  bolstered. 

Meagre  as  a  skeleton,  he  looked  the 
genteelest  phantom  you  can  conceive, 
in  pure  velvet  and  steel  embroideries. 
For  my  part,  I  am  well  content  and 
wish  Her  Royal  Highness  joy  without 
grimace.  'T  is  true  I  laugh  at  Horry 
Walpole,  for  in  this  town  we  laugh 
at  everything,  from  the  Almighty  to 
Kitty  Fisher;  but  I  have  a  kindness  for 
him  and  for  Maria,  and  had  sooner  they 
triumphed  than  another.  'T  is  not  so 
with  the  town.  O  Kitty,  the  jealousy 
and  malice!  'T  would  take  fifty  letters 
to  tell  you  the  talk,  from  the  Court 
down. 

Well,  Her  Royal  Highness  gave  me 
her  hand  to  kiss,  very  gracious.  She 
will  not  let  her  dignity  draggle  in  the 
mud,  like  others  I  could  name.  But 
whether  she  would  have  been  more  easy 
with  Portland  or  another,  I  will  not 
determine.  The  Fates  alone  know,  and 
sure  they  can't  be  women,  they  keep 
their  secrets  so  well! 
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I  ONCE  heard  a  charming  woman  say 
at  dinner,  *I  don't  think  I  ever  had 
quite  as  much  fresh  asparagus  as  I 
wanted/  In  like  manner,  I  don't  think 
I  shall  ever  get  as  much  of  London  as  is 
necessary  for  my  complete  happiness;  I 
iove  it  early  in  the  morning  —  before  it 
rouses  itself,  when  the  streets  are  de- 
serted; I  love  it  when  throngs  of  people 
—  the  best-natured  and  politest  people 
in  all  the  world  —  crowd  its  thorough- 
fares; and  I  love  it,  I  think,  best  of  all, 
at  sunset,  when  London,  in  some  of  its 
aspects,  can  be  very  beautiful.  If  I 
were  a  Londoner,  I  should  never  leave 
it,  except  perhaps  for  a  day  or  two  now 
and  then,  so  that  I  could  enjoy  coming 
back  to  it. 

The  terrible  world-upheaval  through 
which  we  have  just  passed  is  responsi- 
ble for  my  not  having  been  in  London 
for  six  years,  and  I  greatly  feared  that 
those  years  might  have  left  some  un- 
happy imprint  upon  the  Old  Lady.  In- 
deed, she  may  have  lost  a  tooth  or  a 
wisp  of  hair;  but  aristocratic  old  ladies 
know  how  to  conceal  the  ravages  of 
time  and  circumstance,  and  as  I  looked 
around  the  railway  station  while  my 
belongings  were  being,  stowed  away  in 
the  '  left  luggage '  room,  I  saw  only  the 
usual  crowd  quietly  going  about  its 
business. 

Then,  as  I  stepped  into  my  taxi  and 
said,  'Simpson's  in  the  Strand,'  and  was 
being  whirled  over  Waterloo  Bridge, 
I  said  to  myself,  'Nothing  has  changed. 
Nothing  has  changed  except  that  the 


fare,  which  was  once  eightpence,  is  now 
a  shilling.' 

I  said  it  again,  with  not  quite  the 
same  certainty,  when,  after  eating  my 
piece  of  roast  beef  and  a  little  mess  of 
greens  and  a  wonderful  potato,  I  called 
the  head  waiter  and  complained  that 
the  meat  was  tough  and  stringy.  'It 
is  so,'  said  that  functionary,  and  con- 
tinued :  *  you  see,  sir,  during  the  war  we 
exhausted'  (with  careful  emphasis  upon 
the  h)  'our  own  English  beef,  and  we  are 
now  forced  to  depend  upon  —  '  I  looked 
him  straight  in  the  eye;  he  was  going  to 
say  America,  but  changed  his  mind  and 
said,  *the  Argentine.' 

'Very  neatly  done,'  I  said,  ordering 
an  extra  half-pint  of  bitter  and  putting 
a  sixpence  in  his  hand;  'to-morrow  I'll 
have  fish.  I 'm  very  sure  that  nothing 
can  have  happened  to  the  turbot.' 

It  was  only  a  little  after  one,  when, 
leaving  Simpson's  I  lit  a  cigar  and  turn- 
ed westward  in  quest  of  lodgings.  As 
the  Savoy  was  near  at  hand,  I  thought 
no  harm  would  be  done  by  asking  the 
price  of  a  large  double-bedded  room 
overlooking  the  river,  with  a  bath,  and 
was  told  that  the  price  would  be  five 
guineas  a  day,  but  that  no  such  accom- 
modation was  at  that  moment  avail- 
able. 'I'm  glad  of  it,'  I  said,  feeling 
that  a  temptation  had  been  removed; 
for  I  have  always  wanted  a  room  that 
looked  out  on  the  river;  and,  continuing 
westward,  I  inquired  at  one  hotel  after 
another  until,  just  as  I  was  beginning  to 
feel,  not  alarmed,  but  a  trifle  uneasy, 
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I  secured,  not  just  what  I  wanted,  but  a 
room  and  a  bath  which  would  serve  — 
at  the  Piccadilly. 

I  had  been  kept  waiting  quite  a  little 
tinie  in  the  lobby,  and  as  I  looked 
about  me  there  seemed  to  be  a  good 
many  foreigners  in  evidence,  a  number 
of  Spaniards  and,  I  suspected,  Germans. 
A  fine  manly  young  fellow,  with  only 
one  arm  (how  many  such  I  was  to  see), 
who  manipulated  the  lift  and  to  whom 
I  confided  my  suspicions,  replied,  *  Yes, 
sir,  I  believe  they  is,  sir;  but  what  are 
you  going  to  do?  They  calls  themselves 
Swiss!' 

But  in  my  anxiety  to  get  to  London, 
I  have  forgotten  to  say  a  word  about 
the  Imperator,  on  which  I  crossed,  or  of 
the  needless  expense  and  delay  to  which 
one  is  subjected  in  New  York,  for  no 
reason  that  I  can  see,  but  that  some 
of  what  Mr.  Bryan  called  *  deserving 
Democrats'  may  be  fed  at  the  public 
trough. 

After  being  photographed,  and  get- 
ting your  passport  and  having  it  vised 
by  the  consul  of  the  country  to  which 
you  are  first  going,  and  after  assuring 
the  officials  of  the  Treasury  Depart- 
ment that  the  final  installment  of  your 
income  tax  will  be  paid,  when  due,  by 
your  bank,  —  though  where  the  money 
is  to  come  from,  you  don't  in  the  least 
know,  —  you  finally  start  for  New 
York,  in  order  that  you  may  be  there 
one  day  before  the  steamer  sails,  so 
that  you  may  again  present  your  pass- 
port at  the  Custom  House  for  final  in- 
spection. I  know  no  man  wise  enough 
to  tell  me  what  good  purpose  is  served 
by  this  last  annoyance.  With  trunks 
and  suitcases.  New  York  is  an  expen- 
sive place  in  which  to  spend  a  night, 
and  one  is  not  in  the  humor  for  it;  one 
has  started  for  Europe  and  reached  — 
New  York. 

But  fearful  that  some  hitch  may  oc- 
cur, you  wire  on  for  rooms  and  get  them, 
and  *  the  day  previous  to  sailing, '  as  the 


regulation  demands,  you  present  your- 
self and  your  wife,  each  armed  with  a 
passport,  at  the  Custom  House.  Stand- 
ing in  a  long  line  in  a  corridor,  you  even- 
tually approach  a  desk  at  which  sits 
a  man  consuming  a  big  black  cigar. 
Spreading  out  your  passport  before  him 
he  looks  at  it  as  if  he  were  examining 
one  for  the  first  time;  finally,  with  a 
blue  pencil,  he  puts  a  mark  on  it  and 
says,  'Take  it  to  that  gentleman  over 
there,'  pointing  across  the  room.  You 
do  so;  and  another  man  examines  it, 
surprised,  it  may  be,  to  see  that  it  so 
closely  resembles  one  that  he  has  just 
marked  with  a  red  pencil.  He  is  just 
about  to  make  another  hieroglyph  on 
the  passport  when  he  observes  that 
the  background  of  your  photograph  is 
dark,  whereas  the  regulations  call  for 
light.  He  suspends  the  operation;  is  it 
possible  that  you  will  be  detained  at  the 
last  moment?  No!  with  the  remark, 
*  Get  a  light  one  next  time,'  he  makes  a 
little  mark  in  red  and  scornfully  directs 
you  to  another  desk.  Here  sits  another 
man  —  these  are  all  able-bodied  and  pre- 
sumably well-paid  politicians  —  with 
a  large  rubber  stamp;  it  descends,  and 
you  are  free  to  go  on  board  your  ship  — 
to-morrow. 

The  Imperator  made,  I  think,  only 
one  trip  in  the  service  of  the  company 
that  built  her;  during  the  war  she  re- 
mained tied  up  to  her  pier  in  Hoboken; 
and  when  she  was  finally  put  into  pas- 
senger service,  she  was  taken  over, 
pending  final  allocation,  by  the  Cunard 
Line.  She  is  a  wonderful  ship  —  with 
the  exception  of  the  Leviathan,  the 
largest  boat  afloat;  magnificent  and 
convenient  in  every  detail,  and  as 
steady  as  a  church.  The  doctor  who 
examines  my  heart  occasionally,  look- 
ing for  trouble,  would  have  had  a  busy 
time  on  her.  I  fancy  I  can  see  him, 
drawing  his  stethoscope  from  his  pocket 
and  suspending  it  in  his  ears,  poking 
round,  listening  in  vain  for  the  pulsa- 
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tion  of  her  engines;  fearful,  no  doubt, 
that  he  was  going  to  lose  his  patient,  he 
would  have  prescribed  certain  drops  in 
water  at  regular  intervals,  and,  finally, 
he  would  have  sent  her  in  a  very  large 
bill. 

I  am  quite  sure  that  I  owe  my  com- 
paratively good  health  to  having  been 
very  abstemious  in  the  matter  of  exer- 
cise. But  it  was  my  habit  to  take  a  con- 
stitutional each  day  before  breakfast; 
this  duty  done,  I  was  able  to  read  and 
smoke  thereafter  with  a  clear  conscience. 
Four  and  a  half  times  around  the  prom- 
enade deck  was  a  mile,  the  steward  told 
me;  and  I  can  quite  believe  it. 

Coming  back  to  earth,  or  rather  sea, 
after  this  flight  into  the  empyrean,  I  am 
bound  to  admit  that  the  Germans  knew 
how  to  build  and  run  ships.  And  the 
beautiful  part  of  the  Imperator  was 
that,  though  you  saw  a  German  sign  oc- 
casionally, not  a  German  word  was 
heard.  How  completely,  for  the  time 
being  at  any  rate,  the  German  nation 
has  been  erased  from  the  sea!  I  some- 
times doubt  the  taste  of  the  English 
singing  *Rule,  Britannia';  it  is  so  very 
true  —  now. 

II 

As  we  entered  Southampton  Water 
after  a  pleasant  and  quite  uneventful 
voyage,  we  saw  almost  the  only  sign  of 
the  war  we  were  destined  to  see.  A  long 
line,  miles  long,  of  what  we  should  call 
torpedo-boat  destroyers,  anchored  in 
midstream,  still  wearing  their  camou- 
flage coloring,  slowly  rusting  themselves 
away. 

We  landed  on  a  clear,  warm  Septem- 
ber afternoon,  and,  Southampton  pos- 
sessing no  charm  whatever,  we  at  once 
took  train  for  Winchester,  which  we 
reached  in  time  to  attend  service  in  the 
austere  old  cathedral.  The  service  was 
impressive,  and  the  singing  better  than 
in  most  cathedrals,  for  the  choir  is 
largely  recruited  from  the  great  school 


founded  centuries  ago  by  William  of 
Wykeham.  After  the  service,  we  stood 
silently  for  a  moment  by  the  tomb  of 
Jane  Austen;  nor  did  we  forget  to  lift 
reverently  the  carpet  that  protects  the 
tablet  let  into  the  tombstone  of  Izaak 
Walton.  After  tea,  that  pleasant  func- 
tion, we  drove  out  to  the  Hospital  of  St, 
Cross,  beautiful  and  always  dear  to  me, 
being,  as  it  is,  the  scene  of  Trollope's 
lovely  story.  The  Warden, 

Seated  at  home  in  my  library,  in 
imagination  I  love  to  roam  about  this 
England,  this  '  precious  stone  set  in  the 
silver  sea,'  which,  however,  now  that 
the  air  has  been  conquered,  no  longer 
serves  it  defensively  as  a  moat;  but  as 
soon  as  I  find  myself  there,  the  lure  of 
London  becomes  irresistible,  and  almost 
before  I  know  it  I  am  at  some  village 
railway  station  demanding  my  *two 
single  thirds'  to  Waterloo  or  Victoria, 
or  wherever  it  may  be. 

So  it  was  in  this  case.  I  did,  however, 
take  advantage  of  the  delightful  weather 
to  make  a  motor  pilgrimage  to  Sel- 
borne,  some  fifteen  miles  across  coun- 
try from  Winchester.  A  tiny  copy  of 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne 
came  into  my  possession  some  forty 
years  ago,  by  purchase,  at  a  cost  of  fif- 
teen cents,  at  Leary's  famous  book- 
shop in  Philadelphia;  and  while  I  now 
display,  somewhat  ostentatiously  per- 
haps, Horace  Walpole's  own  copy  of  the 
first  edition,  I  keep  my  little  volume  for 
reading  and  had  it  with  me  on  the 
steamer. 

The  Wakes,  the  house  in  which  Gil- 
bert White  was  born  and  in  which  he 
died,  is  still  standing  on  what  is  by  cour- 
tesy called  the  main  street  of  the  httle 
village,  which  is,  in  its  way,  I  suppose, 
as  famous  as  any  settlement  of  its  size 
an3rwhere.  The  church  of  which  he  was 
rector,  and  in  which  he  preached,  when 
he  was  not  wandering  about  observing 
with  unexampled  fidelity  the  flora  and 
fauna  of  his  native  parish,  stands  near 
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the  upper  end  of  a  tiny  public  square 
called  the  Plestor,  or  play-place,  which 
dates  only  from  yesterday,  that  is  to 
say,  from  1271 !  Originally  an  immense 
oak  tree  stood  in  the  centre;  but  it  was 
uprooted  in  a  great  storm  some  two 
centuries  ago,  and  a  sycamore  now 
stands  in  its  place.  Encircling  it  is  a 
bench  upon  which  the  rude  forefathers 
of  the  hamlet  may  sit  and  watch  the 
children  at  play,  and  on  which  we 
should  have  sat  but  that  we  were  more 
interested  in  the  great  yew  which  stands 
in  the  near-by  churchyard.  It  is  one  of 
the  most  famous  trees  in  England,  —  a 
thousand  years  old,  they  say,  —  and 
looking  old  for  its  age;  but  it  is  so  sym- 
metrical in  its  proportions  that  its  im- 
mense size  is  not  fully  realized  until  one 
slowly  paces  round  it  and  discovers 
that  its  trunk  is  almost  thirty  feet  in 
circumference. 

The  church,  which  has  luckily  es- 
caped the  restorations  so  many  parish 
churches  have  been  compelled  to  under- 
go, is  in  no  wise  remarkable.  Many 
Whites  are  buried  therein;  but  our  par- 
ticular White,  the  one  who  made  Sel- 
borne  notable  among  the  villages  of 
England,  lies  outside  in  the  churchyard, 
near  the  north  wall  of  the  chancel,  the 
grave  being  marked  by  a  half-sunken 
headstone  on  which  one  reads  with  dif- 
ficulty two  simple  letters,  *  G.  W.,'  and  a 
date,  *26th  June,  1793';  but  a  tablet 
within  the  church  records  at  greater 
length  his  virtues  and  distinctions. 

Ill 

There  is  nothing  more  exhausting 
than  the  elegance  of  a  big  hotel;  and  to 
move  from  a  fashionable  caravansary 
in  Philadelphia  to  another  in  London  or 
Paris  is  to  subject  one's  self  to  the  in- 
convenience of  travel,  without  enjoying 
any  of  its  compensations.  One  wants  to 
enjoy  the  diirerence  of  foreign  countries 
rather  than  their  somewhat  artificial 


resemblances.  At  the  end  of  a  busy  day, 
when  one  is  tired,  one  wants  peace, 
quiet,  and  simplicity  —  at  least,  this 
one  does;  and  so,  when  our  attention 
was  called  to  a  small  apartment  in  AU 
bemarle  Street,  from  the  balcony  of 
which  I  could  throw  a  stone  into  the 
windows  of  Quaritch's  bookshop,  in  the 
event  that  such  an  act  would  afford  any 
solution  to  the  problem  of  securing  the 
books  I  wanted,  I  closed  the  bargain  in- 
stantly and  was  soon  by  way  of  being 
a  householder  on  a  very  small  scale. 

We  had  been  told  that  'service'  in 
England  was  a  thing  of  the  past,  that  it 
has  disappeared  with  the  war;  but  this 
was  only  one  of  the  many  discouraging 
statements  which  were  to  be  entirely 
refuted  in  the  experience.  No  one  could 
have  been  better  cared  for  than  we,  by  a 
valet  and  maid  who  brushed  our  clothes 
and  brought  us  our  breakfast;  and 
shortly  after  ten  each  morning  we 
started  out  upon  our  wanderings  in 
whatever  direction  we  would,  alert  for 
any  adventure  that  the  streets  of  Lon- 
don might  afford.  This  is  an  inexpen- 
sive and  harmless  occupation,  inter- 
esting in  the  event  and  delightful  in 
retrospect.  Is  it  Liszt  who  conjures 
us  to  store  up  recollections  for  consump- 
tion in  old  age?  Well,  I  am  doing  so. 

I  know  not  which  I  enjoy  most,  beat- 
ing the  pavements  of  the  well-known 
streets,  which  afford  at  every  turn 
scenes  that  recall  some  well-known  his- 
toric or  literary  incident,  or  journeying 
into  some  unexplored  region,  which 
opens  up  districts  of  hitherto  unsus- 
pected interest.  Years  ago,  when  slum- 
ming first  became  fashionable,  one 
never  used  to  overlook  Pettycoat  Lane 
in  far-off  Whitechapel:  of  late  years  it 
has  been  cleaned  up  and  made  respect- 
able and  uninteresting.  But  how  many 
people  are  there  who  know  that  there  is 
a  very  pretty  slum  right  in  the  heart 
of  things,  only  a  short  distance  back 
of  Liberty's  famous  shop  in  Regent 
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Street?  If  interested  in  seeing  how  the 
other  half  lives,  look  it  up  when  you  are 
next  in  London,  and  you  will  be  aston- 
ished at  the  way  in  which  the  pursuit  of 
life,  liberty,  and  happiness  unfolds  it- 
self in  a  maze  of  little  streets  and  courts 
all  jumbled  together.  London  has  al- 
ways been  a  city  in  which  extremes 
meet;  where  wealth  impinges  upon 
poverty.  Nowhere  can  greater  con- 
trasts be  obtained  than  in  that  terra  in- 
cognita which  lies  just  to  the  south  of 
Soho.  The  world  lives,  if  not  in  the 
open,  at  least  in  the  streets;  and  food, 
fruit,  fish,  and  furbelows  are  exposed 
for  sale  on  barrows  and  trestles  in  what 
appears  to  be  unspeakable  confusion. 
I  had  discovered  this  curious  slum 
years  before  my  friend  Lucas,  that  sym- 
pathetic wanderer  in  London,  called  at- 
tention to  it  in  his  delightful  volume. 
Adventures  and  Enthusiasms, 

But  there  is  to  my  mind  an  even 
choicer  little  backwater,  just  off  Fleet 
Street  —  Nevill's  Court,  which  I  first 
visited  many  years  ago,  during  a  mem- 
orable midnight  ramble  in  company 
with  David  Wallerstein,  a  Philadelphia 
lawyer  and  an  old  friend,  who,  by  rea- 
son of  his  wide  reading,  retentive  mem- 
ory, and  power  of  observation,  seemed 
able  to  better  my  knowledge  of  London 
even  in  a  district  where  I  had  thought 
myself  peculiarly  at  home. 

Nevill's  Court  runs  east  from  Fetter 
Lane.  One  enters  it  by  an  archway, 
which  may  easily  be  passed  unnoticed; 
and  to  one's  great  surprise  one  comes 
suddenly  upon  a  row  of  old  mansions, 
one  of  which  was  pointed  out  to  me  as 
once  having  been  the  town  residence  of 
the  Earl  of  Warwick.  *  It  was  a  grand 
house  in  its  day,  sir,'  said  a  young 
woman  in  an  interesting  condition,  who 
was  taking  the  air  late  one  afternoon 
when  I  first  saw  it;  *but  it's  let  out 
as  lodgings  now.  Keir  Hardie,  M.P., 
lodges  there  when  he's  in  London;  he 
says  he  likes  it  here,  it's  so  quiet.' 


*And  how  long  have  you  lived  here?' 
I  inquired. 

*0h,  sir,  I've  always  lived  about 
'ere  in  this  court,  or  close  to;  I  like  liv- 
ing in  courts,  it 's  so  quiet;  it 's  most  like 
living  in  the  country.' 

All  the  houses  look  out  upon  ample, 
if  now  sadly  neglected,  gardens,  through 
the  centre  of  which  flower-bordered 
paths  lead  to  the  front  doors.  Push 
open  one  of  the  several  gates,  —  one  is 
certain  to  be  unlocked,  —  or  peer 
through  the  cracks  of  an  old  oaken 
fence  which  still  affords  some  measure 
of  the  privacy  dear  to  the  heart  of  every 
Englishman,  and  you  will  see  a  bit  of 
vanishing  London  which  certainly  can 
last  but  a  short  time  longer.  The  roar  of 
the  city  is  quite  unheard;  one  has  sim- 
ply passed  out  of  the  twentieth  century 
into  the  seventeenth. 

Oxford  Street  is  to  me  one  of  the 
least  interesting  streets  in  London.  It 
is  a  great  modern  thoroughfare,  always 
crowded  with  people  going  east  in  the 
morning,  and  west  in  the  evening  when 
their  day's  work  is  done.  I  was  walking 
along  this  street  late  one  afternoon, 
when  my  eye  caught  a  sign,  'Hanway 
Street,'  which  instantly  brought  to 
mind  the  publishing  business  conducted 
in  it  more  than  a  century  ago  by  my 
lamented  friend,  William  Godwin.  I 
hoped  to  learn  that  it  was  named  after 
the  discoverer  of  the  umbrella,  but  it  is 
not.  Hanway  Street  is  a  mean,  narrow 
passage  running  north  out  of  Oxford 
Street,  as  if  intent  upon  going  straight- 
way to  Hampstead;  but  it  almost  im- 
mediately begins  to  wobble  and,  finally 
changing  its  mind,  turns  east  and  stops 
at  the  Horse-Shoe  Tavern  in  the  Tot- 
tenham Court  Road. 

My  hour  of  refreshment  having  come, 
I  stopped  there,  too,  and  over  a  mug  of 
ale  I  thought  of  Godwin,  and  as  a  result 
of  my  meditations,  decided  to  follow  up 
the  Godwin  trail.  And  so,  the  inner 
man  refreshed,  I  continued  east  through 
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Holborn  until  I  came  to  Snowhill,  to 
which  street  Godwin  subsequently  re- 
moved his  business  and  his  interesting 
family.  Turning  off  to  the  left,  and 
doubling  somewhat  on  my  tracks,  I  de- 
scended Snowhill,  and  found  myself 
facing  a  substantial  modern  building, 
which  challenged  attention  by  reason 
of  the  rather  unusual  decoration  of  its 
fagade.  It  needed  but  a  glance  to  see 
that  this  building  had  been  erected 
on  the  site  of  the  Saracen's  Head  Inn, 
immortalized  by  Charles  Dickens  in 
Nicholas  Nickleby.  Let  into  the  wall 
were  two  large  panels,  one  being  a 
school-scene  bearing  the  legend  *Dothe- 
boys  Hall';  the  other,  a  'Mail  Coach 
leaving  Saracen's  Head.'  Over  the 
arched  doorway  was  a  fine  bust  of 
Dickens,  while  to  the  left  was  a  full- 
length  figure  of  the  immortal  Mr. 
Squeers,  and  on  the  right  a  similar  figure 
of  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

In  the  pleasure  of  my  discovery  I  al- 
most forgot  all  about  Godwin,  whose 
shop  was  once  near-by;  proving  again, 
what  needs  no  proof,  that  many  charac- 
ters in  fiction  are  just  as  sure  of  immor- 
tality as  persons  who  once  moved 
among  us  in  the  flesh.  Then  I  remem- 
bered that  John  Bunyan  had  lived  and 
died  in  this  street,  when  Snowhill  was 
described  as  being  very  narrow,  very 
steep,  and  very  dangerous.  This  led 
me  to  decide  that  I  would  make  a  pil- 
(^rimage  to  Bunyan's  tomb  in  Bunhill 
Fields,  which  I  had  not  visited  for  many 
years. 

And  so,  a  few  days  later,  I  found 
myself  wandering  about  in  that  most 
depressing  graveyard,  in  which  thou- 
sands of  men  and  women,  famous  in 
their  time,  found  sepulture  —  in  some 
cases  merely  temporary,  for  the  records 
show  that,  after  the  passing  of  fifteen 
years  or  so,  their  graves  were  violated 
to  make  room  for  later  generations,  all 
traces  of  earlier  interments  having  been 
erased.  Poor  Blake  and  his  wife  arc 


among  those  whose  graves  can  no  longer 
be  identified. 

On  the  day  of  my  visit  it  was  much 
too  damp  to  sit  on  the  ground  and  tell 
sad  stories  of  anything;  but  I  had  no 
difficulty  in  coming  upon  the  tomb  of 
Defoe,  or  that  of  Bunyan,  a  large  altar- 
like affair,  with  his  recumbent  figure 
upon  it.  An  old  man  whom  I  met  loiter- 
ing about  called  my  attention  to  the 
fact  that  the  nose  had  recently  been 
broken  off",  and  told  me  that  it  had  been 
shot  off  by  some  soldier  who  had  been 
quartered  during  the  war  in  the  near-by 
barracks  of  the  Honorable  Artillery 
Company.  It  appears  that  some  mis- 
creant had,  to  beguile  the  time,  amused 
himself  by  taking  pot  shots  at  the  statu- 
ary, and  that  much  damage  had  been 
done  before  he  was  discovered.  I  think 
I  shall  accuse  the  Canadians  of  this  act 
of  vandalism.  It  is  always  well  to  be 
specific  in  making  charges  of  this  kind; 
moreover,  it  will  grieve  my  talented 
friend,  Tait  McKenzie,  the  sculptor, 
who  comes  to  us  from  Scotland  by  way 
of  Toronto,  and  who  thinks  it  a  more 
grievous  crime  to  mutilate  a  statue  than 
to  damage  a  man. 

It  will  have  been  seen  from  the  fore- 
going that  I  am  the  gentlest  of  explorers. 
Give  me  the  choice  of  roaming  the 
streets  of  London  in  search  of  a  scarce 
first  edition  of,  say,  The  Beggar's  Opera, 
—  so  delightfully  performed  month 
after  month  at  the  Lyric  Theatre  in 
Hammersmith,  but  which  lasted  scarce- 
ly a  week  in  New  York,  —  and  a  chance 
to  explore  some  out-of-the-way  country 
with  an  unpronounceable  name,  and 
my  mind  is  made  up  in  a  moment.  I 
have  found  the  race  with  the  sheriff 
sufficiently  stimulating,  and,  on  a  holi- 
day, give  me  the  simple,  or  at  least  the 
contemplative,  life. 

Just  before  leaving  home,  I  had 
lunched  with  my  friend  Fullerton  Wal- 
do; his  face  positively  beamed  with  hap- 
piness and  his  eye  sparkled.  Why?  Be- 
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cause  he  was  going  to  Russia  to  see  for 
himself  what  the  Bolsheviki  were  doing. 
*  You  will  see  plenty  of  misery,  you  may 
be  sure,'  I  replied.  *Why  look  at  it? 
Why  not  let  the  Russians  stew  in  their 
own  juice?  Ultimately  they  will  come 
home,  those  that  are  left,  wagging  their 
tales  behind  them.* 

But  no,  he  wanted  to  see  for  himself. 
So  we  parted,  each  of  us  going  his  own 
way,  and  both  happy. 

But  I  did  see  one  thing  unusual 
enough  to  have  interested  even  so  so- 
phisticated a  traveler  as  Waldo,  and 
that  was  the  crowd  which,  on  Armistice 
Day,  that  is  to  say,  the  eleventh  of  No- 
vember, 1920,  at  exactly  eleven  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  stood  absolutely  silent 
for  two  whole  minutes.  London  is  a 
busy  city;  there  is  a  ceaseless  ebb  and 
flow  of  traffic,  —  not  in  a  few  centres 
and  here  and  there,  as  with  us,  but 
everywhere,  —  and  when  this  normal 
crowd  is  augmented  by  thousands  from 
the  country,  intent  upon  seeing  the  dedi- 
cation of  the  Cenotaph  in  the  centre 
of  Whitehall  and  the  burial  of  the 
unknown  warrior  in  the  Abbey,  it  is 
a  crowd  of  millions.  And  this  huge 
crowd,  at  the  first  stroke  of  eleven, 
stood  stock-still;  not  a  thing  moved,  ex- 
cept, perhaps,  here  and  there  a  hprse 
turned  its  head,  or  a  bird,  wondering 
what  had  caused  the  great  silence,  flut- 
tered down  from  Nelson's  monument  in 
Trafalgar  Square.  And  so  it  was,  we 
read,  all  over  Britain,  all  over  Australia 
and  Africa,  and  a  part  of  Asia  and 
America:  the  great  Empire,  Ireland 
alone  excepted,  stood  with  bowed  head 
in  memory  of  the  dead.  Not  a  wheel 
turned  anywhere,  not  a  telegram  or 
telephone  message  came  over  the  wires. 

These  English  know  how  to  stage  big 
eff*ects,  as  befits  their  Empire;  with 
them  history  is  ever  and  always  in  the 
making.  And  when  at  last  the  bunting 
fluttered  down  from  the  Cenotaph,  and 
when  the  bones  of  the  Unknown,  with 


the  King  representing  the  nation  as 
chief  mourner,  were  deposited  in  the 
Abbey,  there  formed  a  procession  which 
several  days  afterward,  when  I  sought 
to  join  it,  was  still  almost  a  mile  long! 

IV 

London  can  boast  of  countless  little 
museums,  or  memorials,  to  this  or  that 
great  man;  and  it  is  soon  to  have  an- 
other:  Wentworth  Place,  in  Hampstead, 
with  which  the  name  of  Keats  is  so 
closely  connected.  When  this  is  opened 
to  the  public,  —  I  have  visited  it  pri- 
vately, —  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  will 
take  on  something  of  the  kindly  atmos- 
phere of  the  Johnson  House  in  Gough 
Square,  rather  than  that  of  the  cold  mu- 
seum dedicated  to  that  old  dyspeptic 
philosopher,  Thomas  Carlyle,  in  Chel- 
sea. I  remember  well  when  he  died. 
He  was  said  to  have  been  the  Dr.  John- 
son of  his  time.  Heaven  keep  us !  Car- 
lyle! who  never  had  a  good  or  kindly 
word  to  say  of  any  man  or  thing;  whose 
world,  'mostly  fools,'  bowed  down  be- 
fore him  and  accepted  his  ravings  as 
criticism;  whose  Prussian  philosophy, 
'the  strong  thing  is  the  right  thing,' 
was  exploded  in  the  great  war.  I  have 
lived  to  see  his  fame  grow  dimmer  day 
by  day,  while  Johnson's  grows  brighter 
as  his  wit,  wisdom,  and,  above  all,  his 
humanity,  become  better  known  and 
understood. 

To  Gough  Square,  then,  I  hastened, 
once  I  was  comfortably  installed  in  my 
little  flat,  to  see  if  any  of  the  sugges- 
tions I  had  made  at  a  dinner  given  by 
Cecil  Harmsworth,  in  the  winter  of 
1914,  to  the  Johnson  Club,  to  which  I 
was  invited,  had  been  carried  out.  The 
door  was  opened  to  my  knock  by  an  old 
lady  who  invited  me  in  as  if  I  were  an 
expected  guest.  She  explained  that  it 
was  hoped  that  ultimately  one  room 
would  be  dedicated  to  the  memory  of 
Boswell  and  others  of  the  Johnsonian 
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circle,  —  Goldsmith,  Garrick,  Mrs. 
Thrale,  Fanny  Burney,  and  the  rest,  — 
and  that  the  whole  house  would  be  per- 
vaded by  the  immortal  memory  of  Dr. 
Johnson,  the  kindest  as  well  as  the 
greatest  of  men;  but  that,  owing  to  the 
war,  not  as  much  had  been  accom- 
plished as  had  been  hoped. 

*And  so,'  I  replied,  *my  suggestions, 
have  not  been  entirely  forgotten.  I  had 
feared  — ' 

*Why,'  continued  the  old  lady,  *can 
you  be  Mr.  Newton  of  Philadelphia?' 

I  could  have  hugged  her;  for,  gentle 
reader,  this  is  much  nearer  fame  than  I 
ever  hoped  for.  What  a  morning  it  was ! 
Mrs.  Dyble  called  for  her  daughter,  and 
I  was  presented,  and  again  found  to  be 
not  unknown;  and  believe  me,  these  two 
women  were  so  absolutely  steeped  in 
Johnson  as  to  shame  my  small  learning 
and  make  me  wish  for  the  support  of 
real  honest-to-God  Johnsonians,  such 
as  Tinker  or  Osgood,  or  my  friend  R.  B. 
Adam,  of  Buffalo,  who  has  the  greatest 
Johnson  collection  in  the  world,  and 
who,  when  next  he  goes  to  London,  has 
a  treat  in  store  which  will  cause  him  to 
forget,  at  least  momentarily,  his  charm- 
ing wife  and  his  young  son;  charming 
wives  and  young  sons  being  not  uncom- 
mon, whereas  Gough  Square  is  unique. 

Any  man  of  fine  heart  and  substan- 
tial means  could  have  bought  the 
Gough  Square  house,  but  it  required  a 
singularly  wise  and  modest  man  to  fit 
it  up  so  simply,  so  in  keeping  with,  the 
Johnsonian  tradition;  to  say,  *  We  don't 
want  a  cold,  dry-as-dust  museum;  we 
want  the  house  to  be  as  nearly  as  possi- 
ble what  it  was  when  the  great  Doctor 
lived  in  it  and  compiled  the  dictionary 
in  its  attic  room.'  So  it  is,  that  17 
Gough  Square,  Fleet  Street,  is  one  of 
the  places  which  it  is  a  delight  to  visit. 
A  fine  Johnsonian  library  has  been 
lent,  and  may  ultimately  be  given,  to 
the  house;  paintings,  [)ortraits,  rare 
prints,  and  autograph  letters  abound; 


and  in  these  interesting  surroundings, 
friends,  literary  societies,  and  clubs 
may  meet  for  the  asking,  and  teas  and 
dinners  may  be  sent  in  from  the  nearby 
Cheshire  Cheese.  And  all  this  might 
have  been  done,  and  yet  the  house 
might  have  lacked  one  of  its  greatest 
charms,  namely,  the  kindly  presence 
and  hospitality  of  two  women,  the  dis- 
covery of  whom,  by  Mr.  Harmsworth, 
was  a  piece  of  the  rarest  good  fortune. 
Mrs.  Dyble  is  a  soldier's  wife,  her  hus- 
band being  a  color  sergeant  in  one  of 
the  crack  regiments;  and  the  story  goes 
that,  during  the  air-raids,  when  the 
Germans  were  dropping  bombs  on  all 
and  sundry,  the  old  lady  went,  not  into 
the  *  tubes '  for  shelter,  but,  to  meet  the 
bombs  half-way,  into  the  attic;  there, 
taking  down  a  copy  of  Boswell,  she  read 
quite  composedly  through  the  night; 
for,  as  she  said,  she  would  not  be  worthy 
of  her  soldier  husband  if  she  were  not 
prepared  to  face  death  at  home  as  he 
was  doing  in  France.  But  how  long, 
I  ask  myself,  will  her  daughter,  Mrs. 
Rowell,  a  pretty  widow,  be  content  to 
live  upon  the  memory  of  Dr.  Johnson? 

I  was  especially  pleased  to  convey  to 
the  Johnson  House  a  superb  photo- 
graph of  a  portrait  of  Dr.  Johnson  by 
Reynolds,  which  had  recently  been  ac- 
quired by  Mr.  John  H.  McFadden  of 
Philadelphia.  I  was  sitting  in  my  club 
one  afternoon,  when  Mr.  McFadden 
came  up  and  asked  me  how  I  would  like 
to  see  a  picture  of  Dr.  Johnson  which  he 
had  just  received  from  the  Agnews  in 
London.  Of  course,  I  was  delighted,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  I  was  in  the  small 
but  exquisite  gallery  of  eighteenth-cen- 
tury portraits  which  Mr.  McFadden 
has  collected.  Familiar  as  I  am  sup- 
posed to  be  with  Johnson  portraits,  I 
had  never  seen  the  one  which  was 
shown  me.  It  was  obviously  Dr.  John- 
son; and  as  soon  as  I  returned  home  and 
had  an  opportunity  of  consulting  my 
notes,  I  saw  that  it  was  the  portrait 
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painted  for  Dr.  Taylor  of  Ashbourne. 
So  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  learn,  it 
has  never  been  engraved  or  even  photo- 
graphed; and  I  told  its  owner  that  he 
owed  it  to  himself  and  all  Johnsonians 
to  have  it  photographed  in  the  best  pos- 
sible manner,  and  to  send  a  copy  to  the 
Johnson  House  at  Lichfield,  and  also  to 
Cecil  Harmsworth.  This  Mr.  McFad- 
den  readily  consented  to  do;  and  so,  on 
my  arrival  in  London,  I  had  the  pleas- 
ant duty  of  presenting  the  pictures. 
The  portrait  is  of  a  very  old  man;  the 
head  is  bent  forward,  the  face  is  kindly, 
and  about  the  mouth  is  the  tremulous- 
ness  of  age.  I  take  it,  indeed,  to  be  a 
speaking  likeness,  and  it  pleases  me  to 
fancy  that  the  kindly  Doctor  has  just 
made  the  remark  quoted  by  Boswell: 
*  As  I  grow  older,  I  am  prepared  to  call 
a  man  a  good  man  on  easier  terms  than 
heretofore.' 

During  the  war,  when  Germany  was 
dropping  bombs  on  London  and  Eng- 
land was  protesting  that  no  real  mili- 
tary purpose  was  served  thereby  and 
that  the  priceless  treasures  in  the  mu- 
seums that  had  always  been  open  to 
the  public  were  being  endangered,  Ger- 
many characteristically  replied  that 
England  should  not  keep  her  bric-a-brac 
in  a  fortress.  Whether  London  is  a  for- 
tress or  not,  I  do  not  know;  doubtless 
the  Tower  once  was,  and  doubtless  a 
certain  amount  of  bric-a-brac  is  stored 
therein;  but  the  Tower  is  a  fatiguing 
place,  and  I  fancy  I  have  visited  it  for 
the  last  time;  whereas  I  shall  never 
cease  to  delight  in  the  London  Museum, 
filled  as  it  is  with  everything  that  illus- 
trates the  history,  the  social  and  busi- 
ness life  of  a  people  who  by  no  accident 
or  chance  have  played  a  leading  part  in 
the  history  of  the  world. 

This  wonderful  collection  is  housed 
in  what  was  for  years  regarded  as  the 
most .  sumptuous  private  residence  in 
London.  It  is  situated  in  Stable  Yard, 
very  near  St.  James's  Palace,  and  not 


so  far  from  Buckingham  Palace  as  to 
prevent  the  late  Queen  Victoria  from 
dropping  in  occasionally  for  a  cup  of 
tea  with  her  friend,  the  Duchess  of 
Sutherland,  who  for  many  years  made 
it  her  residence.  The  story  goes,  that 
Her  Majesty  was  accustomed  to  remark 
that  she  had  left  her  house  to  visit  her 
friend  in  her  palace.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
it  is  a  magnificent  structure,  admirably 
fitted  for  its  present  purpose;  and  I  was 
fortunate  enough  to  be  one  of  its  first 
visitors  when  it  was  thrown  open  to  the 
public  in  the  spring  of  1914.  The  ar- 
rangement of  the  exhibits  leaves  noth- 
ing to  be  desired;  and  if  one  does  not 
find  the  garments  of  the  present  reign- 
ing family  very  stimulating,  one  can 
always  retire  to  the  basement  and  while 
away  an  hour  or  so  among  the  pano- 
ramas of  Tudor  London,  or  fancy  him- 
self for  a  brief  time  a  prisoner  in  New- 
gate. 

But  the  streets  of  a  great  city  are 
more  interesting  than  any  museum,  and 
it  was  my  custom  generally  to  stroll 
through  St.  James's  Park,  gradually 
working  my  way  toward  Westminster, 
thence  taking  a  bus  to  whatever  part  of 
London  my  somewhat  desultory  plans 
led  me.  One  morning  I  had  just  climbed 
the  steps  which  lead  to  Downing  Street, 
when  a  heavy  shower  forced  me  to 
stand  for  a  few  moments  under  an  arch- 
way, almost  opposite  number  10,  which, 
as  all  the  world  knows,  is  the  very  un- 
imposing  residence  of  the  Prime  Minis- 
ter. Standing  under  the  same  archway 
was  an  admirable  specimen  of  the  Lon- 
don policeman,  —  tall,  erect,  polite, 
intelligent,  imperturbable,  —  and  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  the  exchange  of  a 
*  British-made '  cigar  for  the  man's 
views  on  the  war  would  be  no  more 
than  a  fair  exchange.  And  right  here 
let  me  say  that,  all  the  time  I  was  in 
England,  I  did  not  hear  one  word  of 
complaint  or  one  word  of  exultation. 
There  was  no  doubt  in  Bobby's  mind 
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who  won  the  war,  *but  mind  you,  your 
fellows  was  most  welcome,  when  they 
came';  and  I  thought  I  detected  just  a 
trifle  of  sarcasm  in  his  last  words.  '  We 
don't  like  the  Germans,  but  we  don't 
wear  ourselves  out  'ating  'em,'  he  said, 
in  reply  to  my  question. 

Just  here  our  conversation  was  inter- 
rupted by  an  old  lady,  who  came  up  to 
inquire  at  what  hour  Mrs.  Lloyd 
George  was  going  out.  *  I 'm  not  in  her 
confidence,  ma'am,'  replied  my  friend; 
and  continuing,  he  suggested  that  he 
had  gone  to  bed  hungry  many  a  night 
but  had  n't  minded  in  the  least,  be- 
cause he  knew  that  British  ships  were 
taking  the  American  army  to  France. 
*I've  a  tendency  to  get  'eavy,  hany- 
way,'  he  continued.  His  views  on  the 
League  of  Nations  were  what  one  usu- 
ally heard.  He  *  had  no  confidence  a 
man's  neighbors  would  do  more  for  a 
man  than  a  man  would  do  for  himself; 
that  *  Wilson  was  a  bit  'eady;  and  the 
American  people  'ad  let  'im  down  some- 
thing terrible.' 

Another  morning,  walking  past  the 
Horse  Guards,  I  noticed  on  approach- 
ing the  Mall  an  enormous  German  can- 
non mounted  on  its  heavy  carriage,  the 
wheels  of  which  must  have  had  at  least 
five-inch  tires.  This  engine  of  death, 
having  shot  its  last  bolt,  was  an  object 
of  the  greatest  interest  to  the  children 
who  constantly  played  about  it.  As  I 
passed  it,  one  little  chap,  probably  not 
over  four  years  of  age,  was  kicking  it 
forcibly  with  his  little  foot,  his  act  be- 
ing regarded  approvingly  the  while  by 
the  Bobby  who  was  looking  on;  but 
when  finally  he  began  to  climb  up  on 
the  wheel,  from  which  he  could  have 
got  a  nasty  fall,  the  policeman  took  the 
little  lad  in  his  arms,  lifted  him  care- 
fully to  the  ground,  and  bade  him  *be 
hoff,'  with  the  remark,  'You'll  be  tear- 
ing that  toy  to  pieces  before  you  are  a 
month  older;  then  we  won't  'ave  noth- 
ing to  remind  us  of  the  war.' 


*I  should  n't  think  you  were  likely  to 
forget  it,'  I  remarked,  looking  at  his 
decorations  and  handing  him  a  cigar. 

'Well,  sir,'  he  replied,  thanking  me 
and  putting  the  cigar  in  his  helmet,  *  it 's 
curious  how  one  thing  drives  another 
out  of  your  mind.  I  was  in  it  for  three 
years,  and  yet,  except  when  I  look  at 
that  gun,  I  can't  rightly  say  I  give  it 
much  thought.' 

V 

I  had  an  experience  one  day,  which  I 
shall  always  remember,  it  was  so  unex- 
pected and  far-reaching.  I  was  sitting 
in  the  back  room  of  Sawyer's  bookshop 
in  Oxford  Street,  talking  of  London, 
and  rather  especially  of  Mr.  W.  W. 
Jacobs's  district  thereof,  in  which  I  had 
recently  made  several  interesting  'short 
cruises,'  in  company  with  his  night 
watchman  (he  who  had  a  bad  shilling 
festooned  from  his  watch-chain,  it  will 
be  remembered),  when  I  felt  rather 
than  saw  that,  while  I  was  talking,  a 
man  had  entered  and  seemed  to  be 
waiting,  and  rather  impatiently,  to  get 
into  the  conversation.  Now  just  how 
it  came  about,  I  don't  exactly  know; 
but  soon  I  found  myself  suggesting 
that  Londoners  know  relatively  little 
of  their  great  city  and  that  it  was  only 
the  enlightened  stranger  who  really 
knew  his  way  about. 

'And  this  to  me,'  said  the  stranger  in 
a  harsh,  strident  voice,  of  such  unusual 
timbre  that  its  owner  could  have  made 
a  whisper  heard  in  a  rolling-mill. 
'Think  of  it,'  he  continued,  turning  to 
Sawyer, '  that  I  should  live  to  be  beard- 
ed in  my  den  —  by  a  —  by  a  —  ' 

He  paused,  not  at  a  loss  for  a  word 
so  much  as  turning  over  in  his  mind 
whether  that  word  should  be  kindly  or 
the  reverse.  This  gave  me  an  oppor- 
tunity to  look  at  the  man  who  had  en- 
tered, unasked,  into  the  conversation  in 
very  much  the  same  way  that  I  had 
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entered  into  his  London.  He  was  seem- 
ingly about  sixty  years  of  age,  short 
rather  than  tall,  with  piercing  eyes 
under  bushy  eyebrows,  but  chiefly  re- 
markable for  his  penetrating  voice, 
which  he  used  as  an  organ,  modulating 
it  or  giving  it  immense  power.  One 
felt  instinctively  that  he  was  no  patri- 
cian, but  rather  a  *city  man'  accus- 
tomed to  giving  orders  and  having 
them  obeyed  promptly,  and  having  a 
degree  of  confidence  in  himself  —  say, 
rather,  assurance  —  which  one  associ- 
ates with  Chicago  rather  than  with 
London. 

Now  I  am  conceited  enough  to  think 
that,  with  the  ordinary  mortal,  I  can 
hold  my  own  in  conversation  when  Lon- 
don is  the  subject;  so  almost  before  I 
knew  it,  I  was  trying  to  make  myself 
heard  by  one  who  had  evidently  decided 
to  take  the  lead  in  the  conversation. 
The  result  was  that  two  men  were  talk- 
ing for  victory  at  the  same  time,  greatly 
to  the  amusement  of  Sawyer. 

Finally  my  stranger-friend  said, 
*Have  you  many  books  on  London?' 

To  which  I  replied,  relieved  that  the 
subject  had  taken  a  bookish  turn,  *  Yes, 
about  three  hundred, '  which  number  is, 
say,  a  hundred  and  fifty  more  than  I 
actually  possess. 

*I  have  over  six  thousand,'  said  my 
friend;  *I  have  every  book  of  impor- 
tance on  London  that  ever  has  been 
written.' 

*Yes,'  said  I,  'and  you  have  the  ad- 
vantage in  discovering  first  how  many 
books  I  had.  If  I  had  been  as  keen  as 
mustard,  as  you  are,  I  would  have 
asked  the  question,  and  you  would  have 
said  three  hundred;  then  I  could  have 
said  six  thousand.' 

'Listen  to  him,'  roared  my  friend; '  he 
even  doubts  my  word.  Would  you  like 
to  see  my  books?' 

'  Have  you  a  copy  of  Stow? '  I  replied, 
to  try  him  out. 

*Yes,'  answered  my  friend;  *  every 
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edition,  including  a  presentation  copy 
of  the  first  edition  of  1598,  with  an  in- 
scription to  the  Lord  Mayor.' 

Now,  presentation  copies  of  the  Sur- 
vayy  properly  regarded  as  the  first  book 
on  London,  are  very  rare;  I  had  never 
seen  one,  and  I  replied  that  nothing 
would  give  me  greater  pleasure  than  to 
see  his  books.  When  and  how  could  a 
meeting  be  arranged? 

'Shall  we  say  next  Thursday  after- 
noon?' 

'Very  good,  but  where?' 

'Now,'  continued  my  friend,  *pay  at- 
tention. Tell  your  second  chauffeur  to 
get  out  your  third  Rolls-Royce  car  —  ' 

'Never  mind  my  chauffeurs  and  my 
Rolls-Royce  cars,'  I  interrupted;  'if  you 
are  on  the  line  of  a  penny  bus,  tell 
me  how  to  reach  you  from  Piccadilly 
Circus.' 

'Good,'  continued  my  friend;  *you 
know  the  Ritz?' 

'From  the  outside,'  I  replied,  'per- 
fectly.' 

'Well,  go  to  the  Bobby  who  stands 
outside  the  Ritz,  and  ask  him  to  tell  you 
what  bus  to  take  to  Clapham  Junction; 
and  when  you  get  there,  just  ask  any 
Bobby  to  direct  you  to  John  Burns's  on 
the  north  side  of  Clapham  Common.' 

John  Burns!  Had  I  heard  aright? 
Was  it  possible  that  I  was  actually  talk- 
ing to  John  Burns,  the  great  labor  lead- 
er, who  had  once  marched  a  small  army 
of  'Dockers'  from  the  East  End  of 
London  to  Westminster,  and  who  had 
finally  become  an  all-powerful  Member 
of  Parliament,  and  Privy  Councillor, 
and  President  of  the  Board  of  Trade 
and  of  the  Local  Government  Board; 
John  Burns,  without  whose  approval 
not  a  statue,  not  a  pillar-box  or  a  fire- 
plug had  been  located  for  the  past 
twenty  years,  and  who  had,  when  the 
war  broke  out,  resigned  all  his  offices  of 
honor  and  emolument  because  he  could 
not  conscientiously  go  along  with  the 
government!  As  I  recovered  from  my 
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astonishment,  John  Burns,  with  a  fine 
sense  of  dramatic  values,  had  disap- 
peared. I  looked  at  his  name  and  ad- 
dress written  in  his  own  hand  in  my  lit- 
tle engagement-book.  *Well,*  said  I  to 
myself,  *  that  looks  like  a  perfectly  good 
invitation;  John  Burns  will  be  expect- 
ing me  about  half-past  four,  and  I  am 
not  going  to  disappoint  him.' 

A  few  days  later,  at  the  hour  ap- 
pointed, we  descended  from  a  taxi  and 
found  our  friend  awaiting  us  at  his 
front  gate.  Across  the  roadway  stretch- 
ed Clapham  Common,  itself  not  with- 
out historic  interest;  but  it  was  a  cold, 
raw  day  in  late  October,  and  the  inside 
of  a  city  home  is  always  more  interest- 
ing than  the  outside.  As  I  removed  my 
coat,  I  saw  at  a  glance  that  I  had  not 
been  deceived  in  the  number  of  his 
books.  There  were  books  everywhere, 
about  fifteen  thousand  of  them.  All 
over  the  house  were  open  shelves  from 
floor  to  ceiling,  with  here  and  there  a 
rare  old  cabinet  packed  with  books, 
which  told  the  life-story  of  their  owner. 
Books  are  for  reading,  for  reference, 
and  for  display.  John  Burns  had  not 
stinted  himself  in  any  direction.  Throw- 
ing open  the  door  of  a  good-sized  room 
in  which  a  fire  (thank  God!)  was  burn- 
ing brightly,  Burns  said  briefly,  *  Lon- 
don, art  and  architecture  in  this  room; 
in  the  room  beyond,  political  economy, 
housing  and  social  problems.  Rare 
books  and  first  editions  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Now  come  upstairs:  here  is  bio- 
graphy and  history.'  Then,  throwing 
open  the  door  of  a  small  room,  he  said, 
*This  is  my  workshop;  here  are  thou- 
sands and  thousands  of  pamphlets,  care- 
fully indexed.'  On  landing  at  the  head 
of  the  stair,  he  said,  *  Newton,  I've 
taken  a  fancy  to  you,  and  I 'm  going  to 
let  you  handle  —  carefully,  mind  you 
—  the  greatest  collection  of  Sir  Thomas 
More  in  the  world;  over  six  hundred 
items,  twice  as  many  as  there  are  in  the 
British  Museum.  Here  they  arc,  manu- 


scripts, letters,  first  editions.'  And 
then,  dropping  the  arrogance  of  the  col- 
lector who  had  made  his  point,  he  took 
up  a  little  copy  of  Utopiay  which  he  had 
bought  as  a  boy  for  sixpence,  and  said, 
*This  book  has  made  me  what  I  am; 
for  me  it  is  the  greatest  book  in  the 
world;  it  is  the  first  book  I  ever  bought, 
it  is  the  corner-stone  of  my  library,  the 
foundation  on  which  I  have  built  my 
life.  Now  let  us  have  tea!' 

During  this  pleasant  function  I  plied 
my  host  with  question  after  question; 
and  he,  knowing  that  he  was  not  being 
interviewed,  was  frankness  itself  in  his 
replies.  His  judgment  of  the  great  men 
of  England  with  whom  he  had  worked 
for  a  lifetime  was  shrewd,  penetrating, 
and  dispassionate;  and,  above  all,  kind- 
ly; their  conduct  of  the  war,  his  reason 
for  not  going  along  with  the  nation  (he 
and  Lord  Morley  were  the  two  con- 
spicuous men  in  England  who,  upon  the 
outbreak  of  the  war,  retired  into  private 
life)  was  forceful  if,  to  me,  unconvinc- 
ing; and  I  quoted  Blake's  axiom,  that  a 
man  who  was  unwilling  to  fight  for  the 
truth  might  be  forced  to  fight  for  a  lie, 
without  in  the  least  disturbing  his 
equanimity.  My  remark  about  Blake 
served  to  send  the  conversation  in  an- 
other direction,  and  we  were  soon  dis- 
cussing Blake's  wife,  whose  maiden 
name  he  knew,  and  his  unknown  grave 
in  Bunhill  Fields,  as  if  the  cause  and 
eff'ect  of  the  great  war  were  questions 
that  could  be  dismissed.  Seeing  a  large 
signed  photograph  of  Lord  Morley  on 
the  wall,  and  a  copy  of  his  Life  of  Glad- 
stone and  his  own  Recollections  on  the 
shelves,  I  voiced  my  opinion  that  his 
friend  was  the  author  of  five  of  the  dull- 
est volumes  ever  written,  an  opinion  I 
would  be  glad  to  debate  with  all  comers. 

In  reply  to  my  question  as  to  how 
he  had  accomplished  so  much  reading, 
leading  as  he  has  done  for  so  many 
years  the  life  of  a  busy  public  man,  he 
answered,  *  I  read  quickly,  have  a  good 
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memory,'  (there  is  no  false  modesty 
about  John  Burns)  *and  I  never  play 
golf/ 

*  Well,  I  am  like  you  in  one  respect.' 

*  What's  that?'  he  asked;  and  then, 
with  a  laugh,  *You  don't  play  golf,  I 
suppose.' 

What  I  thought  was  my  time  to  score 
came  when  he  began  to  speak  French, 
which  I  never  understand  unless  it  is 
spoken  with  a  strong  English  accent. 
This  gave  me  a  chance  to  ask  him  wheth- 
er he  had  not,  like  Chaucer's  nun,  stud- 
ied at  Stratford  Atte  Bowe,  as  evident- 
ly *the  French  of  Paris  was  to  him 
"unknowe." '  He  laughed  heartily,  and 
instantly  continued  the  quotation. 
But  anyone  who  attempts  to  heckle 
John  Burns  has  his  work  cut  out  for 
him;  a  man  who  has  harangued  mobs 
in  the  East  End  of  London  and  else- 
where, and  held  his  own  against  all 
comers  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and 
who  has  received  honorary  degrees  for 
solid  accomplishment  from  half  a  dozen 
universities,  is  not  likely  to  feel  the  pin- 
pricks of  an  admirer.  And  when  the 
time  came  for  us  (for  my  wife  was  with 
me)  to  part,  as  it  did  all  too  soon,  it  was 
with  the  understanding  that  we  were  to 
meet  again,  to  do  some  walking  and 
book-hunting  together;  and  anyone 
who  has  John  Burns  for  a  guide  in 
London,  as  I  have  had,  is  not  likely 


soon  to  forget  the  joys  of  the  experience. 
Holidays  at  last  come  to  an  end.  - 

If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays. 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work. 

We  came  home  and,  greetings  exchan- 
ged, our  first  impressions  were  those  of 
annoyance.  As  a  nation,  we  have  no 
manners;  one  might  have  supposed  that 
we,  rather  than  the  English,  had  had  our 
nervous  systems  exposed  to  the  shock 
of  battle;  that  we,  rather  than  they,  had 
been  subject  to  air-raids  and  to  the 
deprivations  of  war;  that  we  had  be- 
come a  debtor  rather  than  a  creditor 
nation.  We  found  rudeness  and  surli- 
ness everywhere.  The  man  in  the  street 
had  a  *  grouch,'  despite  the  fact  that  he 
was  getting  more  pay  for  less  work  than 
any  other  man  in  the  world;  and  that 
the  President  had  told  him  that  he  had 
an  inalienable  right  to  strike.  For  the 
first  time  in  my  life  I  felt  that  *  labor 
would  have  to  liquidate '  —  to  use  a 
phrase  to  which,  in  the  past,  I  have 
greatly  objected.  No  question  was  civ- 
illy answered.  The  porter  who  carried 
our  bags  took  a  substantial  tip  with  a 
sneer,  and  passed  on.  It  may  be  that 
America  is  *  the  land  of  the  free  and  the 
home  of  the  brave';  but  we  found  the 
streets  of  our  cities  dangerous,  noisy, 
hideous,  and  filthy.  It  is  not  pleasant 
to  say  these  things,  but  they  are  true. 


BACK-YARD  ARCHAEOLOGY 

BY  WARREN  K.  MOOREHEAD 


During  the  past  fifty  years  citizens 
and  institutions  of  New  England  and 
New  York  have  contributed  large  sums 
for  archaeological  expeditions  in  remote 
sections  of  the  New  and  Old  Worlds.  I 
suppose  it  is  not  inaccurate  to  state 
that  certain  individuals  of  New  Eng- 
land were  pioneers  in  financing  Mexi- 
can, Central  American,  and  South 
American  expeditions  for  the  Peabody 
Museum.  Dr.  Winslow's  labors  aroused 
much  interest  in  the  study  of  early 
European  and  Egyptian  cultures,  and 
other  researches  which  were  begun  by 
the  English,  French,  or  Italians.  To- 
day, the  explorer  seeking  funds  for  a 
survey  of  ruins  in  Yucatan  finds  ready  re- 
sponse to  his  appeal  for  contributions. 
In  short,  our  American  public  —  par- 
ticularly here,  east  of  the  Hudson  —  is 
more  or  less  educated  in  archaeologi- 
cal matters.  The  subject  has  become  of 
popular  interest.  We  read  with  avidity 
articles  in  the  National  Geographical 
Magazine  concerning  peoples  of  remote 
corners  of  the  globe  —  although  these 
same  descriptions,  printed  thirty  years 
ago,  would  have  bored  us.  Everybody 
knows  about  the  cave-man,  and  what 
he  did ;  our  Sunday  newspapers  regularly 
announce  the  discovery  of  another  *  new 
buried  city.'  Even  the  movies  portray 
expeditions  of  all  kinds,  some  slightly 
*  scientific,'  and  others  made  in  the  foot- 
hills out  from  Los  Angeles,  or  in  the 
mountains  and  woods  a  mile  from  the 
business  section  of  Saranac  Lake. 

Last,  but  not  least,  Mr.  Wells  has 
delved  —  or  his  assistants  have  —  into 
archajologic  lore,  and  we  find  the  whole 
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*  beginnings  of  the  human  race'  con- 
densed into  a  few  pages,  in  order  that 
the  tired  business  man,  or  weary  pro- 
fessional person,  or  the  general  public, 
may  absorb  the  leading  facts  of  pre-his- 
tory,  as  well  as  history  itself,  quickly 
and  conveniently. 

People  not  only  buy,  but  they  actu- 
ally read,  books  treating  in  more  enter- 
taining fashion  of  archaeological  discov- 
eries and  primitive  peoples.  I  recall 
that,  thirty  years  ago,  a  scientist  im- 
mediately lost  caste,  did  he  write  for 
the  public.  Following  the  prevalent 
custom  of  that  time,  his  works  were  dull 
and  pedantic.  Few  persons  outside  the 
cult  to  which  he  belonged  knew  him  or 
his  books;  for  it  was  considered  bad 
form  for  him  to  do  that  which  would  in- 
terest mankind  at  large.  To-day,  most 
of  us  believe  that  our  work  is  a  part  of 
the  generally  accepted  educational  sys- 
tem; that  it  should  be  presented  in  an 
attractive  form,  in  order  that  it  may 
reach  the  largest  number  of  readers. 
While  much  nonsense  has  undoubtedly 
been  published  in  the  press  and  maga- 
zines, and  a  great  deal  of  sensational 
and  unscientific  information  dissemi- 
nated by  the  movies,  yet,  on  the  whole, 
people  are  better  informed  to-day  con- 
cerning the  early  history  of  our  race, 
and  of  primitive  man  in  general,  than 
they  were  two  decades  ago. 

Permit  me  to  hasten,  at  this  junc- 
ture, to  assure  the  anxious  scholar  that 
I  do  not  claim  there  are  more  masters  of 
archaiology  to-day  than  formerly;  what 
I  wish  to  convey  is  the  impression  that 
our  public  has  a  more  intelligent  inter- 
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est  in  the  subject.  This  is  indicated  in 
the  correspondence  files  of  the  average 
archseologist.  Let  him  compare  letters 
of  1890  with  those  of  to-day,  and  he  will 
observe  that  the  correspondent  to-day, 
when  addressing  the  museum  curator 
or  a  field-man,  is  somewhat  familiar 
with  the  subject.  We  have  fewer  *  crank ' 
communications.  It  has  been  three 
years  since  one  of  these  came  to  our 
Department;  yet  in  one  month  during 
1895  I  received  two  letters  from  persons 
who  wished  to  know  my  *  formulae'  for 
making  *  mineral  rods,  by  means  of 
which  buried  treasures  are  found.' 

Formerly,  most  persons  supposed  that 
a  museum  was  a  place  where  *  relics' 
were  bought  and  then  exhibited  to 
gaping  and  curiosity-seeking  visitors. 
This  changed  attitude  toward  the  mu- 
seum may  be  traced  to  our  museum  prop- 
aganda; to  the  work  of  the  Association 
of  Museums,  to  the  spread  and  influ- 
ence of  children's  museums,  —  popular 
among  their  elders,  as  well,  —  and  to 
the  many  illustrated  talks  on  natural 
history  and  related  topics. 

New  England's  part  in  lifting  archae- 
ological research  (and  museum  study) 
out  of  the  narrow  rut  of  the  specialist 
and  placing  it  upon  the  hill,  that  its 
light  might  not  be  hidden,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  be  seen  of  men,  is  consider- 
able. Indeed,  New  England  occupies 
a  place  of  distinction  as  the  patron  of 
archseology  and  research.  Was  it  not  at 
Salem,  away  back  in  1803,  that  the 
trading-  and  whaling-vessel  masters 
brought  their  'curios'  and  ship-models 
home  and  exhibited  them?  Most  fitting 
is  it  that  the  museum  there,  after  a  cen- 
tury of  honorable  existence,  should  dis- 
play these  priceless  objects  of  the  long 
ago.  Here,  Professor  Morse,  and  at 
Cambridge,  Professor  Putnam,  began 
their  work  in  the  early  eighteen-sixties. 
Morse's  popular  lectures,  sparkling 
with  humor,  filled  with  worth-while  in- 
formation, stimulated  interest  and  had  a 


far-reaching  result.  Putnam  preached 
thorough  science  in  exploration,  and 
gathered  about  him  many  young  stu- 
dents. These  men  are  to-day  heads  of, 
or  occupy  positions  of  standing  in,  a 
dozen  of  the  larger  museums  in  this  and 
other  countries. 

Yet  all  the  interest  on  the  part  of 
the  young  scientists  who  went  forth, 
and  of  the  men  who  gave  funds,  and  of 
the  public,  seemed  to  centre  in  places 
away  from  and  not  in  New  England. 
With  a  few  exceptions  —  notably  Mr. 
C.  C.  Willoughby's  explorations  in 
Maine  —  no  one  thought  that  there 
was  and  is  such  a  thing  as  the  archae- 
ology of  New  England.  Obviously,  the 
reason  they  all  neglected  the  home  ter- 
ritory is  not  far  afield.  We  have  no 
mounds,  no  clifF-dwellings  or  ruined 
cities.  We  even  lack  caverns  and  cave- 
man! Thus  we  possess  nothing  cal- 
culated to  appeal  to  the  imagination. 
Wealthy  people  would  give  money  for 
investigations  of  visible  monuments. 
They  had  seen  pictures  of  remains  in  the 
West,  the  South,  and  Asia.  Putnam 
could  secure  little  money  for  work 
hereabouts.  He  was  told  that  there 
was  neither  romance  nor  charm  in 
New  England  exploration.  As  a  nat- 
ural sequence,  archaeologists,  with  one 
accord,  went  West,  South,  or  abroad, 
with  the  result  that,  until  systematic 
explorations  were  undertaken  in  1912, 
we  knew  less  about  our  own  land 
(archaeologically)  than  we  did  about 
regions  five  thousand  miles  away. 

In  1909  I  visited  my  friend  Director 
Willoughby  of  the  Peabody  Museum, 
and  consulted  with  him  concerning 
work  in  our  home  field.  It  had  been 
neglected;  yet  here  we  might  find  the 
beginnings  of  Algonquin  culture,  Es- 
kimo influence,  tribes  of  pre-Pilgrim 
days,  and  so  forth.  There  were  far- 
reaching  possibilities.  Our  trustees  kind- 
ly voted  the  necessary  funds,  and  I 
applied  methods  used  in  Ohio,  Arizona, 
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and  New  Mexico  to  the  State  of  Maine. 
In  short,  we  ran  a  Western  survey  in 
the  East. 

For  nine  years  we  have  worked  hard, 
carrying  large  crews  to  the  most  distant 
points  in  Maine  and  elsewhere;  it  is 
now  time  to  render  the  public  an  ac- 
count of  our  stewardship.  During  this 
period  we  have  traveled  over  5000  miles 
in  our  large,  twenty-foot  canoes.  We 
have  found  seventeen  Indian  cemeteries 
of  the  prehistoric  period,  and  taken  out 
the  contents  of  440  graves.  Our  men 
mapped  over  200  village,  camp,  or 
shell-heap  sites  in  Maine  alone.  The 
grand  total  of  artifacts  in  stone,  bone, 
shell,  and  clay  is  rising  17,000;  and  all 
this  in  one  state  of  New  England  where 
there  were  supposed  to  be  few  *  Indian 
remains.'  We  found  one  shell-heap  (in 
the  Bar  Harbor  region,  near  Lemoine) 
over  700  feet  long  and  five  feet  deep,  in 
places,  and  averaging  over  two  feet  of 
debris.  From  this  heap  the  men  took 
5000  articles  of  prehistoric  manufac- 
ture, and  two  years  later  reexplored  for 
another  museum,  and  secured  2500 
more.  So  far  as  I  am  aware,  the  total 
of  7500  stone,  clay,  bone,  and  shell  ob- 
jects (all  human  handiwork)  from  one 
site  is  exceeded  by  only  five  other  sites 
in  the  whole  United  States,  and  these 
are  in  the  thickly  settled  mound-builder 
and  cliff-pueblo  regions  of  the  West. 

Our  stone-gouges  from  Maine  graves 
evince  a  skill  in  stone-working,  grind- 
ing, and  polishing  not  excelled  else- 
where in  the  world.  That  is,  the  Maine 
gouges  are  easily  the  highest  Stone-Age 
art  in  gouge  manufacture.  I  am  not 
speaking  of  axes  or  hatchets,  but  of  the 
long  polished  gouges. 

We  find  slender  spears  14  to  22  inches 
in  length,  beautifully  wrought  and 
scarcely  thicker  than  a  lead  pencil. 
The  famous  prehistoric  Japanese  spears 
are  much  shorter  and  of  less  fine  work- 
manship. One  polished  dagger  of  slate, 
with  a  wide  blade  and  handle  carefully 


worked  out,  is  the  equal  of  any  similar 
specimen  I  have  observed  from  Europe 
or  Asia. 

These  graves  are  of  such  antiquity 
that  no  bones  remain  therein.  There 
are  eight  distinct  types  of  tools  found, 
—  all  stone,  —  and  great  quantities  of 
powdered  red  hematite  occur  in  each 
grave,  seldom  less  than  one  or  two 
quarts,  and  frequently  half  a  bushel. 
No  large  deposit  of  soft  hematite  occurs 
in  Maine,  save  at  Katahdin  Iron  Works ; 
and  analysis  indicates  that  the  Indians 
brought  it  from  that  source,  probably 
in  canoes,  possibly  overland,  to  their 
villages  farther  south.  None  of  the 
ochre  masses  has  been  found  in  shell- 
heaps  along  the  coast,  or  in  caches,  or  at 
their  village  sites.  We  therefore  con- 
clude that  it  was  used  in  mortuary 
ceremonies. 

These  types  of  stone  artifacts  per- 
sistently occur  in  the  *Red  Paint  Peo- 
ple's '  graves,  but  in  more  recent  Algon- 
quin burials  they  are  totally  absent. 
We  have  proved  the  existence  of  a  very 
ancient  culture,  diff'erent  from  any  other 
in  this  country. 

My  purpose  in  mentioning  these  dis- 
coveries at  some  length  is  merely  to  call 
attention  to  the  interesting  and  un- 
known field  that  we  have  at  hand.  It  is 
now  proposed  to  spend  the  next  eight 
years  in  intensive  exploration  of  ancient 
Indian  places  in  Connecticut,  Rhode 
Island,  and  Massachusetts,  with  the 
cooperation  of  local  historical  and  sci- 
entific societies  and  certain  individuals. 
We  shall  attempt  —  at  least,  in  some 
small  measure  —  to  reconstruct  the  life 
of  our  aborigines  in  pre-Colonial  times; 
and  at  best  our  task  is  beset  with  diffi- 
culties. There  are  no  prominent  monu- 
ments indicating  where  we  shall  exca- 
vate. Our  results  are  obtained  through 
persistent  testing  of  one  region  after 
another,  for  the  surface  indications  are 
meagre.  Land  has  been  cultivated 
hereabouts  for  the  past  two  and  a  half 
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centuries,  and  most  of  the  village-site 
indications  forever  destroyed.  We  look 
for  flint,  chert,  or  quartz  chips,  burned 
stone,  and  discolored  soil.  Then  we 
sink  holes  in  search  of  ash-pits  and  pot- 
tery, which  are  signs  of  a  large  or  per- 
manent Indian  town.  Upon  a  knoll,  or 
the  slope  of  a  hill,  near-by,  should  be  the 
cemetery,  and  we  set  the  men  at  work 
searching  for  that.  It  has  been  care- 
fully estimated  that  in  one  hundred 
farms  or  estates  examined,  we  find  one 
site.  Thus,  the  percentage  is  ninety- 
nine  to  one  against  us  —  not  a  very 
attractive  proposition  if  measured  by 
commercial  standards. 

Dr.  Thomas  Wilson,  for  many  years 
Curator  of  Anthropology  in  the  Smith- 
sonian, was  wont  to  utter  a  sentiment 
somewhat  as  follows:  *  Evidences  of 
prehistoric  occupation  of  a  given  area 
are  found,  not  in  proportion  as  they  ex- 
ist, but  rather  as  men  search.'  This  is 
especially  true  of  New  England.  Be- 
cause of  the  scarcity  of  remains  and  the 
long  labor  necessary  to  discover  sites, 
zest  and  charm  are  added  to  our  ex- 
plorations. The  element  of  chance  is 
not  so  much  a  factor  as  the  element 
of  discovery  of  new  types.  Common 
broken  bones  from  the  shell-heaps,  if 
occurring  in  lower  layers,  when  studied 
by  Dr.  Allen,  proved  to  be  those  of  the 
extinct  mink,  prehistoric  dog,  and  ex- 
tinct seal.  Our  *Red  Paint  People'  cul- 
ture may  be  the  beginnings  of  Eskimo 
culture  —  certainly,  it  is  unhke  any- 
thing else  on  our  continent. 

Descending  the  St.  John  River,  in  ex- 
treme northern  Maine,  a  region  of  un- 
broken forests,  with  no  sign  of  human 
habitation  save  the  occasional  aban- 
doned logging-camp,  we  discover  pot- 
tery at  a  point  farther  north  in  Maine 
than  it  has  been  previously  reported. 
We  land  at  the  mouth  of  Big  Black 
River,  near  the  Quebec  line,  and  find  a 
spruce  forest  growing  over  ancient  ash- 
pits, and  that  here  man  tarried  some 


time  and  manufactured  stone  knives 
and  weapons. 

We  voyaged  down  the  Penobscot  and 
stopped  at  Mattawamkeag.  Here  once 
stood  a  village  of  large  extent,  inhabited 
at  different  times;  for  we  discovered 
one  type  of  implement  on  the  west  bank 
and  other  and  different  forms  on  the 
east  bank.  Upon  the  high  hill  to  the 
north  were  buried  the  later  Abenaki  of 
the  Jesuit  mission;  we  found  some  of 
their  simple  graves,  but  ceased  excavat- 
ing, as  it  has  not  been  our  custom  to 
excavate  in  cemeteries  where  Indians 
were  buried  with  church  rites.  Tradi- 
tion has  it  that  one  of  the  priests  was 
mortally  wounded  when  the  mission 
was  destroyed  by  Massachusetts  troops; 
and  on  the  retreat  of  the  English,  the 
Indians  searched  the  ruins,  found  the 
chapel-bell,  and  buried  it  alongside  the 
good  Father  in  a  simple  grave  on  that 
hill. 

Many  interesting  things  are  to  be  ob- 
served in  New  England  archaeology. 
Pipes  were  not  so  common  as  in  the 
West  or  South,  and  the  pottery  is  far 
inferior  to  that  of  the  Iroquois  and 
southern  Algonquins.  Thus,  smoking 
was  not  in  general  use  and  the  ceramic 
art  was  undeveloped.  The  stone  axe 
probably  came  in  from  the  West,  and 
does  not  appear  to  be  native  to  the 
region. 

Our  greatest  Indian  population  lay 
along  the  coast,  the  lower  Connecticut 
Valley,  Martha's  Vineyard,  and  Rhode 
Island.  It  is  here  that  the  larger  villages 
of  Pequots,  Narragansetts,  Podunks, 
and  others  were  located.  On  the  large 
town-sites  and  in  the  cemeteries  one 
should  be  able  to  discover  articles  in- 
dicating tribal  commerce  with  bands 
living  in  New  York  or  New  Jersey,  and 
also  to  obtain  specimens  of  aboriginal 
art,  since  the  more  skilled  workmen 
would  naturally  locate  in  the  populous 
communities.  Hence,  when  the  survey 
inspects  the  site  of  King  Philip's  town, 
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the  Pequots'  fort,  and  similar  spots,  it 
is  hoped  that  lower  layers  of  the  ash- 
pits will  prove  rich  in  evidence.  There 
must  have  been  Indian  towns  in  New 
England  long  before  the  Smith,  Cabot, 
and  other  visitations.  Whence  these 
people  came,  and  their  relationship  to 
Long  Island  and  New  Jersey  Algon- 
quins  —  all  these  and  similar  questions 
may  not  be  solved,  but  we  shall  cer- 
tainly obtain  more  reliable  data  upon 
their  migrations  or  origins. 

New  England  is  thickly  settled,  and 
most  Indian  sites  are  to-day  occupied 
by  towns.  Where  once  were  wigwams, 
lawns  stretch  down  to  the  sea.  One 
would  suppose  that  we  might  encounter 
opposition  in  securing  permission  to  ex- 
cavate, yet  the  contrary  is  true.  In 
twelve  years  of  expeditions,  we  have 
requested  hundreds  of  owners  to  allow 
us  to  excavate,  and  have  been  refused 
but  ten  times.  This  is  a  remarkable 
record.  One  lady  at  Bar  Harbor  stated 
that  I  could  open  trenches,  provided  no 
dirt  was  left  on  her  lawn.  We  brought 
our  tent-flies  into  service,  used  a  sod- 
cutter,  rolled  the  turf  and  stacked  it  on 
one  tent,  the  earth  on  another.  We 
dug  large  pits,  filled  them  carefully,  re- 
placed the  sod,  and  wet  it  down.  My 
men,  proud  of  a  good  job,  have  always, 
with  one  accord,  agreed  that  she  paid 
them  their  greatest  compliment.  We 
worked  three  hours;  she,  meanwhile, 
played  auction  bridge  with  her  friends 
in  the  cottage.  When  we  had  finished, 
she  came  out,  looked  over  the  lawn, 
and  asked  me  when  we  were  to  begin 
digging! 

At  Orland,  Maine,  a  cemetery  ex- 
tended under  a  large  barn,  filled  with 
new  hay.  The  owner  consented  to  ex- 
plorations, provided  his  hay  was  not 
left  out  over-night.  We  secured  extra 
labor,  moved  the  stock,  vehicles,  and 
hay  outside,  took  up  the  floor,  and 
found  seventeen  graves.  These  were 
opened  and  photographed.  Then  the 


floor  was  relaid,  the  stock  led  back,  hay 
put  in  the  mow,  and  work  finished  be- 
fore dark.  We  have  taken  up  trees  and 
flower-beds,  moved  pens  and  sheds, 
worked  under  a  saw-mill,  and  even  dug 
in  railroad  yards.  One  wealthy  lady 
would  not  permit  us  to  complete  an  im- 
portant cemetery  because  the  pine- 
needles  covering  the  sand  might  be  dis- 
turbed. These  had  fallen  from  *runt' 
pines  out  on  an  ocean-swept  point,  and 
were  of  no  size.  I  ofi*ered  to  send  the 
men  with  a  team  into  a  heavy  pine 
growth  a  mile  distant  and  bring  her  a 
wagon  load  of  larger  needles;  but  in 
vain.  Nature  had  deposited  those  pine 
*  spills,'  and  they  must  remain.  Hence, 
we  were  compelled  to  desist;  but  local 
people  dug  there  Sundays,  undermined 
her  precious  trees,  and  they  all  fell! 
Therefore,  she  lost  both  trees  and  nee- 
dles, and  the  cemetery  was  lost  to 
science. 

There  is  a  charm  in  New  England 
archaeological  research.  Most  explorers 
prefer  diflficult  tasks,  and  finding  evi- 
dences of  our  prehistoric  American 
predecessors  in  this  region  is  not  easy. 
It  is  pleasant,  this  voyaging  along  in 
the  canoe,  carrying  a  crew  of  State 
o'  Maine  men,  who  have  accompanied 
us  on  many  a  trip  —  the  Susquehan- 
na, Texas  deserts,  Connecticut,  Lake 
Champlain,  New  Brunswick,  and  all 
the  Maine  rivers.  We  land  at  a  conve- 
nient spot,  and  set  up  camp  in  thirty- 
two  minutes.  All  hands  help  the  cook, 
and  we  get  four  tents  erected  and  bag- 
gage stored  within  that  time.  Then  we 
scatter  and  look  for  surface  signs.  The 
farmers  or  villagers  come  to  camp,  and 
our  mission  is  explained.  They  are  very 
accommodating  and  kind  —  only  the 
foreigners  living  in  the  lower  Connecti- 
cut have  caused  us  trouble. 

One  might  suggest  that  explorers  in 
distant  lands  face  dangers,  and  that  our 
work,  contrasted  with  theirs,  is  both 
simple  and  easy.  I  have  worked  in  the 
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Southwest  in  early  days,  before  the 
automobile,  and  personally  know  one's 
sufferings  in  sand-storms,  how  one 
feels  when  without  water  in  the  desert. 
I  have  had  trouble  with  horse-thieves, 
been  in  quicksand,  and  experienced 
kindred  discomforts.  Yet,  in  July  or 
August  in  the  North  Woods,  the  *five 
standard  flies'  have  made  life  miserable 
for  the  survey,  and  have  caused  more 
real  inconvenience  than  we  ever  expe- 
rienced on  that  famous  Far  Western 
Painted  Desert.  The  running  of  our 
canoes,  one  at  a  time,  safely  through 
the  worst  part  of  the  fifteen-mile  falls 
on  the  Connecticut,  by  Ralph  Dorr, 
was  a  performance  unsurpassed  by  any- 
thing ever  witnessed  by  us  on  the  West- 
ern surveys.  Navigating  three  long 
open  canoes  in  a  heavy  sea-fog,  from 
Bangor  to  Castine  in  one  day,  consti- 
tuted a  record  of  which  the  crew  may 
justly  be  proud. 

So,  if  one  should  suppose  that  there 
are  no  *  adventures'  possible  in  line  of 
duty  (for  we  never  take  unnecessary 
risks)  in  New  England  explorations, 
that  person  should,  if  possible,  join  us 
on  our  last  trip  to  Maine  to  be  made  this 
summer,  when  we  hope  to  examine  the 
upper  Aroostook  and  head  of  the  East 
Branch,  and  from  thence  travel  across 
northern  Maine  to  the  upper  St.  John 


waters,  turn  southeast,  and  work  down 
to  the  Rangeleys. 

There  are  not  many  indications  of 
ancient  Indian  occupation  in  that  re- 
gion, for  natives  could  exist  with  less 
hardships  nearer  the  coast.  As  the 
colonists  spread  inland,  there  was  an  In- 
dian migration  northward;  but  there  is 
no  evidence  of  long-continued  residence 
north  of  the  central  portion  of  the  state. 
Indeed,  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  the  In- 
dian occupation  of  much  of  Maine  and 
Canada  is  comparatively  recent. 

Quite  likely  the  next  few  years  of  ex- 
ploration along  the  lower  Connecticut 
River,  and  the  coast  from  New  Haven 
to  Providence  (including  a  strip  some 
twenty  miles  back  from  salt  water), 
will  prove  that  we  had  a  considerable 
Indian  population  prior  to  the  Smith 
and  Cabot  voyages.  The  relationship 
of  these  tribes  to  other  Algonquins  is  to 
be  carefully  studied,  through  a  compar- 
ison of  artifacts.  Archaeology  alone 
must  furnish  the  evidence,  since  lan- 
guages and  folk-lore  of  native  Ameri- 
cans living  prior  to  1600  are  unknown. 

A  few  years  hence,  the  pages  of  New 
England  Indian  history  previous  to  Eu- 
ropean contact  will  have  been  written. 
We  shall  then  realize  that  our  aborigi- 
nes played  no  unimportant  part  in  the 
life  of  the  American  red  race. 
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BY  MRS.  A.  DEVEREUX 
I 

[The  following  authentic  letters y  which  the  Atlantic  has  been  privileged  to  copy  from 
the  yellowing  sheets  still  in  the  writer's  possession^  tell  a  story  of  the  pioneer  spirit 
which  ought  to  he  preserved.  No  introduction  is  necessary,  but  the  reader  should  know 
that  the  writer  was,  in  1865,  a  wife  of  ten  years.  Mrs.  Devereux  still  lives,  at  the 
age  of  ninety-three. \ 


Columbus,  Nebraska,  October  15,  1865. 
(Greographical  centre  of  the  United  States) 

Dear  Mother,  — 

I  have  a  long  story  to  tell  you,  of  why 
I  am  here  with  Will,  in  this  small,  rough 
prairie  village,  so  small  and  remote,  I  am 
sure  you  have  never  heard  of  it  before. 
It  is  90  miles  from  our  home  in  Council 
Bluffs,  with  no  nearer  settlement  of  any 
size  in  any  direction,  and  hundreds  of 
miles  from  any  railroad,  and  I  doubt  if 
the  view  from  our  window  would  im- 
press you  very  favorably,  yet  it  seems 
very  good  to  us  to  be  here. 

My  last  letter  to  you  told  of  Will's 
successful  return  journey  from  Denver, 
as  far  as  Cottonwood  Springs;  from 
Fort  Kearney  later  he  wrote  of  greatly 
improved  health:  he  would  be  home 
ready  for  duty  in  two  weeks  more,  com- 
ing on  slowly  to  get  the  full  benefit  of 
longer  outdoor  life  in  the  early  Oc- 
tober days;  and  his  enthusiasm  over 
wagon-travel  and  camping-out  for 
health  was  greater  than  ever.  Ranches 
were  not  so  far  apart,  and  the  ranch 
women  could  bake  his  bread,  which, 
he  owned,  with  his  own  baking  in  the 
Dutch  oven,  had  been  often  very  poor. 
Nor  need  he  wait  to  join  the  slow  prog- 
ress of  pack-trains,  as  he  was  forced  to 
do  farther  West,  where  the  Indians  were 
dangerous  and  an  escort  of  soldiers  was 
furnished.  He  would  enjoy  camping  by 
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himself  in  freedom  and  quiet,  and  he 
would  soon  be  home. 

At  4  o'clock  P.M.  of  the  very  day  this 
letter  reached  me,  a  telegram  came  from 
Grand  Island,  saying,  *Very  ill  by  the 
roadside;  come  at  once  and  bring  the 
doctor.'  You  can  imagine  how  dazed  I 
was  for  an  instant,  and  then  the  impulse 
to  move  heaven  and  earth  to  reach 
him  quickly;  but  where  Grand  Island 
was,  or  how  I  was  to  get  there,  I  knew 
no  more  than  if  I  had  not  lived  two 
years  at  one  of  the  gateways  to  that 
great  plain  stretching  500  miles  west 
to  Denver. 

I  called  to  a  passing  friend,  who,  for- 
tunately, was  a  woman  of  presence  of 
mind,  and  had  been  to  Denver  herself. 
She  recalled  at  once  the  important  fact 
that  it  was  the  day  for  the  Overland 
coach,  which  only  every  other  day  left 
Omaha  at  evening  for  Denver;  and  it 
was  nearly  time  for  the  last  boat  on  the 
ferry  to  Omaha,  and  the  ferry  was  two 
miles  away. 

*  Send  me  the  doctor  and  someone  to 
take  me  to  Omaha,'  was  all  that  I  wait- 
ed to  say;  and  hastened  to  put  the  few 
things  in  my  bag  I  could  think  of. 

She  found  our  good  friend  and  bank- 
er, Mr.  Deming,  at  the  first  corner,  in 
his  buggy,  and  he  drove  to  the  door  at 
once,  and  offered  to  see  me  started  on 
the  coach;  and  best  of  all,  a  need  I  had 
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not  yet  thought  of,  he  could  furnish  me 
funds  for  the  journey,  and  arrange,  as 
we  drove  on,  for  any  emergency  which 
should  call  for  more.  It  was  impossible 
for  the  doctor  to  go  with  me,  but  he 
came  to  me,  and  gave  me  all  the  advice 
he  could. 

In  half  an  hour  from  the  time  the 
telegram  reached  me,  we  were  on  our 
way,  and  I  had  a  little  time  to  collect 
myself  before  reaching  the  ferry.  I  was 
so  absorbed  in  going  over  that  terrible 
telegram,  to  gain  some  new  light  on  it, 
that  I  had  no  fear  or  hesitation  about 
taking  the  journey,  nor  did  I  recall 
what  little  I  knew  about  such  rough 
travel  in  the  unsettled  West,  or  what  it 
might  demand  of  my  strength,  if  not  of 
my  courage;  and  I  wondered,  vaguely, 
why  Mr.  Deming  should  ask  me  if  I 
were  sure  I  had  better  try  to  go.  Of 
course  I  must  go. 

We  reached  Omaha  just  in  time,  and 
Mr.  Deming  secured  the  whole  of  the 
back  seat  of  the  coach  for  me;  and  as  I 
crawled  into  it  at  9  o'clock,  in  the  dark- 
ness, I  heard  the  driver  say,  *Two 
nights  and  a  day  will  bring  her  there'; 
and  the  dim  lanterns  outside  showed 
me  Mr.  Deming's  pale  and  frightened 
face  as  we  rolled  away. 

It  was  well  fear  was  not  added  to  my 
anxiety.  The  rapid  movement  of  the 
four  horses  gave  me  relief,  and  the  in- 
tense silence  of  the  black  night  left  me 
free  to  think;  for  though  Mr.  Deming 
said  with  trembling  voice,  as  he  shut 
the  coach-door,  *A  lady  going  to  her 
sick  husband;  won't  you  be  kind  to 
her?'  and  I  was  conscious  of  persons  in 
the  other  seats,  I  thought  no  more  of 
them,  and  set  about  making  myself 
comfortable  enough  for  one  w^ho  could 
not  sleep.  I  rolled  the  ill-smelling  blan- 
ket into  pillows,  and  made  a  tent-cover 
from  head  to  foot  of  the  big  mosquito 
net  that  my  thoughtful  friends  insisted 
I  should  take,  as  I  left  home. 

When  day  dawned,  we  had  left  the 


rolling  hills  between  Omaha  and  the 
Elkhorn  behind  us,  and  were  passing 
rapidly  over  the  plains  of  the  Platte 
valley.  I  had  grudged  the  delays  of  the 
night,  when  they  stopped  to  change 
horses,  for  every  hour  made  one  less  of 
that  terrible  sum  of  *two  nights  and  a 
day,'  before  I  could  reach  Will,  *ill  by 
the  roadside';  but  when  the  light  be- 
came clearer  in  the  coach,  there  was  a 
moment's  sense  of  repugnance,  but  no 
fear,  when  I  met  the  eyes  of  three  of 
the  roughest-looking  men  I  had  ever 
seen,  staring  at  me.  They  had  not 
spoken  a  word  through  the  long  night, 
I  believe  in  kindness  to  a  lone  woman, 
though  they  seemed  not  only  coarse, 
but  dull.  They  rarely  spoke  to  each 
other  during  the  time  I  was  with  them, 
and  never  to  me;  and  when  awake, 
seemed  filled  with  astonishment  at  my 
presence  there. 

At  the  noon  station  a  new  passenger 
took  the  vacant  seat  in  front  of  me,  and 
it  was  very  pleasant  to  see  the  unmis- 
takable signs  of  a  more  cultivated  type 
of  man.  He  was  kind  to  me,  giving  me 
helpful  attentions  at  the  rough  stage- 
stations,  where  we  tried  to  eat.  Once 
he  insisted,  without  any  complaint  of 
mine,  that  a  basin  of  water  should  be 
placed  on  a  chair  inside  the  shanty  for 
my  use,  instead  of  my  sharing  with  the 
men  the  towels  and  basin  on  the  bench 
outside  the  door.  A  sense  of  being  pro- 
tected by  this  good  man  encouraged  a 
little  sleep,  and  the  slow  hours  wore  on. 

Toward  night  I  began  to  inquire 
about  Grand  Island,  supposing  that  I 
was  to  go  on  to  that  station,  and  should 
reach  it  next  morning.  But  when,  later, 
the  driver  was  changed  with  the  horses, 
the  new  one  came  to  the  coach-door 
and  asked,  *Is  there  a  woman  here, 
going  to  her  sick  husband?'  To  my 
eager  inquiries  of  what  he  could  tell  me 
about  Will,  he  could  only  say,  *They 
told  me  to  watch  out  for  ye,  and  leave 
ye  at  Lone  Tree;  get  there  in  the  night 
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some  time.'  This,  I  found,  was  eight 
miles  east  of  Grand  Island,  from  which 
the  telegram  came. 

After  midnight  I  began  to  peer  into 
the  darkness  with  beating  heart,  full  of 
vague  and  terrible  fears.  I  think  my 
friend  in  the  coach  was  anxious,  too, 
with  too  much  sympathy  to  sleep;  for 
he  was  good  to  me  in  a  silent  way, 
which  helped  me  to  wait  quietly. 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  the 
coach  suddenly  stopped,  and  we  knew 
it  was  not  to  change  horses;  it  was  too 
quiet.  The  coach-door  opened,  and  in 
silence  my  neighbor  sprang  out,  and  I 
silently  followed.  The  driver  bade  us 
make  for  a  dim  light  not  far  away;  it 
was  a  lantern  hanging  under  Will's 
wagon,  standing  by  the  roadside.  My 
friend  helped  me  to  climb  into  the  dark 
opening  under  the  canvas  cover,  from 
which  a  voice  strangely  unnatural  call- 
ed faintly,  *I  thought  you  would  never 
come;  now  let  me  go  to  sleep.' 

Instinctively  I  knew  there  was  peril, 
though  I  could  not  distinguish  his  face. 

The  stranger  exclaimed,  'I  can't 
leave  you  so;  this  is  dreadful;  I  will 
stay.' 

But  I  knew  Will  must,  first  of  all, 
get  rest  that  night.  No  doubt  he  had 
forced  himself  to  keep  awake  until  the 
coach  came  by.  I  hope  the  man  knew  I 
was  grateful  for  his  kindness,  but  I 
could  only  whisper,  *Go  on;  I  can  do; 
send  me  a  physician  if  you  can  find  one.' 
Later  on,  I  did  get  comfort  at  a  critical 
time,  through  his  remembrance  of  us, 
though  he  found  no  physician. 

I  crawled  along  the  wagon-bed  until 
I  came  to  Will's  head,  and  sat  down  on 
the  straw  and  soothed  him  to  sleep. 
He  was  too  ill  to  tell  me  anything  about 
himself,  only  feebly  saying  once,  *I 
shall  get  well  now.' 

When  it  was  light  enough  to  see,  I 
crept  out  the  front,  and  found  the 
wagon  was  drawn  up  beside  an  old 
empty  hut,  and  near-by  was  a  newly 


built  log-cabin,  and  a  long  sod-barn, 
and  no  other  habitation  in  sight.  Two 
half-grown  boys  came  out  of  the  new 
cabin,  and  I  went  in  to  find  someone  to 
get  me  the  nourishment  I  must  have  for 
Will,  and  food  for  myself,  and  to  learn 
something  about  him. 

A  frowzy,  dull-eyed  woman  met  me; 
her  yellow  face  and  yellow  hair  and 
lank  figure  told  me  the  kind  of  emigrant 
she  was.  She  seemed  to  have  not  a 
particle  of  interest  in  the  sick  man  out- 
side; had  I  been  some  unknown  species 
of  human  kind,  she  could  not  have  ap- 
peared more  dazed.  A  coarse-featured 
girl  of  eighteen,  maybe,  joined  her,  and 
paying  no  attention  to  my  wants,  they 
continued  to  stand  silent,  and  stare  at 
my  face,  my  clothes,  and  my  hair. 

I  think  nothing  up  to  that  time  came 
so  near  breaking  my  courage  as  the  si- 
lent stare  of  that  dull,  passionless  wo- 
man. I  knew  then  that  I  was  little  bet- 
ter than  alone,  on  the  wide  prairie,  with 
a  very  sick  man. 

I  begged  for  fire,  and  hot  water,  and 
milk,  and  gained  by  degrees  from  them, 
that  Will  had  come  to  their  cabin  a 
week  before  and  given  his  horses  to  the 
care  of  the  sons,  because  he  was  ill,  and 
had  sent  one  of  them  back  to  Grand 
Island  with  the  dispatch  to  me,  later; 
and  they  had  made  soup  for  him  once, 
when  he  said  they  must.  Did  I  think 
he  would  die?  and.  Was  it  a  catching 
sickness? 

I  knew  as  little  as  they  what  his  sick- 
ness was;  but  I  meant  that  he  should 
not  die,  and  that  they  should  give  me 
help,  though  I  did  not  say  so.  The  hot 
milk  I  gave  him  revived  him,  and  he 
slept  again,  while  I  searched  his  box  of 
stores,  and  made  myself  a  homelike  cup 
of  tea  on  their  old  broken  cook-stove. 
A  spider  and  a  kettle  were  all  the  uten- 
sils they  had;  but  I  cleaned  up  Will's 
saucepans,  and  then  looked  about  me. 
He  could  not  stay  longer  in  that  wagon. 
I  could  not  climb  in  and  out,  and  care 
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for  him.  They  insisted  there  was  no 
place  for  him  in  their  cabin,  and  indeed 
he  needed  quiet  and  good  air,  which 
he  would  not  have  there;  but  I  found 
in  the  old  hut  a  bedstead  frame,  with 
boards  across  it,  and  on  them  a  ragged 
hay-bed. 

The  floor  of  the  hut  was  like  that  of 
an  old  barn,  and  the  sod-roof  was  bro- 
ken in  spots,  but  was  shelter  enough  for 
those  mild  sunny  days.  I  asked  for 
fresh  hay  for  the  bed,  and  in  perfect 
silence  they  did  just  what  I  bade  them 
to  do,  and  then  stood  again  and  stared 
at  me. 

The  bed  was  the  sole  piece  of  furni- 
ture in  the  hut,  and  there  was  not  much 
more  in  the  newer  cabin.  I  looked  about 
for  a  box  to  serve  as  a  chair,  but  none 
could  be  found.  A  cask  of  onions  and 
one  of  oats  stood  at  one  side  of  the 
small  square  room,  and  the  chickens 
ran  in  and  out  of  the  broken  door,  freely, 
all  day.  When  the  boys  came  to  their 
breakfast,  I  got  them  to  carry  Will  to 
the  hut  on  the  mattress-bed  in  his 
wagon,  on  which  he  had  slept  during 
his  two  months'  journey;  and  on  my 
taking  off  his  heavy  clothing,  he  slept 
more  quietly,  but  could  tell  me  little 
about  himself. 

I  gradually  learned  that,  after  his 
last  letter  to  me,  he  had  failed  for  some 
nights  to  get  good  sleep.  Mosquitoes 
appeared  in  swarms,  and  horse-thieves 
were  about,  so  that  Punch  and  Judy 
had  to  be  watched  at  night.  He  felt 
himself  growing  ill,  and  pushed  on, 
hoping  at  least  to  get  to  Columbus,  the 
nearest  place  he  could  find  advice  and 
care.  But  that  was  60  miles  farther 
east,  and  when  his  strength  gave  out 
entirely,  he  stopped  beside  this  cabin, 
because  there  was  a  barn  where  his 
horses  could  be  made  safe.  How  he  had 
lived  since  he  sent  the  dispatch,  he  did 
not  know.  He  thinks  the  women  brought 
him  water,  and  he  wanted  nothing  more. 
He  was  waiting  for  me. 


I  made  a  seat  for  myself  on  the  foot 
of  his  bed,  with  his  overcoat  as  a  pil- 
low, and  watched,  and  fed  him  with  all 
the  nourishing  things  I  could  contrive 
from  our  limited  stores,  and  did  not 
know  enough  to  know  that  he  had  a 
low  malarial  fever,  fast  assuming  a 
typhus  form.  He  insisted  that  he  need- 
ed nothing  but  rest,  and  in  his  weak 
state  I  dared  not  experiment  with  the 
few  medicines  I  had  with  me.  I  ate  in 
the  other  cabin,  with  the  silent  family, 
living  mostly  on  rice  and  crackers,  and 
tea  of  my  own  making;  their  bacon  and 
mashed  potatoes,  with  the  bacon  fat 
stirred  into  the  potato  until  it  was  al- 
most a  soup,  was  intolerable  to  me;  and 
badly  made  hot  soda  bread,  with  cof- 
fee, was  all  they  had  besides  to  eat. 

They  came  west  from  Southern  In- 
diana. The  women  wore  home-made 
linsey-woolsey  gowns,  with  straight, 
scant  skirts,  and  I  envied  them,  as  I 
went  about  in  the  dust  with  full  skirts 
and  hoops;  so  I  packed  away  the  hoops, 
and  sewed  up  my  skirts  in  festoons, 
and  laid  aside  my  small  hat,  which 
seemed  so  absurd  a  covering  in  that 
spot,  and  went  bareheaded  to  and  fro  in 
the  sun. 

One  evening  the  boys  came  in  with 
an  antelope  thrown  across  one  of  their 
ponies,  which  they  had  shot  at  some 
distance,  somewhere,  and  I  thought 
Will  could  have  soup,  and  I  could  have 
a  change  in  food;  but  before  morning 
they  had  it  all  packed  in  salt,  and  the 
stew  they  made  for  dinner  had  a  dread- 
ful taste. 

All  day  long  the  sun  shone  from  a 
cloudless  sky.  A  few  rods  in  front  of  our 
door,  the  perfectly  level  trail  to  Den- 
ver stretched  in  a  yellow  line  of  dust  to 
the  limits  of  the  horizon,  east  and  west. 
Four  or  five  miles  away,  a  brown  spot 
indicated  a  cabin,  and  a  dim  fringe  of 
low  trees,  still  farther  away,  marked 
a  stream;  otherwise,  the  circle  of  the 
horizon  bounded  an  unbroken  plain. 
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green  as  m  summer,  but  utterly  silent 
and  unvaried,  except  when  clouds  of 
dust  rose  in  the  west,  and  long  lines  of 
oxen  came  slowly  by  the  door,  some- 
times as  many  as  sixteen  pairs  fastened 
behind  each  other,  drawing  as  many 
huge  white-covered  empty  wagons  on 
their  return  trip  to  Omaha.  Made 
up  in  this  fashion,  one  or  more  men 
could  manage  the  train  returning;  and 
in  these  days  of  emigration  west,  wagon- 
drivers  could  be  readily  found  to  go 
to  Denver;  but  few  wished  to  return. 
Every  day  the  stage-coach  passed,  east 
or  west,  and  it  seemed  a  friendly  link 
between  us  and  the  world,  150  miles 
away. 

The  mail  was  carried  the  alternate 
day  on  a  buckboard  with  a  single  seat, 
sometimes  shared  with  the  driver  by  a 
passenger.  After  ten  days  of  hope  and 
despair,  I  saw  plain  signs  of  increasing 
weakness  in  Will,  and  watched  eagerly 
for  the  buckboard  to  pass  at  noon. 
I  must  get  advice  from  someone,  if 
only  from  the  stage-man.  It  seemed  odd 
that  it  should  halt  before  I  went  out, 
and  a  passenger  should  spring  out  and 
come  at  once  to  me,  asking,  *How  is 
your  husband?'  I  knew  at  a  glance  he 
was  an  Eastern  man  and  a  gentleman; 
and  oh!  the  intense  relief  to  my  over- 
strained nerves  just  the  sight  of  him 
gave  me,  utter  stranger  as  he  was. 

In  a  few  words  he  explained:  he  had 
heard  of  our  desolate  state  from  the 
man  who  was  kind  to  me  in  the  coach 
when  I  came  to  Will;  he  was  not  sure 
he  should  find  us  still  there,  but  he 
would  inquire.  He  was  engineer  of  the 
force  then  at  work  at  points  east  and 
west,  surveying  the  line  of  the  Union 
Pacific  Railroad. 

I  could  not  speak  of  our  great  need, 
but  he  turned  away  and  ordered  the 
man  to  go  on  without  him.  I  protested, 
*You  will  lose  your  place  in  the  stage, 
and  cannot  get  away  from  here,  maybe 
for  days.* 


*  I  can  walk,  and  nine  miles  farther  on 
I  have  a  corps  of  men,  and  can  overtake 
them.' 

*But  you  will  have  no  place  to  sleep, 
and  little  to  eat.' 

*I  shall  do;  and  this  is  dreadful  for 
you  and  your  husband,'  he  said,  and 
bade  the  stage-man  go  on.  He  told  me 
he  knew  nothing  at  all  of  sickness,  and 
Will  was  too  weak  to  bear  the  sight  of 
a  strange  face;  so  he  sat  down  on  the 
wagon-tongue  outside,  and  I  went  back 
to  the  hut  with  more  courage. 

He  brought  me  my  food  to  the  door; 
and  when,  at  evening,  the  mosquitoes 
grew  worse  than  usual,  he  built  a 
smudge  of  damp  grass  before  the  door, 
and  all  night  I  saw  him  at  intervals, 
pacing  backwards  and  forwards  beside 
it.  He  could  not  rest  in  the  wagon 
even,  for  there  were  no  blankets,  and  the 
mosquitoes  had  taken  possession.  To- 
ward morning  Will  revived,  and  I  could 
leave  him,  to  consult  with  my  new 
friend  a  moment.  He  said  I  must  send 
one  of  those  boys  back  twenty-five  miles 
to  Wood  River,  where  there  was  said  to 
be  a  physician;  and  he  undertook  the 
task  of  getting  the  boy  off. 

Then,  finding  he  could  do  little  for 
us,  and  the  coach  going  east  fortunate- 
ly having  a  vacant  seat,  he  took  it, 
charging  me,  if  we  needed  assistance 
later,  either  there  or  on  our  way  east, 
to  send  someone  to  hunt  up  a  surveying- 
party,  and  he  would  give  orders  to 
them,  along  the  line,  to  go  at  once  at 
my  call.  This  gave  me  much  comfort; 
for  a  vague,  horrible  sense  had  been 
growing  clearer  to  me  of  what  might  be 
my  needs  if  Will  did  not  improve  in 
that  desolate  land,  sixty  miles  from  an 
Eastern  settlement. 

The  doctor  came  next  day;  he  proved 
to  be  a  German,  from  a  small  cattle- 
ranch,  with  little  knowledge  of  English, 
and  less  of  medicine.  He  looked  at  Will 
in  astonishment  and  then  at  me,  and 
fairly  gasped  as  he  exclaimed,  *What- 
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ever  sent  such  a  man  as  he  out  here?' 
Will's  pale,  refined  face  certainly  was 
not  that  of  the  ordinary  *  freighter '  he 
had  prescribed  for. 

He  finally  said  that  he  did  n't  know 
what  to  do  for  '  his  kind,'  and  he  thought 
*he  would  die  if  he  did  n't  get  out  of 
here,'  and  he  *  minded  he  would  any- 
way'; and  then  he  turned  away  indif- 
ferently, and  went  to  gossip  with  the 
woman  in  the  cabin. 

That  coarse  bluntness  was  needed  to 
settle  my  mind.  We  must  move  east 
early  next  morning,  and  that  man 
should  go  with  us  and  drive.  He  pro- 
tested that  he  could  not.  He  must  go 
back  to  his  cattle.  But  I  still  had  some 
faith  in  his  medical  knowledge,  and 
meant  he  should  go  with  us,  and  set 
about  getting  ready.  Will  was  too  ill  to 
counsel  me  about  arrangements,  and 
the  wagon  was  ready  to  start  before  I 
disturbed  him,  to  tell  him  my  plans. 

My  firmness  about  its  being  best  to 
go  gave  him  courage  to  allow  us  to  move 
him  carefully  into  his  old  place  in  the 
wagon;  and  when  I  turned  to  the  doctor, 
who  still  doggedly  declared  he  could 
not  go,  and  told  him  to  get  into  the 
driver's  seat  at  once,  he  obeyed,  as  if  I 
had  some  right  to  control  him. 

With  our  small  store  of  brandy  at 
hand,  I  climbed  in  beside  Will,  and  we 
moved  on  slowly.  At  first  the  motion 
exhausted  him;  but  he  was  certainly 
no  worse  when  we  halted  at  noon,  four 
or  five  miles  on;  and  at  the  end  of  a  short 
day's  journey,  we  found,  at  a  ranch, 
a  comfortable  lounge  in  the  living- 
room  of  the  family,  which  made  a  bed 
for  him;  and  he  took  milk  more  freely, 
and  slept  quietly;  and  I  lay  on  the 
floor  beside  him,  and  slept,  too. 

It  was  strange  how  little  sleep  I 
needed,  and  how  little  I  minded  the 
roughness  of  everything. 

Still  under  protest  that  his  cattle 
would  suffer  for  care,  the  German 
helped  me  make  things  comfortable  for 


the  second  day's  journey,  and,  to  my 
relief,  went  with  us,  though  sulky  and 
silent.  As  for  nursing  or  giving  advice 
to  his  patient,  the  man  was  utterly  in- 
capable; but  I  believed  he  could  drive 
and  care  for  the  horses;  and,  in  my 
anxiety,  I  had  failed  to  take  carefully 
the  direction  in  which  the  surveying- 
party  were  to  be  found,  and  no  one 
seemed  to  know  anything  about  them, 
nor  could  we  make  any  delay  with 
safety,  to  find  help  from  them.  We 
must  make  a  longer  drive  that  day,  to 
reach  shelter  at  night;  but  the  death- 
like look  had  gone  from  poor  Will's 
face,  and  the  smooth  prairie  trail  gave 
little  jar  to  the  spring  wagon,  as  the 
horses  never  moved  faster  than  a  steady 
walk. 

Noontime  brought  us  to  the  best  sod- 
house  I  had  seen;  it  was  really  a  com- 
fortable home.  There  were  no  floors, 
but  the  ground  was  hard  and  polished, 
and  the  inside  walls  were  covered  with 
white  cotton  cloth,  and  a  ceiling,  made 
of  the  cloth,  was  suspended  under  the 
roof  of  sod-covered  poles.  I  made  tea 
and  toast  for  Will  on  the  good  cook- 
stove,  and  ate  with  relish,  myself,  the 
good  dinner  that  the  wholesome-look- 
ing women  of  the  house  prepared  for 
the  doctor  and  me;  for  though  it  was 
not  a  stage-station,  in  that  new  coun- 
try all  houses  *  keep,'  as  the  people  say. 
At  night,  the  house  where  we  had 
planned  to  stay  was  more  pretentious, 
but  I  did  not  like  the  looks  of  the  ranch 
men  and  women  who  came  out  to  help 
us;  and  having  my  choice  between  a  bed 
in  the  living-room  of  the  family  and  one 
in  an  empty  old  cabin  near-by,  I  chose 
the  latter.  The  door  would  not  shut, 
the  bed  was  not  clean,  the  dirt-floor 
was  no  better  than  the  roadway,  and 
the  dust  from  the  old  sod-roof  above  us 
lay  in  black  ridges  on  our  faces  next 
morning;  but  it  was  enough  that  Will 
was  certainly  gaining  strength. 

The  weather  was  still  soft  and  mild. 
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and  the  sun  shone  all  day;  the  air  was  a 
tonic,  and  Will  dozed  away  the  hours 
in  comfort.  I  had  been  able  to  buy  an 
empty  soap-box,  of  which  I  made  a  bet- 
ter seat  for  myself,  and  we  started,  with 
good  courage,  on  our  last  day's  ride 
to  Columbus,  where  we  should  find  a 
hotel  and  a  good  physician,  and  could 
dismiss  our  German,  and  rest  until  Will 
was  well  enough  to  go  home. 

But  a  new  trouble  met  me.  Our  dri- 
ver had  found  whiskey  at  the  ranch,  and 
brought  a  bottle  away  with  him.  He 
soon  fell  asleep  and,  after  a  little,  tum- 
bled in  a  heap  on  the  floor  of  the  wagon, 
under  the  high  seat.  I  could  not  reach 
the  reins  nor  dare  I  alarm  Will,  who  was 
sleeping  and  had  observed  nothing.  I 
only  hoped  the  man  would  continue  to 
sleep,  for  the  dear  horses  were  old 
friends,  and  I  knew  they  would  keep  to 
the  trail,  and  turn  all  right  if  they  should 
meet  a  train,  which  was  not  likely  to 
happen,  as  at  this  season  they  were  all 
going  east.  Before  we  reached  the 
crossing  at  the  Loup  River,  not  far  from 
Columbus,  which  was  a  difficult  ford 
and  my  dread  all  the  anxious  day,  the 
man  had  slept  off  his  stupor  enough  to 
climb  to  his  seat  and  take  the  reins 
again;  and  to  my  great  relief,  another 
single  wagon,  like  our  own,  was  about 
to  crawl  down  the  steep  bank  into  the 
deepest  portion  of  the  current.  Our 
Punch  and  Judy  did  not  need  guiding 
to  follow  the  lead;  and  we  went  safely 
on  across  the  many  islands  and  chan- 
nels of  the  wide  river,  dangerous,  some 
of  them,  from  quicksands,  if  you  lost  the 
trail,  and  soon  after  drew  up  before 
this  house,  where  I  am  writing  to  you; 
and  it  seems  a  palace  to  me,  though  it 
really  is  a  dingy  two-story  building, 
very  bareand  common-looking.  Freight- 
ers and  stage-drivers,  dressed  in  rather 
uncouth  style,  lounged  on  the  dirty  nar- 
row porch;  but  I  climbed  down  from 
the  rear  of  the  wagon,  in  my  soiled, 
oddly  draped  cotton  dress,  with  a  con- 


fidence in  their  good-will  that  I  did  not 
find  misplaced.  A  dozen  strong  men 
came  forward  to  lift  Will  out,  and  take 
off  the  horses,  and  unpack  the  wagon  — 
not  employees  of  the  house,  but  its 
guests  on  the  porch;  and  if  I  had  sug- 
gested to  them  to  take  that  drunken 
doctor  away  and  hang  him,  I  think  they 
would  have  done  it. 

An  Ohio  woman  kept  the  hotel;  she 
had  heard  of  us  from  the  stage-men,  and 
a  word  secured  us  a  room  up  the  stairs, 
in  her  barrack-like  house,  though  it  was 
already  overfull  of  men. 

The  wretch  who  had  kept  me  in  fear 
all  day,  and  could  then  stand  with  dif- 
ficulty, was  paid  and  dismissed.  He  had 
seemed  to  obey  me  in  coming,  as  if  I 
owned  the  world;  and  I  am  sure  he  be- 
lieved I  owned  it  all  when  I  paid  him 
what  he  asked  for  coming;  but  it  mat- 
tered little  to  me  so  long  as  we  were  safe 
and  among  friends,  and  Will  was  bet- 
ter. I  ate  my  supper  with  pleasure, 
though  the  forty  rough  men  seated  at 
the  table  with  me  seemed  much  embar- 
rassed at  my  presence.  I  recognized 
respect  for  me  in  my  helpless  state, 
when  they  scarcely  lifted  their  eyes 
from  the  table,  and  spoke  to  each  other 
in  whispers. 

But  oh,  dear!  when  I  came  back  to 
our  room,  hoping  to  find  Will  resting 
and  happy,  he  was,  for  the  first  time  in 
his  illness,  wildly  delirious.  The  sight 
of  so  many  people,  and  the  bustle  and 
noise  of  the  house,  after  the  worries 
of  the  day,  were  too  much  for  his  weak 
state.  I  sent  in  haste  for  the  physician 
here  whom  I  had  heard  of,  and  when  he 
came,  I  saw  I  could  rely  on  his  aid  and 
his  knowledge.  He  gave  a  quieting 
medicine,  and  this  morning,  as  I  sit  be- 
side Will,  writing,  he  is  quite  himself, 
resting  and  stronger. 

Daylight  has  shown  the  room  to  be 
exceedingly  dirty;  the  house  has  been 
full  of  disbanded  soldiers  going  east 
from  stations  and  camps  north  of  the 
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Platte  River.  The  bed  was  unfit  for 
decent  people,  and  we  grow  more  par- 
ticular when  we  reach  settlements.  As 
there  seem  to  be  few,  if  any,  women 
attendants  in  the  house,  I  have  taken 
the  room  in  hand  myself  a  little.  I 
succeeded  in  getting  a  *  bucket '  of  warm 
water  and  a  mop,  and  have  taken  up 
a  good  deal  of  the  dust,  and  no  doubt 
some  fleas  and  other  vermin.  We  hope 
soon  to  be  able  to  go  on  home. 

I  have  not  dared  to  write  to  you  be- 
fore this.  To  think  of  you  and  my 
Eastern  home,  and  put  in  words,  during 
the  past  two  weeks,  what  has  taken  all 
my  strength  and  courage  to  face,  would 
have  weakened  my  self-control.  Now 
I  write  full  of  hope  and  in  comparative 
comfort. 

Council  Bluffs,  Iowa 
October  30,  1865. 
It  is  two  weeks  since  I  wrote  to  you, 
soon  after  reaching  Columbus,  and  we 
thought  a  day  or  two  would  see  us  on 
our  way  to  our  home;  but  Will  did  not 
mend  as  fast  as  we  hoped  he  would. 
Sometimes  I  lost  hope;  but  had  I  not 
escaped  with  him  alive,  from  those 
desolate  prairies  behind  us,  the  very 
*  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death'!  We 
had  the  aid  of  a  kind  and  intelligent 
physician,  and  the  essential  comforts  of 
life. 

I  cooked  Will's  food  on  the  kitchen 
stove  myself;  but  I  was  in  no  way  dis- 
heartened, nor  did  my  appetite  fail  me, 
when  I  saw  the  process  of  cooking  the 
food  for  the  public  table;  I  even  helped 
pull  out  some  of  the  flies  from  the  bat- 
ter of  soaked  bread,  which  stood  on 
the  cooking-table  ready  to  be  fried  in- 
to great  balls,  in  spiders  full  of  grease, 
and  knew,  when  I  ate  them  later  for 
supper,  that  not  a  few  remained.  To 
show  daintiness,  or  seem  to  be  diff*er- 
ent  from  those  about  me,  would  repel 
the  kindness  so  freely  given,  which  was 
our  support  and  help. 

When  I  could  leave  Will,  I  went  to  the 
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porch  and  talked  with  the  stage-dri- 
vers, as  they  came  in,  about  the  90-mile 
journey  still  before  us  —  learning  how 
many  miles  we  would  be  forced  to  travel 
in  a  day  to  reach  the  stage-stations  at 
night;  for  our  experience  had  taught  us 
the  wisdom  of  staying  at  public  places 
on  the  road.  That  we  were  not  mo- 
lested the  night  our  German  doctor 
found  the  whiskey,  at  that  lonely  way- 
side ranch,  was  fortunate. 

But,  after  ten  days  without  much 
change,  we  both  grew  restive;  there 
were  so  many  things  to  make  our  going- 
on  more  and  more  imperative. 

It  was  the  last  of  October;  these  con- 
stant days  of  sunshine  must  soon  end. 
What  if  November  winds  and  cold 
storms  set  in  early?  We  had  no  cloth- 
ing warm  enough  for  late  traveling  on 
the  plains,  and,  to  my  great  satisfaction. 
Will  had  come  to  see,  what  I  had  long 
known,  that  at  his  best,  even  in  our 
pleasant  city  home,  he  would  not  be 
equal  to  the  demands  of  Western  life 
upon  his  physical  strength,  and  we  must 
go  back  to  New  York  before  winter. 
A  coach-ride  from  Council  Bluff's  to 
Des  Moines,  of  150  miles,  was  not  to  be 
thought  of  at  that  season,  and  the  only 
other  way  to  reach  the  nearest  railroad 
was  by  the  Missouri  River;  and  if  we 
delayed  too  long  at  Columbus,  the  last 
boat  of  the  season  would  leave  for  St. 
Joseph,  Missouri.  We  must  go  on. 

The  anxiety  and  thinking  kept  Will 
from  getting  strong;  but  he  could  not 
yet  walk,  much  less  drive  horses,  and 
I  could  find  no  one  to  hire.  Every  man 
who  could  work  was  out  on  the  prairie 
with  hay-machines,  cutting  and  curing 
hay  for  the  keeping  of  the  great  trains 
of  oxen  and  mules,  which,  coming  and 
going  to  and  from  the  far  West,  made 
Columbus  a '  refitting'  station,  as  Coun- 
cil Bluff's  is  called  an  'outfitting  one.' 

Huge  stacks  of  hay,  high  and  long,  and 
long  barns,  built  of  sod  and  stacked 
over  with  hay,  stretched  in  every  direc- 
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tion  from  the  little  cluster  of  cabins 
near  the  hotel,  which  made  what  we 
call  a  village  and  they  call  a  town. 
They  had  been  cutting  hay  since  July, 
and  would  keep  on  till  the  frost  drove 
them  in;  but  there  were  not  men  enough 
to  do  the  work  of  getting  in  the  hay  still 
needed. 

There  was  a  camp  of  soldiers  sta- 
tioned a  few  miles  away,  and  someone 
mentioned  that  a  convalescent  soldier, 
an  under-officer,  had  received  a  fur- 
lough, and  would  be  glad  of  the  free 
passage  east,  and  would  be  a  suitable 
person  to  help  us.  I  wrote  at  once  to 
the  commandant  of  the  post,  and  re- 
ceived a  courteous  reply,  that  the  man 
would  come  the  next  morning  and  go 
with  us  as  we  wished;  so,  without  delay, 
I  made  everything  ready,  and  Will  grew 
bright  at  the  prospect  of  moving  on. 
Our  good  friends,  the  stage-drivers, 
brought  him  to  the  porch  next  morning 
before  they  went  out  with  their  coaches, 
and  our  horses  were  put  on  the  wagon, 
already  loaded  up  and  before  the  door. 
Good-byes  were  said  to  our  hostess  and 
her  barkeeper,  who  stood  smilingly  in 
the  doorway  (after  confirming  to  us 
our  previous  surmises,  that  they  would 
soon  make  a  united  head  to  the  house), 
and  we  waited  for  our  soldier. 

He  came  with  a  note  from  the  com- 
mandant, saying  there  had  been  a  mis- 
take. The  soldier's  papers  required 
him  to  report  by  the  Southern  route  at 
Leavenworth,  and  he  could  not  go  with 
us! 

Will  grew  faint  with  disappointment, 
and  exclaimed,  *I  shall  certainly  die  if 
I  stay  here.*  One  glance  at  his  despair- 
ing face,  and  then  at  our  trusty  horses, 
and  a  look  at  the  sunny  sky,  and  a 
thought  of  those  stage-drivers  who  had 
promised  to  meet  us  at  the  stations,  and 
I  said,  *I  will  drive  myself;  help  him 
in.' 

Will  did  not  object,  and  in  ten  min- 
utes he  was  in  his  old  place  on  the  mat- 


tress and  pillows,  and  his  voice  sounded 
quite  strong  and  cheery  as  he  called  to 
tell  me  how  to  climb  over  the  high  sides 
of  the  wagon,  to  reach  the  seat,  perched 
up  so  high  that  the  canvass  cover 
almost  touched  my  head;  and  I  felt 
elated  and  happy  as  I  gathered  the 
reins  in  my  bare  hands,  and  turned  into 
the  trail  to  commence  our  four  days* 
journey,  and,  in  a  few  moments  more, 
left  all  signs  of  habitation  behind  us. 

I  knew  a  good  deal  more  about  prairie 
traveling  than  when  I  came  out.  I  had 
not  yet  resumed  my  hoops;  the  demands 
of  fashion  at  Columbus,  proud  and  cen- 
tral city  as  it  claimed  to  be,  had  not 
required  it.  I  had  completed  that  morn- 
ing a  most  satisfactory  bargain,  some 
days  under  consideration,  with  a  stage- 
driver's  wife,  who  had  come  for  a  few 
days  to  the  hotel,  for  her  last  summer's 
Shaker  sunbonnet,  with  a  buff  cham- 
bray  cape  and  strings,  in  exchange  for 
my  quite  stylish  and  new  hat.  I  was  to 
pay  her  two  dollars  in  cash  besides,  for 
she  was  not  sure  that  the  hat  was  quite 
the  thing.  *Most  uns  wore  Shakers.' 
At  the  last  moment,  she  yielded.  I  knew 
the  comfort  of  that  deep  shade  and 
fast  strings,  under  the  bright  sun  and 
prairie  winds;  not  that  my  complexion 
needed  shade:  I  was  already  brown  as 
the  prairie  dust,  and  my  gloves  were 
long  ago  worn  out.  A  heavy  flannel 
shirt  of  Will's,  put  on  under  my  dress, 
may  have  looked  a  trifle  clumsy,  but 
gave  me  warmth  and  left  my  arms  free. 

I  was  a  little  dismayed  when  Punch 
began  to  go  lame  after  a  mile  or  so.  I 
dared  do  a  good  many  things,  but  not  to 
lift  his  foot  to  see  what  was  the  matter, 
and  Will  must  not  be  worried.  But  he 
soon  cast  a  shoe,  and  I  climbed  down 
and  recovered  it;  the  soft,  stoneless  soil 
could  do  no  harm,  and  the  first  station- 
master  put  it  on  again. 

Our  lunch-box  was  well  filled  and  I 
made  tea  on  the  station  stove,  while  the 
men  hastened  to  take  off  the  horses  and 
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care  for  them.  When  our  stage-man 
John  came  swinging  up  later,  on  his 
coach  from  the  East,  he  gave  a  ringing 
whoop  at  sight  of  us,  and  said  I '  would 
do,'  which  gave  me  satisfaction. 

And  from  that  time  on,  for  the  whole 
four  days,  we  were  under  the  special 
care  of  the  stage-men.  They  looked  after 
the  horses  and  our  comfort,  in  every 
way  possible  to  them.  It  was  not  one 
man,  for  of  course  we  could  not  keep  up 
with  the  coach,  and  the  men  were  fre- 
quently changed;  but  going  east  and 
going  west,  all  knew  about  us,  and 
passed  us  on  to  each  other,  so  that  a 
bed  was  ready  for  us,  and  men  waiting 
to  lift  Will  out  tenderly  and  carry  him 
to  it,  at  every  night  station. 

The  stations  were  sometimes  very 
rough  places,  sometimes  only  one  room 
for  living  and  sleeping;  but  the  one  cur- 
tained bed  was  always  ours;  at  least  it 
was  Will's;  and  if  it  was  only  a  lounge, 
I  spread  our  blankets  on  the  floor  for 
myself,  as  I  had  done  farther  west.  It 
did  not  ruffle  me  in  the  least,  if  one  or 
two  men  snored  lustily  in  another  cor- 
ner of  the  room;  I  had  learned  to  trust 
kind  hearts  under  very  rough  exteriors. 
All  our  good  Johns  waved  their  hands 
to  us,  as  they  passed  us  on  the  road; 
and  each  day's  travel  was  laid  out  for 
us  by  one  of  them  each  morning. 

One  day  we  were  told  not  to  go  to  the 
regular  stage-station  at  night;  it  was 
too  rough;  but  to  leave  the  trail  at  a 
certain  point  and  make  for  a  house 
in  sight,  two  miles  across  the  prairie, 
where  we  would  get  a  good  room  and 
bed.  The  owner  knew  we  were  coming, 
how,  we  could  not  tell,  and  welcomed 
us  Hke  friends;  and  when  Will  found  he 
could  sit  at  the  table  with  us,  and  taste 
the  fried  bacon,  our  host  looked  at  him 
with  tears  streaming  down  his  face,  and 
swore  big  oaths  at  him  roimdly,  to 
show  how  glad  he  was.  Later,  the  tall 
figure  of  our  John  stood  in  the  doorway 
of  our  room,  and  he  too  cried  like  a 


child  because  Will  called  out  *  Hullo' 
in  a  good  full  voice.  The  man  had  walk- 
ed across  the  prairie  several  miles,  'to 
see  if  they  was  square  with  the  horses,' 
he  said,  but  really  to  see  if  we  were  all 
right.  I  cannot  begin  to  tell  you  the 
comfort  these  men  were  to  us.  They 
scorned  any  reward  for  their  services, 
and  had  few  words  to  say;  if  we  express- 
ed gratitude,  they  turned  away  shyly 
and  disappeared;  they  still  looked  at  us 
in  that  wondering  sort  of  way,  I  sup- 
pose because  we  showed  plain  marks  of 
being  *  tender-feet,'  as  newcomers  from 
the  East  are  called. 

I  was  never  frightened  at  our  loneli- 
ness on  the  prairie,  even  when  one  day 
they  told  us  there  would  be  a  stretch  of 
16  miles  without  a  house.  One  day,  I 
was  startled  for  a  moment,  at  a  sudden 
apparition,  behind  a  slight  rise  of 
ground,  of  a  dozen  Indians,  coming  in 
single  file,  at  right  angles  across  our 
trail;  and  the  horses,  too,  showed  signs 
of  fear;  but  their  squaws  were  with 
them  with  loaded  ponies,  and  I  knew 
we  were  beyond  dangerous  Indian 
ground,  and  they  were  soon  out  of 
sight. 

Once,  at  our  noon  halt,  we  found  no 
men  at  home  at  the  station,  only  a 
young  German  woman  who  could  not 
speak  English;  and  as  the  usual  custom 
for  travelers  was  to  water  and  feed  their 
own  horses,  I  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do ; 
for  to  lift  a  pail  of  water  to  those  thirsty, 
eager  horses,  was  beyond  my  strength 
and  my  courage  as  well;  but  the  woman 
came  to  my  help,  and  did  it  all  with 
ease. 

Until  the  afternoon  of  the  third  day 
we  had  been  following  the  unbroken 
trail  on  the  level  prairie;  then  we  came 
to  a  large  stream  with  deeply  worn 
banks,  and,  to  my  dismay,  some  of  the 
planks  of  the  long  bridge  were  upset, 
and  it  was  impassable.  I  could  not 
leave  the  horses  nor  could  I  lift  the 
heavy  planks  to  replace  them.  It  was 
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nearing  sundown;  what  could  we  do  if 
darkness  found  us  in  that  place?  The 
coach  had  already  passed  us,  and  not  a 
train  or  house  was  in  sight.  For  the 
first  time  my  teeth  chattered  with  fear. 

A  half-hour's  waiting,  and  two  men  in 
an  open  spring  wagon  came  rapidly  up 
beside  us.  Spring  wagons  are  unusual 
on  the  plains.  The  slow-moving  heavy 
white-covered  wagons  we  call  *  prairie 
schooners'  are  commonly  used,  and 
they  can  be  seen  at  a  long  distance.  I 
thought  this  one  had  dropped  from  the 
sky,  and  still  more,  when  the  men  came 
quickly  to  speak  to  us,  and  in  the  tone 
and  language  of  the  far  East,  asked  us 
how  we  were.  They  were  entire  stran- 
gers, but  belonged  to  the  surveying- 
party,  of  whom  we  had  seen  and  heard 
nothing  since  that  morning  at  Lone 
Tree,  when  our  friend  left  us  after  his 
night's  vigil.  They  had  been  told  by 
their  chief  to  look  out  for  us,  and  had 
been  expecting  to  find  us  at  some  point 
farther  west,  days  before  that  time. 
Just  when  all  other  help  failed  us,  they 
appeared,  and  we  were  soon  safely  on 
our  way,  to  the  last  night  station  of  our 
journey. 

The  last  day  was  a  difficult  one  for  me, 
though  Will  was  already  so  nearly  well 
he  needed  but  little  care,  reclining 
cheerfully  on  his  cushions,  telling  me 
stories  and  enjoying  the  sunshine. 

But  the  country  changed  to  high 
rolling  prairie  after  leaving  the  valley 
of  the  Elkhorn  River,  and  the  frequent 
long  descents  were  perfectly  smooth,  like 
ice,  and  the  worn  shoes  of  the  horses 
obliged  me  to  *put  on  the  brake.'  It 
was  hard  to  reach  it,  and  harder  to 


press  it  down.  Then  the  front  bow  of 
the  wagon  cover  had  broken,  and  left 
the  canvas  to  flap  about  my  face,  and 
the  sun  beat  in  my  eyes,  altogether 
bringing  on  a  violent  headache.  For 
the  first  time  in  all  the  four  weeks  of 
care  and  labor,  I  came  near  giving  out; 
and  the  nearer  we  came  to  thickly 
settled  country  and  town  life,  the  less 
we  could  expect  of  personal  interest  in 
us.  We  were  being  lost  in  the  edges  of 
the  rushing,  busy  life  of  that  world, 
which  seemed  to  commence  at  the  Mis- 
souri River;  and  Heaven,  which  had 
been  so  near,  and  Angelic  care,  in  the 
shape  of  good  Johns  and  civil  engineers, 
no  longer  seemed  about  us.  When  at 
last,  we  took  our  places  in  the  line  of 
white-topped  wagons,  waiting  their 
turn  to  cross  the  river  on  the  ferry- 
boat at  Omaha,  I  hoped  I  might  never 
again  see  the  valley  of  the  Platte.  We 
realized,  too,  when  we  were  unrecog- 
nized by  friends  on  the  boat  with  us, 
that  we  were  filling  well  the  role  of 
emigrant  'poor  white,'  whose  faded- 
out,  shabby  look  had  often  excited 
half  pity,  half  contempt  in  us,  in  the 
streets  of  Council  Bluffs. 

When  we  drew  up  at  last,  at  our  own 
door,  safe  and  nearly  sound,  amid  the 
congratulations  of  the  kindest  of  neigh- 
bors and  friends,  I  still  kept  in  mind 
the  tender,  almost  worshipful  respect 
and  care  of  our  stage-driver  friends. 

And  now  Punch  and  Judy,  our  faith- 
ful horses,  are  to  be  sold,  and  a  few  days 
must  see  us  on  our  way  down  the 
Missouri,  for  November's  chill  air  is 
here,  and  our  faces  are  set  towards 
New  York  and  home. 


THE  FOURTEENTH  OF  SEPTEMBER 


1321-1921 

BY  CHARLES  H.  GRANDGENT 

As  age,  their  shadow,  follows  life  and  birth. 
So  autumn  shadowed  summertime  and  spring 
And  day  was  yielding  fast  to  equal  night. 
When,  homeward  soaring  from  the  rustling  shore 
Where  weary  Po  exchanges  life  for  peace. 
His  spring-born  spirit  fled,  so  long  ago. 

Six  slowly  winding  centuries  ago. 

Reborn  was  he  in  everlasting  birth. 

To  taste  the  food  for  which  he  hungered,  peace. 

At  marriage  suppers  set  in  endless  spring. 

Shoresman  eternal  on  the  radiant  shore 

Which  never  saw  its  sun  engulft  in  night. 

A  sinful  world  of  self-created  night 

He  left  behind,  so  many  years  ago, 

A  world  where  hatred  ruled  from  shore  to  shore 

And  men,  despite  their  gentle  Saviour's  birth. 

Like  ancient  Adam  forfeited  their  spring, 

For  greed  and  discord  bartering  their  peace. 

To  light  the  day  of  universal  peace, 
God-sent  he  dawned  upon  our  bloody  night. 
Greatest  of  poets  since  the  primal  spring 
Flasht  forth  into  existence  long  ago. 
Benignant  stars  presided  o'er  his  birth, 
That  he  might  speak  to  every  listening  shore. 

Still  rings  his  voice  on  ocean's  either  shore, 
And  when  he  speaks,  our  Muses  hold  their  peace 
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And  wonder  if  the  world  shall  see  the  birth 
Of  man  like  him  before  the  Judgment  night, 
For  all  he  died  so  many  years  ago 
When  this  our  iron  age  was  in  its  spring. 

Ere  winter  blossom  into  balmy  spring, 

Ere  peace  prevail  on  any  mortal  shore 

(So  taught  the  Tuscan  poet  long  ago), 

Justice  must  reign:  in  it  alone  is  peace. 

The  Hound  shall  chase  the  Wolf  into  the  night, 

Then  earth  and  heaven  shall  witness  a  rebirth. 

Heaven  gave  him  birth,  one  ever  blessed  spring, 
Whose  lamp  through  all  the  night  illumes  our  shore. 
He  found  his  peace  six  hundred  years  ago. 


WHAT  IS  A  PURITAN? 


BY  STUART  P.  SHERMAN 


Both  the  contemporary  and  the  his- 
torical Puritan  are  still  involved  in 
clouds  of  libel,  of  which  the  origins  lie 
in  the  copious  fountains  of  indiscrim- 
inating  abuse  poured  out  upon  the  Puri- 
tans of  the  seventeenth  century  by  great 
Royalist  writers  like  Butler,  Dryden, 
and  Ben  Jonson.  The  Puritan  of  that 
day  was  ordinarily  represented  by  his 
adversaries  as  a  dishonest  casuist  and 
a  hypocrite.  To  illustrate  this  point,  I 
will  produce  a  brilliantly  malevolent 
portrait  from  Jonson*s  comedy,  Bar- 
tholomew Fair. 

This  play  was  performed  in  London 
six  years  before  the  Pilgrims  landed  at 


Plymouth;  and  it  helps  one  to  under- 
stand why  the  migratory  movement  of 
the  day  was  rather  to  than  from  Amer- 
ica. Jonson  presents  a  group  of  Puri- 
tans visiting  the  Fair.  Their  names 
are  Zeal-of-the-land  Busy,  Dame  Pure- 
craft,  and  Win-the-fight  Little-wit  and 
his  wife.  Roast  pig  is  a  main  feature  of 
the  Bartholomew  festivities;  and  the 
wife  of  Win-the-fight  Little-wit  feels  a 
strong  inclination  to  partake  of  it. 
Her  mother.  Dame  Purecraft,  has  some 
scruples  about  eating  in  the  tents  of 
wickedness,  and  carries  the  question  to 
Zeal-of-the-land  Busy,  asking  him  to 
resolve  their  doubts.  At  first  he  replies 
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adversely,  in  the  canting,  sing-song  na- 
sal fashion  then  attributed  to  the  Puri- 
tans by  their  enemies :  — 

'Verily  for  the  disease  of  longing,  it 
is  a  disease,  a  carnal  disease,  or  appe- 
tite .  .  .  and  as  it  is  carnal  and  inci- 
dent, it  is  natural,  very  natural;  now 
pig,  it  is  a  meat,  and  a  meat  that  is 
nourishing  and  may  be  longed  for,  and 
so  consequently  eaten;  it  may  be  eaten; 
very  exceedingly  well  eaten:  but  in  the 
Fair,  and  as  a  Bartholomew  pig,  it  can- 
not be  eaten;  for  the  very  calling  it  a 
Bartholomew  pig,  and  to  eat  it  so,  is  a 
spice  of  idolatry,  and  you  make  the 
Fair  no  better  than  one  of  the  high- 
places.  This,  I  take  it,  is  the  state  of 
the  question:  a  high-place/ 

Master  Little-wit  remonstrates,  say- 
ing, *But  in  state  of  necessity,  place 
should  give  place.  Master  Busy.'  And 
Dame  Purecraft  cries:  *Good  brother 
Zeal-of-the-land  Busy,  think  to  make  it 
as  lawful  as  you  can.* 

Thereupon,  Zeal-of-the-land  Busy  re- 
considers, as  follows:  — 

'Surely,  it  may  be  otherwise,  but  it 
is  subject  to  construction,  subject,  and 
hath  a  face  of  offence  with  the  weak, 
a  great  face,  a  foul  face;  but  that  face 
may  have  a  veil  put  over  it,  and  be 
shadowed  as  it  were;  it  may  be  eaten, 
and  in  the  Fair,  I  take  it,  in  a  booth, 
the  tents  of  the  Wicked:  the  place  is 
not  much,  not  very  much,  we  may  be 
religious  in  the  midst  of  the  profane,  so 
it  be  eaten  with  a  reformed  mouth,  with 
sobriety  and  humbleness;  not  gorged  in 
with  gluttony  or  greediness,  there's  the 
fear:  for,  should  she  go  there,  as  taking 
pride  in  the  place,  or  delight  in  the  un- 
clean dressing,  to  feed  the  vanity  of  the 
eye,  or  lust  of  the  palate,  it  were  not 
well,  it  were  not  fit,  it  were  abominable 
and  not  good.* 

Finally,  Zeal-of-the-land  Busy  not 
only  consents,  but  joins  the  rest,  say- 
ing, '  In  the  way  of  comfort  to  the  weak, 
I  will  go  and  eat.  I  will  eat  exceeding- 


ly and  prophesy;  there  may  be  a  good 
use  made  of  it  too,  now  I  think  on  it: 
by  the  public  eating  of  swine's  flesh,  to 
profess  our  hate  and  loathing  of  Juda- 
ism, whereof  the  brethren  stand  taxed. 
I  will  therefore  eat,  yea,  I  will  eat  ex- 
ceedingly.' 

The  entire  passage  might  be  regarded 
as  a  satirical  interpretation  of  Calvin's 
chapter  on  Christian  Liberty.  In  this 
fashion  the  anti-Puritan  writers  of  the 
seventeenth  century  habitually  depict- 
ed the  people  who  set  up  the  Common- 
wealth in  England  and  colonized  Mas- 
sachusetts. In  the  eyes  of  unfriendly 
English  contemporaries,  the  men  who 
came  over  in  the  Mayflower  and  their 
kind  were  unctuous  hypocrites. 

That  charge,  though  it  has  been  re- 
vived for  modern  uses,  no  longer  stands 
against  the  seventeenth-century  Puri- 
tans. Under  persecution  and  in  power, 
on  the  scaffold,  in  war,  and  in  the  wilder- 
ness, they  proved  that,  whatever  their 
faults,  they  were  animated  by  a  pas- 
sionate sincerity.  When  the  Puritan 
William  Prynne  spoke  disrespectfully 
of  magistrates  and  bishops.  Archbishop 
Laud,  or  his  agents,  cut  off  his  ears  and 
threw  him  back  into  prison.  As  soon  as 
he  could  get  hold  of  ink  and  paper, 
Prynne  sent  out  from  prison  fresh  at- 
tacks on  .the  bishops.  They  took  him 
out  and  cut  off  his  ears  again,  and 
branded  him  *S.L.,'  which  they  in- 
tended to  signify  'Seditious  Libeller'; 
but  he,  with  the  iron  still  hot  in  his  face 
and  with  indignation  inspiring,  per- 
haps, the  most  dazzling  pun  ever  re- 
corded, interpreted  the  letters  to  mean. 
Stigmata  Laudis.  When  the  Puritans 
came  into  power,  Prynne  issued  from 
his  dungeon  and  helped  cut  off,  not  the 
ears,  but  the  heads  of  Archbishop  Laud 
and  King  Charles.  After  that,  they  said 
less  about  his  insincerity.  Prynne  and 
his  friends  had  their  faults;  but  lack  of 
conviction  and  the  courage  of  their  con- 
viction were  not  among  them. 


344 


WHAT  IS  A  PURITAN? 


When,  a  hundred  years  ago,  Macau- 
lay  wrote  his  famous  passage  on  the 
Puritans  in  the  essay  on  Milton,  he 
tried  to  do  them  justice;  and  he  did 
brush  aside  the  traditional  charge  of 
hypocrisy  with  the  contempt  which  it 
deserves.  But  in  place  of  the  picture 
of  the  oily  hypocrite,  he  set  up  another 
picture  equally  questionable.  He  paint- 
ed the  Puritan  as  a  kind  of  religious 
superman  of  incredible  fortitude  and 
determination,  who  *went  through  the 
world,  like  Sir  Artegal's  iron  man  Talus 
with  his  flail,  crushing  and  trampling 
down  oppressors,  mingling  with  human 
beings,  but  having  neither  part  nor  lot 
in  human  infirmities,  insensible  to  fa- 
tigue, to  pleasure,  and  to  pain,  not  to 
be  pierced  by  any  weapon,  not  to  be 
withstood  by  any  barrier/ 

Now  this  portrait  of  Macaulay's  is 
executed  with  far  more  respect  for  the 
Puritan  character  than  Jonson  exhib- 
ited in  his  portrait  of  Zeal-of-the-land 
Busy.  But  it  is  just  as  clearly  a  carica- 
ture. It  violently  exaggerates  certain 
harsh  traits  of  individual  Puritans  under 
persecution  and  at  war;  it  suppresses 
all  the  mild  and  attractive  traits;  and 
Carlyle,  with  his  hero-worship  and  his 
eye  on  Cromwell,  continues  the  exag- 
geration in  the  same  direction.  It  gives 
an  historically  false  impression,  because 
it  conveys  the  idea  that  the  Puritans 
were  exceptionally  harsh  and  intolerant 
as  compared  with  other  men  in  their  own 
times. 

For  example,  the  supposedly  harsh 
Puritan  Cromwell  stood  for  a  wide  lati- 
tude of  religious  opinion  and  toleration 
of  sects  at  a  time  when  the  Catholic 
Inquisition  had  established  a  rigid  cen- 
sorship and  was  persecuting  Huguenots 
and  Mohammedans  and  Jews,  and  tor- 
turing and  burning  heretics  wherever 
its  power  extended.  It  is  customary 
now  to  point  to  the  Salem  witchcraft 
and  the  hanging  of  three  Quakers  in 
Boston  —  who  incidentally  seem  to 


have  insisted  on  being  hanged  —  as 
signal  illustrations  of  the  intolerance 
of  Puritanism  and  its  peculiar  fanati- 
cism. But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  these 
things  were  merely  instances  of  a  com- 
paratively mild  infection  of  the  Puri- 
tans by  a  madness  that  swept  over 
the  world.  In  Salem  there  were  twenty 
victims,  and  the  madness  lasted  one 
year.  In  Europe  there  were  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  victims;  and  there  were 
witches  burned  in  Catholic  Spain, 
France,  and  South  America  a  hundred 
years  after  the  practice  of  executing 
witches  had  been  condemned  among 
the  Puritans.  Comparatively  speaking, 
the  Puritans  were  quick  to  discard  and 
condemn  the  common  harshness  and  in- 
tolerance of  their  times. 

The  Puritan  leaders  in  the  seven- 
teenth century  were,  like  all  leaders, 
exceptional  men;  but  if  looked  at  close- 
ly, they  exhibit  the  full  complement  of 
human  qualities,  and  rather  more  than 
less  than  average  respect  for  the  rights 
and  the  personality  of  the  individual, 
since  their  doctrines,  political  and  reli- 
gious, immensely  emphasized  the  im- 
portance and  sacredness  of  the  indi- 
vidual life.  They  had  iron  enough  in 
their  blood  to  put  duty  before  pleasure; 
but  that  does  not  imply  that  they  ban- 
ished pleasure.  They  put  goodness 
above  beauty;  but  that  does  not  mean 
that  they  despised  beauty.  It  does  not 
set  them  apart  as  a  peculiar  and  abnor- 
mal people.  In  every  age  of  the  world, 
in  every  progressing  society,  there  is, 
there  has  to  be,  a  group,  and  a  fairly 
large  group,  of  leaders  and  toilers  to 
whom  their  own  personal  pleasure  is  a 
secondary  consideration  —  a  considera- 
tion secondary  to  the  social  welfare  and 
the  social  advance.  On  the  long  slow 
progress  of  the  race  out  of  Egypt  into 
the  Promised  Land,  they  prepare  the 
line  of  march,  they  look  after  the  arms 
and  munitions,  they  bring  up  the  ^up- 
plies,  they  scout  out  the  land,  they  rise 
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up  early  in  the  morning,  they  watch  at 
night,  they  bear  the  burdens  of  leader- 
ship, while  the  children,  the  careless 
young  people,  and  the  old  people  who 
have  never  grown  up,  are  playing  or 
fiddling  or  junketing  on  the  fringes  of 
the  march.  They  are  never  popular 
among  these  who  place  pleasure  first; 
for  they  are  always  rounding  up  strag- 
glers, recalling  loiterers,  and  preaching 
up  the  necessity  of  toil  and  courage  and 
endurance.  They  are  not  popuW;  but 
they  are  not  inhuman.  The  violet  smells 
to  them  as  it  does  to  other  men;  and 
rest  and  recreation  are  sweet.  I  must 
illustrate  a  little  the  more  intimately 
human  aspect  of  our  seventeenth-cen- 
tury group. 

II 

It  is  a  part  of  the  plot  of  our  droll 
and  dry  young  people  to  throw  the  op- 
probrium of  the  present  drought  upon 
the  Puritans.  These  iron  men,  one  in- 
fers from  reading  the  discourses,  for  ex- 
ample, of  Mr.  Mencken,  banished  wine 
as  a  liquor  inconsistent  with  Calvinistic 
theology,  though,  to  be  sure,  Calvin 
himself  placed  it  among  'matters  in- 
different.' And  the  Puritans,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  used  both  wine  and  tobacco 
—  both  men  and  women.  If  Puritan- 
ism means  reaction  in  favor  of  obsolete 
standards,  our  contemporary  Puritans 
will  repeal  the  obnoxious  amendment; 
and  all  who  are  thirsty  should  circulate 
the  Puritan  literature  of  the  seventeenth 
century.  Read  your  Pilgrim's  Progress, 
and  you  will  find  that  Christian's  wife, 
on  the  way  to  salvation,  sent  her  child 
back  after  her  bottle  of  liquor.  Read 
Winthrop's  letters,  and  you  will  find 
that  Winthrop's  wife  writes  to  him  to 
thank  him  for  the  tobacco  that  he  has 
sent  to  her  mother.  Read  Mather's 
diary,  and  you  will  find  that  he  sug- 
gests pious  thoughts  to  be  meditated 
upon  by  the  members  of  his  household 
while  they  are  engaged  in  home-brew- 


ing. Read  the  records  of  the  first  Bos- 
ton church,  and  you  will  find  that  one 
of  the  first  teachers  was  a  wine-seller. 
Read  the  essays  of  John  Robinson,  first 
pastor  of  the  Pilgrims,  and  you  will  find 
that  he  ridicules  Lycurgus,  the  Spar- 
tan law-giver,  for  ordering  the  vines 
cut  down,  merely  *  because  men  were 
sometimes  drunken  with  the  grapes.' 
Speaking  of  celibacy,  Robinson  says, 
'Abstinence  from  marriage  is  no  more 
a  virtue  than  abstinence  from  wine  or 
other  pleasing  natural  thing.  Both  mar- 
riage and  wine  are  of  God  and  good  in 
themselves.' 

Since  I  do  not  wish  to  incite  a  religious 
and  Puritanical  resistance  to  the  Vol- 
stead Act,  I  must  add  that  Robinson, 
in  that  tone  of  sweet  reasonableness 
which  characterizes  all  his  essays,  re- 
marks further:  *  Yet  may  the  abuse  of  a 
thing  be  so  common  and  notorious  and 
the  use  so  small  and  needless  as  better 
want  the  small  use  than  be  in  contin- 
ual danger  of  the  great  abuse.'  And 
this,  I  suppose,  is  exactly  the  ground 
taken  by  the  sensible  modern  prohibi- 
tionist. It  is  not  a  matter  of  theological 
sin  with  him  at  all.  It  never  was  that. 
It  is  now  a  matter  of  economics  and 
aesthetics,  and  of  the  greatest  happiness 
and  freedom  to  the  greatest  number. 

These  iron  men  are  accused  of  be- 
ing hostile  to  beauty,  the  charge  being 
based  upon  the  crash  of  a  certain  num- 
ber of  stained-glass  windows  and  altar 
ornaments,  which  ofi'ended  them,  how- 
ever, not  as  art,  but  as  religious  sym- 
bolism. Why  fix  upon  the  riot  of  soldiers 
in  war-time  and  neglect  to  inquire: 
Who,  after  the  death  of  Shakespeare,  in 
all  the  seventeenth  century,  most  elo- 
quently praised  music  and  the  drama? 
Who  most  lavishly  described  and  most 
exquisitely  appreciated  nature?  Who 
had  the  richest  literary  culture  and  the 
most  extensive  acquaintance  with  po- 
etry? Who  published  the  most  mag- 
nificent poems  ?  The  answer  to  all  these 
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questions  is,  of  course,  that  conspicu- 
ous Puritan,  the  Latin  secretary  to 
Oliver  Cromwell,  John  Milton. 

In  a  letter  to  an  Italian  friend,  Mil- 
ton writes:  *God  has  instilled  into  me, 
if  into  anyone,  a  vehement  love  of  the 
beautiful.  Not  with  so  much  labor  is 
Ceres  said  to  have  sought  her  daughter 
Proserpine,  as  it  is  my  habit  day  and 
night  to  seek  for  this  idea  of  the  beau- 
tiful .  .  .  through  all  the  forms  and 
faces  of  things.'  With  some  now  nearly 
obsolete  notions  of  precedence,  Milton 
did  place  God  before  the  arts.  But  was 
he  hostile  to  the  arts?  The  two  most 
important  sorts  of  people  in  the  state, 
he  declares,  are,  first,  those  who  make 
the  social  existence  of  the  citizens  *  just 
and  holy,'  and,  second,  those  who  make 
it  *  splendid  and  beautiful.'  He  insists 
that  the  very  stability  of  the  state  de- 
pends upon  the  splendor  and  excellence 
of  its  public  institutions  and  the  splen- 
did and  excellent  expression  of  its  social 
life  —  depends,  in  short,  as,  I  have  in- 
sisted, upon  the  cooperation  of  the 
Puritans  and  the  artists,  upon  the  in- 
tegrity of  the  national  genius. 

These  iron  men  are  said  to  have  been 
devoid  of  tenderness  and  sympathy  in 
personal  relations.  But  this  does  not 
agree  with  the  testimony  of  Bradford, 
who  records  it  in  his  history  that,  in  the 
first  winter  at  Plymouth,  when  half  the 
colony  had  died  and  most  of  the  rest 
were  sick,  Myles  Standish  and  Brew- 
ster, and  the  four  or  five  others  who 
were  well,  watched  over  and  waited  on 
the  rest  with  the  loving  tenderness  and 
the  unflinching  fidelity  of  a  mother. 

These  people  had  fortitude;  but  was 
it  due  to  callousness?  Were  they  really, 
as  Macaulay  intimates,  insensible  to 
their  own  suff*erings  and  the  sufferings 
of  others?  Hear  the  cry  of  John  Bun- 
yan  when  prison  separates  him  from 
his  family:  *The  parting  with  my  wife 
and  poor  children  hath  often  been  to 
me  in  this  place  as  the  pulling  the  flesh 


from  my  bone;  and  that  not  only  be- 
cause I  am  somewhat  too  fond  of  these 
great  mercies,  but  also  because  I  should 
have  often  brought  to  my  mind  the 
many  hardships,  miseries,  and  wants 
that  my  poor  family  was  like  to  meet 
with,  should  I  be  taken  from  them,  es- 
pecially my  poor  blind  childy  who  lay 
nearer  my  heart  than  all  I  had  besides. 
O  the  thought  of  the  hardship  I  thought 
my  blind  one  might  go  under,  would 
break  *my  heart  to  pieces.' 

Finally,  these  iron  men  are  grievously 
charged  with  a  lack  of  romantic  feeling 
and  the  daring  necessary  to  act  upon  it. 
Much  depends  upon  what  you  mean  by 
romance.  If  you  mean  by  romance,  a 
life  of  excitement  and  perilous  adven- 
ture, there  are  duller  records  than  that 
of  the  English  Puritans.  Not  without 
some  risk  to  themselves,  not  without  at 
least  an  occasional  thrill,  did  these  pious 
villagers  decapitate  the  King  of  Eng- 
land, overturn  the  throne  of  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  pull  up  stakes 
and  settle  in  Holland,  sail  the  uncharted 
Atlantic  in  a  cockleshell,  and  set  up  a 
kingdom  for  Christ  in  the  howling  wil- 
derness. I  don't  think  that  dwellers  in 
Gopher  Prairie  or  Greenwich  Village 
have  a  right  to  call  that  life  precisely 
humdrum. 

Add  to  this  the  fact  that  the  more 
fervent  Puritans  were  daily  engaged  in 
a  terrifically  exciting  adventure  with 
Jehovah.  Some  women  of  to-day  would 
think  it  tolerably  interesting,  I  should 
suppose,  to  be  married  to  a  man  like 
Cotton  Mather,  who  rose  every  day 
after  breakfast,  went  into  his  study, 
put,  as  he  said,  his  sinful  mouth  in  the 
dust  of  his  study  floor,  and,  while  the 
tears  streamed  from  his  eyes,  conversed 
directly  with  angels,  with  *joy  un- 
speakable and  full  of  glory.'  If  a  Puri- 
tan wife  was  pious,  she  was  engaged  in 
a  true  *  eternal  triangle';  when  Win- 
throp  left  home,  his  wife  was  committed 
by  him  to  the  arms  of  her  heavenly 
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lover.  If  she  were  not  pious,  she  stole 
the  records  of  his  conversation  with 
angels,  and  went,  like  Mather's  wife, 
into  magnificent  fits  of  jealousy  against 
the  Lord  of  Hosts.  The  resulting  at- 
mosphere may  not  have  been  ideal;  but 
it  is  not  to  be  described  as  *  sullen 
gloom';  it  was  not  humdrum  like  a 
Dreiser  novel;  it  was  tense  with  the  ex- 
citement of  living  on  the  perilous  edge 
of  Paradise. 

Did  these  Puritan  husbands  lack 
charm,  or  devotion  to  their  women?  I 
find  that  theory  hard  to  reconcile  with 
the  fact  that  so  many  of  them  had  three 
wives.  Most  of  us  modern  men  feel 
that  we  have  charm  enough,  if  we  can 
obtain  and  retain  one,  now  that  higher 
education  of  women  has  made  them  so 
exacting  in  their  standards  and  so 
expensive  to  maintain.  Now,  Cotton 
Mather  had  three  wives;  and  when  he 
was  forty  or  so,  in  the  short  interim  be- 
tween number  two  and  number  three, 
he  received  a  proposal  of  marriage  from 
a  girl  of  twenty,  who  was,  he  thought, 
the  wittiest  and  the  prettiest  girl  in 
the  colony.  I  conclude  inevitably  that 
there  was  something  very  attractive  in 
Cotton  Mather.  Call  it  charm;  call  it 
what  you  will;  he  possessed  that  which 
the  Ladies*  Home  Journal  would  de- 
scribe as  *  What  women  admire  in  men.' 

As  a  further  illustration  of  the  *  sul- 
len gloom  of  their  domestic  habits,' 
take  the  case  of  John  Winthrop,  the 
pious  Puritan  governor  of  Massachu- 
setts. After  a  truly  religious  courtship, 
he  married  his  wife,  about  1618,  against 
the  wishes  of  her  friends.  We  have  some 
letters  of  the  early  years  of  their  life  to- 
gether, in  which  he  addresses  her  as 
*My  dear  wife,'  *My  sweet  wife,'  and 
*My  dear  wife,  my  chief  joy  in  this 
world.'  Well,  that  is  nothing;  at  first, 
we  all  do  that. 

But  ten  years  later  Winthrop  pre- 
pared to  visit  New  England,  without 
his  family,  to  found  a  colony.  While 


waiting  for  his  ship  to  sail,  he  writes 
still  to  his  wife  by  every  possible  mes- 
senger, merely  to  tell  her  that  she  is  his 
chief  joy  in  all  the  world;  and  before  he 
leaves  England  he  arranges  with  her 
that,  as  long  as  he  is  away,  every  week 
on  Tuesday  and  Friday  at  five  o'clock 
he  and  she  will  think  of  each  other 
wherever  they  are,  and  commune  in 
spirit.  When  one  has  been  married  ten 
or  twelve  long  years,  that  is  more  ex- 
traordinary. It  shows,  I  think,  roman- 
tic feeling  equal  to  that  in  Miss  Lulu 
Belt,  or  Poor  Whitey  or  Moon-Calf. 

Finally,  I  will  present  an  extract  from 
a  letter  of  this  same  John  Winthrop  to 
this  same  wife,  written  in  1637,  when 
they  had  been  married  twenty  years. 
It  is  an  informal  note,  written  hurriedly, 
in  the  rush  of  business:  — 

SWEETHEABT,  — 

I  was  unwillingly  hindered  from  com- 
ing to  thee,  nor  am  I  like  to  see  thee 
before  the  last  day  of  this  weeke:  there- 
fore I  shall  want  a  band  or  two:  and 
cuffs.  I  pray  thee  also  send  me  six  or 
seven  leaves  of  tobacco  dried  and  pow- 
dered. Have  care  of  thyself  this  cold 
weather,  and  speak  to  the  folks  to  keep 
the  goats  well  out  of  the  garden.  .  .  . 
If  any  letters  be  come  for  me,  send 
them  by  this  bearer.  I  will  trouble  thee 
no  further.  The  Lord  bless  and  keep 
thee,  my  sweet  wife,  and  all  our  family; 
and  send  us  a  comfortable  meeting.  So 
I  kiss  thee  and  love  thee  ever  and  rest 
Thy  faithful  husband, 

John  Winthrop. 

If,  three  hundred  years  after  my 
death,  it  is  proved  by  documentary  evi- 
dence that  twenty  years  after  my  mar- 
riage I  still,  in  a  familiar  note,  mixed  up 
love  and  kisses  with  my  collars  and  to- 
bacco —  if  this  is  proved,  I  say,  I  shall 
feel  very  much  surprised  if  the  historian 
of  that  day  speaks  of  the  *  sullen  gloom 
of  my  domestic  habits.' 


348 


WHAT  IS  A  PURITAN? 


Ill 

But  now,  three  hundred  years  after 
Winthrop*s  time,  what  is  actually  being 
said  about  the  Puritans?  In  spite  of 
abundant  evidences  such  as  I  have  ex- 
hibited, our  recent  Pilgrim  celebration 
was  a  rather  melancholy  affair.  From 
the  numerous  commemoratory  articles 
which  I  have  read,  I  gather  that  there 
are  only  three  distinct  opinions  about 
the  Puritan  now  current  —  every  one 
of  them  erroneous. 

The  first,  held  by  a  small  apologetic 
group  of  historians  and  Mayflower 
descendants,  is,  that  the  Puritan  was  a 
misguided  man  of  good  intentions. 
Since  he  was  a  forefather  and  has  long 
been  dead,  he  should  be  spoken  of  re- 
spectfully; and  it  is  proper  from  time  to 
time  to  drop  upon  his  grave  a  few  dried 
immortelles.  The  second  opinion  is, 
that  the  Puritan  was  an  unqualified 
pest,  but  that  he  is  dead  and  well 
dead,  and  will  trouble  us  no  more  for- 
ever. The  third,  and  by  far  the  most 
prevalent,  is,  that  the  Puritan  was 
once  a  pest,  but  has  now  become  a 
menace;  that  he  is  more  alive  than 
ever,  more  baleful,  more  dangerous. 

This  opinion  is  propagated  in  part  by 
old  New  Englanders  like  Mr.  Brooks 
Adams,  who  have  turned  upon  their  an- 
cestors with  a  vengeful  fury,  crying, 
*Tantum  religio  potuit  suadere  malo- 
rum.'  And  I  noticed  only  the  other  day 
that  Mr.  Robert  Herrick  was  speaking 
remorsefully  of  Puritanism  as  an  *  an- 
cestral blight'  in  his  veins.  But  the 
opinion  is  still  more  actively  propa- 
gated by  a  literary  group  which  comes 
out  flatfootedly  against  the  living  Puri- 
tan as  the  enemy  of  freedom,  of  science, 
of  beauty,  of  romance;  as  a  being  with 
unbreakable  belief  in  his  own  bleak  and 
narrow  views;  a  Philistine,  a  hypocrite, 
a  tyrant,,  of  savage  cruelty  of  attack, 
with  a  lust  for  barbarous  persecution, 
and  of  intolerable  dirty-mindedness. 


Despite  the  *  plank'  of  universal 
sympathy  in  the  rather  hastily  con- 
structed literary  platform  of  these 
young  people,  it  is  manifest  that  they 
are  out  to  destroy  the  credit  of  the 
Puritan  in  America.  We  are  not  ex- 
ceptionally rich  in  spiritual  traditions. 
It  would  be  a  pity,  by  a  persistent  cam- 
paign of  abuse,  to  ruin  the  credit  of  any 
good  ones.  One  of  the  primary  func- 
tions, indeed,  of  scholarship  and  let- 
ters is  to  connect  us  with  the  great 
traditions  and  to  inspire  us  with  the 
confidence  and  power  which  result 
from  such  a  connection.  Puritanism, 
rightly  understood,  is  one  of  the  vital, 
progressive,  and  enriching  human  tradi- 
tions. It  is  a  tradition  peculiarly  neces- 
sary to  the  health  and  the  stability  and 
the  safe  forward  movement  of  a  demo- 
cratic society.  When  I  consider  from 
what  antiquity  it  has  come  down  to  us 
and  what  vicissitudes  it  has  survived,  I 
do  not  fear  its  extermination;  but  I  re- 
sent the  misapprehension  of  its  char- 
acter and  the  aspersion  of  its  name. 
Perhaps  our  insight  into  its  true  nature 
may  be  strengthened  and  our  respect 
renewed,  if  we  revisit  its  source  and  re- 
view its  operations  at  some  periods  a 
little  remote  from  the  dust  and  dia- 
tribes of  contemporary  journalism. 

IV 

A  good  many  ages  before  Rome  was 
founded,  or  Athens,  or  ancient  Troy, 
or  Babylon,  or  Nineveh,  there  was  an 
umbrageous  banyan  tree  in  India,  in 
whose  wide-spreading  top  and  popu- 
lous branches  red  and  blue  baboons, 
chimpanzees,  gorillas,  orang-outangs, 
and  a  missing  group  of  anthropoid  apes 
had  chattered  and  fought  and  flirted 
and  feasted  and  intoxicated  themselves 
on  cocoanut  wine  for  a  thousand  years. 
At  some  date  which  I  can't  fix  with  ac- 
curacy, the  clatter  and  mess  and  wran- 
gling of  arboreal  simian  society  began  to 
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pall  on  the  heart  of  one  of  the  anthro- 
poid apes.  He  was  not  happy.  He  was 
afflicted  with  ennui.  He  felt  stirring 
somewhere  in  the  region  of  his  diaphragm 
a  yearning  and  capacity  for  a  new  life. 
His  ideas  were  vague;  but  he  resolved 
to  make  a  break  for  freedom  and  try 
an  experiment.  He  crawled  nervously 
out  to  the  end  of  his  branch,  followed 
by  a  few  of  his  friends,  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment; then  exclaimed  abruptly,  'Here's 
where  I  get  off, '  dropped  to  the  ground, 
lighted  on  his  feet,  and  amid  a  pelting 
of  decayed  fruit  and  cocoanut  shells 
and  derisive  shouts  of  'precisian'  and 
'hypocrite,'  walked  off  on  his  hind-legs 
into  another  quarter  of  the  jungle  and 
founded  the  human  race.  That  was  the 
first  Puritan. 

In  the  beginning,  he  had  only  a  nar- 
row vision;  for  his  eyes  were  set  near 
together,  as  you  will  see  if  you  examine 
his  skull  in  the  museum.  He  had  a  vi- 
sion of  a  single  principle,  namely,  that 
he  was  to  go  upright,  instead  of  on  all 
fours.  But  he  gradually  made  that 
principle  pervade  all  his  life;  for  he 
resolutely  refrained  from  doing  any- 
thing that  he  could  not  do  while  going 
upright.  As  habit  ultimately  made  the 
new  posture  easy  and  natural,  he  found 
that  there  were  compensations  in  it; 
for  he  learned  to  do  all  sorts  of  things  in 
the  erect  attitude  that  he  could  not  do, 
even  with  the  aid  of  his  tail,  while  he 
went  on  all-fours.  So"  he  began  to  re- 
joice in  what  he  called  'the  new  free- 
dom.' But  to  the  eyes  of  the  denizens 
of  the  banyan  tree,  he  looked  very  ri- 
diculous. They  called  him  stiff-necked, 
strait-laced,  unbending,  and  inflex- 
ible. But  when  they  swarmed  into  his 
little  colony  of  come-outers,  on  all 
fours,  and  began  to  play  their  monkey- 
tricks,  he  met  them  gravely  and  said: 
'Walk  upright,  as  the  rest  of  us  do,  and 
you  may  stay  and  share  alike  with  us. 
Otherwise,  out  you  go.'  And  out  some 
of  them  went,  back  to  the  banyan  tree; 


and  there,  with  the  chimpanzees  and 
the  red  and  blue  baboons,  they  still 
chatter  over  their  cocoanut  wine,  and 
emit  from  time  to  time  a  scream  of  simi- 
an rage,  and  declare  their  straight- 
backed  relative  a  tyrant,  a  despot,  and 
a  persecutor  of  his  good  old  four-footed 
cousins. 

You  may  say  that  this  is  only  a  fool- 
ish fable.  But  it  contains  all  the  essen- 
tial features  of  the  eternal  Puritan: 
namely,  dissatisfaction  with  the  past, 
courage  to  break  sharply  from  it,  a 
vision  of  a  better  life,  readiness  to  ac- 
cept a  discipline  in  order  to  attain  that 
better  life,  and  a  serious  desire  to  make 
that  better  life  prevail  —  a  desire  re- 
flecting at  once  his  sturdy  individualism 
and  his  clear  sense  for  the  need  of  social 
solidarity.  In  these  respects  all  true 
Puritans,  in  all  ages  and  places  of  the 
world,  are  alike.  Everyone  is  dissatis- 
fied with  the  past;  everyone  has  the 
courage  necessary  to  revolt;  everyone 
has  a  vision;  everyone  has  a  discipline; 
and  everyone  desires  his  vision  of  the 
better  life  to  prevail. 

How  do  they  differ  among  themselves  ? 
They  differ  in  respect  to  the  breadth 
and  the  details  of  their  vision.  Their 
vision  is  determined  by  the  width  of 
their  eyes  and  by  the  lights  of  their  age. 
According  to  the  laws  of  human  devel- 
opment, some  of  the  lights  go  out  from 
time  to  time,  or  grow  dim,  and  new 
lights  appear,  and  the  vision  changes 
from  age  to  age. 

What  does  not  change  in  the  true 
Puritan  is  the  passion  for  improvement. 
What  does  not  change  is  the  immortal 
urgent  spirit  that  breaks  from  the  old 
forms,  follows  the  new  vision,  seriously 
seeks  the  discipline  of  the  higher  life. 
When  you  find  a  man  who  is  quite  satis- 
fied with  the  past  and  with  the  routine 
and  old  clothes  of  his  ancestors,  who 
has  not  courage  for  revolt  and  adven- 
ture, who  cannot  accept  the  discipline 
and  hardship  of  a  new  life,  and  who 
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does  not  really  care  whether  the  new 
life  prevails,  you  may  be  sure  that  he  is 
not  a  Puritan. 

But  who  are  the  Puritans?  Aristotle 
recognized  that  there  is  an  element  of 
the  Puritan  in  every  man,  when  he  de- 
clared that  all  things,  by  an  intuition 
of  their  own  nature,  seek  their  perfec- 
tion. He  classified  the  desire  for  per- 
fection as  a  fundamental  human  im- 
pulse. Still,  we  have  to  admit  that  in 
many  men  it  must  be  classified  as  a 
victoriously  suppressed  desire.  We  can 
recognize  men  as  Puritans  only  when 
they  have  released  and  expressed  their 
desire  for  perfection. 

Leopardi  declared  that  Jesus  was  the 
first  to  condemn  the  world  as  evil,  and 
to  summon  his  followers  to  come  out 
from  it,  in  order  to  found  a  community 
of  the  pure  in  heart.  But  this  is  an  his- 
torical error.  Unquestionably  Jesus  was 
a  Puritan  in  relation  to  a  corrupt  Jewish 
tradition  and  in  relation  to  a  corrupt 
and  seriously  adulterated  pagan  tradi- 
tion. But  every  great  religious  and 
moral  leader.  Christian  or  pagan,  has 
likewise  been  a  Puritan:  Socrates,  Plato, 
Zeno,  Confucius,  Buddha.  Every  one 
of  them  denounced  the  world,  asked 
his  followers  to  renounce  many  of  their 
instinctive  ways,  and  to  accept  a  rule 
and  discipline  of  the  better  life  —  a  rule 
involving  a  purification  by  the  suppres- 
sion of  certain  impulses  and  the  libera- 
tion of  others. 

There  is  much  talk  of  the  austerities 
of  the  Puritan  households  of  our  fore- 
fathers, austerities  which  were  largely 
matters  of  necessity.  But  two  thousand 
years  before  these  forefathers,  there 
were  Greek  Stoics,  and  Roman  Stoics, 
and  Persian  and  Hindu  ascetics,  who 
were  far  more  austere,  and  who  prac- 
tised the  ascetic  life  from  choice  as  the 
better  life.  There  is  talk  as  if  Protes- 
tant Calvinism  had  suddenly  in  modern 
times  introduced  the  novel  idea  of  put- 
ting religious  duty  before  gratification 


of  the  senses.  But  a  thousand  years 
before  Knox  and  Calvin,  there  were 
Roman  Catholic  monasteries  and  her- 
mitages, where  men  and  women,  with  a 
vision  of  a  better  life,  mortified  the 
flesh  far  more  bitterly  than  the  Cal- 
vinists  ever  dreamed  of  doing.  If  con- 
tempt of  earthly  beauty  and  earthly 
pleasure  were  the  works  of  Puritanism, 
then  the  hermit  saints  of  Catholicism 
who  lived  before  Calvin  should  be  recog- 
nized as  the  model  Puritans.  But  the 
hermit  saint  lacks  that  passion  for  mak- 
ing his  vision  prevail,  lacks  that  prac- 
tical sense  of  the  need  for  social  solidar- 
ity, which  are  eminent  characteristics 
of  the  true  Puritan,  both  within  and 
without  the  Roman  Church. 

In  the  early  Middle  Ages  the  Roman 
Church,  which  also  had  a  strong  sense 
of  the  need  for  social  solidarity,  strove 
resolutely  to  keep  the  Puritans,  whom  it 
was  constantly  developing,  within  its 
fold  and  to  destroy  those  who  escaped. 
If  I  follow  the  course  of  those  who  suc- 
cessfully left  the  fold,  it  is  not  because 
many  did  not  remain  within;  it  is  be- 
cause the  course  of  those  who  came  out 
led  them  more  directly  to  America.  In 
the  fourteenth  century,  John  Wycliffe, 
the  first  famous  English  Puritan,  felt 
that  the  Roman  Church  had  become 
hopelessly  involved  with  the  *  world' 
on  the  one  hand,  and  with  unnatural, 
and  therefore  unchristian,  austerities 
on  the  other,  and  that,  in  both  ways,  it 
had  lost  the  purity  of  the  early  Chris- 
tian vision  of  the  better  life.  To  obtain 
freedom  for  the  better  life,  he  became 
convinced  that  one  must  come  out  from 
the  Roman  Church,  and  must  substi- 
tute for  the  authority  of  the  pope  the 
authority  of  the  Bible  as  interpreted  by 
the  best  scholarship  of  the  age.  He  re- 
volted, as  he  thought,  in  behalf  of  a  life, 
not  merely  more  religious,  but  also 
more  actively  and  practically  moral, 
and  intellectually  more  honest.  For 
him,  accepting  certain  traditional  doc- 
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trines  meant  acquiescence  in  ignorance 
and  superstition.  His  followers,  with 
the  courage  characteristic  of  their  tradi- 
tion, burned  at  the  stake  rather  than 
profess  faith  in  a  *  feigned  miracle.'  True 
forerunners,  they  were,  of  the  man  of 
science  who  *  follows  truth  wherever  it 
leads.* 

A  hundred  and  fifty  years  later  the 
English  Church  as  a  whole  revolted  from 
the  Roman,  on  essentially  the  grounds 
taken  by  Wycliffe ;  and  under  Mary  its 
scholars  and  ministers  by  scores  burned 
at  the  stake  for  their  vision  of  the  bet- 
ter life,  which  included  above  all  what 
they  deemed  intellectual  integrity.  At 
that  time,  the  whole  English  Church 
was  in  an  essentially  Puritan  mood,  dis- 
satisfied with  the  old,  eager  to  make  the 
new  vision  prevail,  fearless  with  the 
courage  of  the  new  learning,  elate  with 
the  sense  of  national  purification  and 
intellectual  progress. 

But  the  word  Puritan  actually  came 
into  use  first  after  the  Reformation. 
It  was  applied  in  the  later  sixteenth 
century  to  a  group  within  the  English 
Church  which  thought  that  the  na- 
tional church  had  still  insufficiently 
purged  itself  of  Roman  belief  and  ritual. 
Among  things  which  they  regarded  as 
merely  traditional  and  unscriptural, 
and  therefore  unwarrantable,  was  the 
government  of  the  church  by  bishops, 
archdeacons,  deacons,  and  the  rest  — 
the  Anglican  hierarchy.  And  when 
these  officers  began  to  suppress  their 
protests,  these  Puritans  began  to  feel 
that  the  English  Church  was  too  much 
involved  with  the  world  to  permit  them 
freedom  for  the  practice  of  the  better 
life.  Accordingly,  in  the  seventeenth 
century,  they  revolted  as  nonconform- 
ists or  as  separatists;  and  drew  off"  into 
religious  communities  by  themselves, 
with  church  governments  of  representa- 
tive or  democratic  character,  the  prin- 
ciples of  which  were  soon  to  be  trans- 
ferred to  political  communities. 


If  I  recall  here  what  is  very  familiar,  it 
is  to  emphasize  the  swift,  unresting  on- 
ward movement  of  the  Puritan  vision 
of  the  good  life.  The  revolt  against  the 
bishops  became  a  revolution  which 
shook  the  pillars  of  the  Middle  Ages 
and  prepared  the  way  for  modern  times. 
The  vision,  as  it  moves,  broadens  and  be- 
comes more  inclusive.  For  the  seven- 
teenth-century Puritan,  the  good  life  is 
not  merely  religious,  moral,  and  intel- 
lectual; it  is  also,  in  all  aff'airs  of  the 
soul,  a  self-governing  life.  It  is  a  free 
life,  subject  only  to  divine  commands 
which  each  individual  has  the  right  to 
interpret  for  himself.  The  Puritan 
minister  had,  to  be  sure,  a  great  influ- 
ence; but  the  influence  was  primarily 
due  to  his  superior  learning.  And  the 
entire  discipline  of  the  Puritans  tended 
steadily  toward  raising  the  congrega- 
tion to  the  level  of  the  minister.  Their 
daily  use  of  the  Bible,  their  prompt  in- 
stitution of  schools  and  universities, 
and  the  elaborate  logical  discourses  de- 
livered from  the  pulpits  constituted  a 
universal  education  for  independent 
and  critical  free-thought. 

Puritanism  made  every  man  a  rea- 
soner.  And  much  earlier  than  is  gen- 
erally recognized,  the  Puritan  mind 
began  to  appeal  from  the  letter  to  the 
spirit  of  Scripture,  from  Scripture  to 
scholarship,  and  from  scholarship  to 
the  verdict  of  the  philosophic  reason. 
Says  the  first  pastor  of  the  Pilgrims: 
*He  that  hath  a  right  philosophical 
spirit  and  is  but  morally  honest  would 
rather  suff*er  many  deaths  than  call  a 
pin  a  point  or  speak  the  least  thing 
against  his  understanding  or  persua- 
sion.' In  John  Robinson  we  meet  a 
man  with  a  deep  devotion  to  the  truth, 
and  also  with  the  humility  to  recognize 
clearly  that  he  possesses  but  a  small 
portion  of  truth.  He  conceives,  indeed, 
of  a  truth  behind  the  Bible  itself,  a 
truth  which  may  be  reached  by  other 
means  than  the  Scripture,  and  which 
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was  not  beyond  the  ken  of  the  wise 
pagans.  'All  truth,'  he  declares,  *is  of 
God.  .  .  .  Whereupon  it  folio weth  that 
nothing  true  in  right  reason  and  sound 
philosophy  can  be  false  in  divinity.  .  .  . 
I  add,  though  the  truth  be  uttered  by 
the  devil  himself,  yet  it  is  originally  of 
God.' 

The  delightful  aspects  of  this  *  Bibli- 
cal Puritan,'  besides  the  sweetness  of 
his  charity  and  his  tolerance,  are  his 
lively  perception  that  truth  is  some- 
thing new,  steadily  revealing  itself, 
breaking  upon  us  like  a  dawn;  and,  not 
less  significant,  his  recognition  that 
true  religion  must  be  in  harmony  with 
reason  and  experience.  '  Our  Lord 
Christ,'  he  remarks  —  quietly  yet 
memorably  —  *  calls  himself  truth,  not 
custom.^ 

Cotton  Mather,  partly  because  of  his 
connection  with  the  witchcraft  trials, 
has  been  so  long  a  synonym  for  the  un- 
lovely features  of  the  culture  of  his 
time  and  place,  that  even  his  bio- 
grapher and  the  recent  editors  of  his 
journal  have  quite  failed  to  bring  out 
the  long  stride  that  he  made  toward 
complete  freedom  of  the  mind.  If  the 
truth  be  told,  Mather,  like  every  Puri- 
tan of  powerful  original  force,  was  some- 
thing of  a  'heretic'  For  many  years  he 
followed  a  plainly  mystical '  inner  light.' 
His  huge  diary  opens  in  1681  with  a 
statement  that  he  has  come  to  a  direct 
agreement  with  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  that  no  man  or  book,  but  the  spirit 
of  God,  has  shown  him  the  way.  He 
goes  directly  to  the  several  persons  of 
the  Trinity,  and  transacts  his  business 
with  them  or  with  their  ministering  an- 
gels. There  is  an  '  enthusiastic '  element 
here;  but  one  should  observe  that  it  is 
an  emancipative  element. 

Experience,  however,  taught  Mather 
a  certain  distrust  of  the  mystical  inner 
light.  Kxf)erience  with  witches  taught 
him  a  ("erlain  wariness  of  angels.  In 
1711,  after  thirty  years  of  active  serv- 


ice in  the  church,  Mather  writes  in  his 
diary  this  distinctly  advanced  criterion 
for  inspiration :  — 

*  There  is  a  thought  which  I  have  often 
had  in  my  mind;  but  I  would  now  lay 
upon  my  mind  a  charge  to  have  it  of- 
tener  there:  that  the  light  of  reason  is 
the  law  of  God;  the  voice  of  reason  is 
the  voice  of  God;  we  never  have  to  do 
with  reason,  but  at  the  same  time  we 
have  to  do  with  God;  our  submission  to 
the  rules  of  reason  is  an  obedience  to 
God.  Let  me  as  often  as  I  have  evident 
reason  set  before  me,  think  upon  it; 
the  great  God  now  speaks  to  me.' 

Our  judgment  of  Mather's  vision 
must  depend  upon  what  reason  told 
Mather  to  do.  Well,  every  day  of  his 
life  reason  told  Mather  to  undertake 
some  good  for  his  fellow  men.  At  the 
beginning  of  each  entry  in  his  diary  for 
a  long  period  of  years  stand  the  letters 
'G.D.,'  which  mean  Good  Designed  for 
that  day.  'And  besides  all  this,'  he  de- 
clares, *  I  have  scarce  at  any  time,  for 
these  five-and-forty  years  and  more,  so 
come  as  to  stay  in  any  company  with- 
out considering  whether  no  good  might 
be  done  before  I  left  it.'  One  sees  in 
Mather  a  striking  illustration  of  the 
Puritan  passion  for  making  one's  vision 
of  the  good  life  prevail.  '  It  has  been  a 
maxim  with  me,'  he  says,  'that  a  power 
to  do  good  not  only  gives  a  right  unto 
it,  but  also  makes  the  doing  of  it  a  duty. 
I  have  been  made  very  sensible  that  by 
pursuing  of  this  maxim,  I  have  entirely 
ruined  myself  as  to  this  world  and  ren- 
dered it  really  too  hot  a  place  for  me  to 
continue  in.' 

Mather  has  here  in  mind  the  crucial 
and  heroic  test  of  his  Puritan  spirit. 
Toward  the  end  of  his  life,  in  1721, 
an  epidemic  of  smallpox  swept  over 
Boston.  It  was  generally  interpreted 
by  the  pious  as  a  visitation  of  God. 
Mather,  a  student  of  science  as  well  as 
of  the  Bible  had  read  in  the  Trans- 
actions  of  the  Royal  Society  reports  of 
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successful  inoculation  against  smallpox 
practised  in  Africa  and  among  the 
Turks.  He  called  the  physicians  of 
Boston  together,  explained  the  method, 
and  recommended  their  experimenting 
with  it.  He  also  published  pamphlets 
in  favor  of  inoculation.  He  was  vio- 
lently attacked  as  opposing  the  decrees 
of  God.  In  the  face  of  a  storm  of  op- 
position he  inoculated  his  own  child, 
who  nearly  died  of  the  treatment. 
None  the  less,  he  persisted,  and  invited 
others  to  come  into  his  house  and  re- 
ceive the  treatment,  among  them  a  fel- 
low minister.  Into  the  room  where  the 
patient  lay,  was  thrown  a  bomb  intended 
for  Mather,  which  failed,  however,  to 
explode.  To  it  was  attached  this  note: 
*  Cotton  Mather,  you  dog,'  damn  you; 
I  '11  inoculate  you  with  this,  with  a  pox 
to  you!' 

Mather  stood  firm,  would  not  be  dis- 
suaded, even  courted  martyrdom  for 
the  new  medical  truth.  *I  had  rather 
die,'  he  said,  *by  such  hands  as  now 
threaten  my  life  than  by  a  fever;  and 
much  rather  die  for  my  conformity  to 
the  blessed  Jesus  in  essays  to  save  life 
than  for  some  truths,  tho'  precious  ones, 
to  which  many  martyrs  testified  for- 
merly in  the  flames  of  Smithfield.' 

Here,  then,  please  observe,  is  the  free 
Puritan  mind  in  revolt,  courageously 
insisting  on  making  his  new  vision  of 
the  good  life  prevail,  resolutely  under- 
taking the  discipline  and  dangers  of  ex- 
periment, and,  above  all,  seeking  what 
he  calls  the  will  of  the  'blessed  Jesus,' 
not  in  the  Bible,  but  in  a  rriedical  re- 
port of  the  Royal  Society;  thus  fulfill- 
ing the  spirit  of  Robinson's  declaration 
that  'Our  Lord  Christ  calls  himself 
truth,  not  custom';  and  illustrating  Rob- 
inson's other  declaration  that  true  re- 
ligion cannot  conflict  with  right  rea- 
son and  sound  experience.  In  Mather, 
the  vision  of  the  good  life  came  to  mean 
a  rational  and  practical  beneficence  in 
the  face  of  calumny  and  violence.  For 
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his  conduct  on  this  occasion,  he  deserves 
to  have  his  sins  forgiven,  and  to  be 
ranked  and  remembered  as  a  hero  of 
the  modern  spirit. 

He  hoped  that  his  spirit  would  de- 
scend to  his  son;  but  the  full  stream 
of  his  bold  and  original  moral  energy 
turned  elsewhere.  There  was  a  Boston 
boy  of  Puritan  ancestry,  who  had  sat 
under  Cotton  Mather's  father,  who  had 
heard  Cotton  Mather  preach  in  the 
height  of  his  power,  and  who  said  years 
afterward  that  reading  Cotton  Mather's 
book.  Essays  to  do  Goody  'gave  me  such 
a  turn  of  thinking,  as  to  have  an  in- 
fluence on  my  conduct  through  life; 
for  I  have  always  set  a  greater  value  on 
the  character  of  a  doer  of  good,  than  on 
any  other  kind  of  reputation;  and  if  I 
have  been  ...  a  useful  citizen,  the 
public  owes  the  advantage  of  it  to  that 
book.'  This  boy  had  a  strong  common 
sense.  To  him,  as  to  Mather,  right  rea- 
son seemed  the  rule  of  God  and  the  voice 
of  God. 

He  grew  up  in  Boston  under  Mather's 
influence,  and  became  a  free-think- 
ing man  of  the  world,  entirely  out  of 
sympathy  with  strait-laced  and  stiff- 
necked  upholders  of  barren  rites  and 
ceremonies.  I  am  speaking  of  the  great- 
est liberalizing  force  in  eighteenth- 
century  America,  Benjamin  Franklin. 
Was  he  a  Puritan?  Perhaps  no  one 
thinks  of  him  as  such.  Yet  we  see  that 
he  was  born  and  bred  in  the  bosom  of 
Boston  Puritanism;  that  he  acknow- 
ledges its  greatest  exponent  as  the 
prime  inspiration  of  his  life.  Further- 
more, he  exhibits  all  the  essential  char- 
acteristics of  the  Puritan:  dissatisfac- 
tion, revolt,  a  new  vision,  discipline, 
and  a  passion  for  making  the  new  vision 
prevail.  He  represents,  in  truth,  the 
reaction  of  a  radical,  a  living  Puritan- 
ism, to  an  age  of  intellectual  enlighten- 
ment. 

Franklin  began  his  independent  ef- 
fort in  a  revolt  against  ecclesiastical 
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authority,  as  narrow  and  unrealistic. 
Recall  the  passage  in  his  Autobiography 
where  he  relates  his  disgust  at  a  sermon 
preached  on  the  great  text  in  Philip- 
pians:  Whatsoever  things  are  true, 
honest,  just,  pure,  lovely,  or  of  good 
report,  if  there  be  any  virtue,  or  any 
praise,  think  on  these  things.  Franklin 
says  that,  in  expounding  this  text,  the 
minister  confined  himself  to  five  points : 
keeping  the  Sabbath,  reading  the  Scrip- 
tures, attending  public  worship,  par- 
taking of  the  sacraments,  and  respect- 
ing the  ministers.  Franklin  recognized 
at  once  that  there  was  no  moral  life  in 
that  minister,  was  'disgusted,'  and  at- 
tended his  preaching  no  more.  It  was 
the  revolt  of  a  living  Puritanism  from  a 
Puritanism  that  was  dead. 

For,  note  what  follows,  as  the  conse- 
quence of  his  break  with  the  church. 
*  It  was  about  this  time  that  I  conceived,' 
says  Franklin,  *the  bold  and  arduous 
project  of  arriving  at  moral  perfection. 
I  wished  to  live  without  committing 
any  fault  at  any  time,  and  to  conquer 
all  that  either  natural  inclination,  cus- 
tom, or  company  might  lead  me  into.' 
Everyone  will  recall  how  Franklin  drew 
up  his  table  of  the  thirteen  real  moral 
virtues,  and  how  diligently  he  exercised 
himself  to  attain  them.  But,  for  us,  the 
significant  feature  of  his  enterprise  was 
the  realistic  spirit  in  which  it  was  con- 
ceived :  the  bold  attempt  to  ground  the 
virtues  on  reason  and  experience  rather 
than  authority;  the  assertion  of  his 
doctrine  *that  vicious  actions  are  not 
hurtful  because  they  are  forbidden,  but 
forbidden  because  they  are  hurtful,  the 
nature  of  man  alone  considered.' 

Having  taken  this  ground,  it  became 
necessary  for  him  to  explore  the  nature 
of  man  and  the  universe.  So  Puritan- 
ism, which,  in  Robinson  and  Mather, 
was  predominantly  rational,  becomes  in 
Franklin  predominantly  scientific.  With 
magnificent  fresh  moral  force,  he  seeks 
for  the  will  of  God  in  nature,  and  ap- 


plies his  discoveries  with  immense  prac- 
tical benevolence  to  ameliorating  the 
common  lot  of  mankind,  and  to  dif- 
fusing good-will  among  men  and  na- 
tions. Light  breaks  into  his  mind  from 
every  quarter  of  his  century.  His  vision 
of  the  good  life  includes  bringing  every 
faculty  of  mind  and  body  to  its  highest 
usefulness.  With  a  Puritan  emancipa- 
tor like  Franklin,  we  are  not  obliged  to 
depend,  for  the  opening  of  our  minds, 
upon  subsequent  liberators  devoid  of 
his  high  reconstructive  seriousness. 

I  must  add  just  one  more  name,  for 
the  nineteenth  century,  to  the  history 
of  our  American  Puritan  tradition. 
The  original  moral  force  which  was  in 
Mather  and  Franklin  passed  in  the 
next  age  into  a  man  who  began  to 
preach  in  Cotton  Mather's  church, 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  descendant  of 
many  generations  of  Puritans.  The 
church  itself  had  now  become  Unitarian : 
yet,  after  two  or  three  years  of  service, 
Emerson,  like  Franklin,  revolted  from 
the  church;  the  vital  force  of  Puritan- 
ism in  him  impelled  him  to  break  from 
the  church  in  behalf  of  his  vision  of  sin- 
cerity, truth,  and  actuality.  'Whoso 
would  be  a  man,'  he  declares  in  his 
famous  essay  on  Self-Reliance,  *must 
be  a  nonconformist.  He  who  would 
gather  immortal  palms  must  not  be 
hindered  by  the  name  of  goodness,  but 
must  explore  if  it  be  goodness.' 

No  American  ever  lived  whose  per- 
sonal life  was  more  exemplary;  or  who 
expressed  such  perfect  disdain  of  out- 
worn formulas  and  hfeless  routine. 
There  is  dynamite  in  his  doctrine  to 
burst  tradition  to  fragments,  when 
tradition  has  become  an  empty  shell. 
'Every  actual  state  is  corrupt,'  he  cries 
in  one  of  his  dangerous  sayings;  'good 
men  will  not  obey  the  laws  too  well.' 
To  good  men  whose  eyes  are  wide  and 
full  of  light,  there  is  always  breaking  a 
new  vision  of  right  reason,  which  is  the 
will  of  God,  and  above  the  law.  Emer- 
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son  himself  broke  the  Fugitive  Slave 
Law,  and  in  the  face  of  howling  Pro- 
Slavery  mobs  declared  that  John  Brown 
would  'make  the  gallows  glorious  like 
the  cross.' 

That  is  simply  the  political  aspect  of 
his  radical  Puritanism.  On  the  aesthetic 
side,  Emerson  disregarded  the  existing 
conventions  of  poetry  to  welcome  Walt 
Whitman,  who  saluted  him  as  master. 
Emerson  hailed  Walt  Whitman  be- 
cause Whitman  had  sought  to  make 
splendid  and  beautiful  the  religion  of 
a  Puritan  democracy;  and  a  Puritan 
democracy  is  the  only  kind  that  we  have 
reason  to  suppose  will  endure. 

Let  these  two  examples  of  Emerson's 
revolt  and  vision  suffice  to  illustrate 
the  modern  operation  of  the  Puritan 
spirit,  its  disdain  for  formalism  and 
routine. 

Now,  our  contemporary  leaders  of  the 
attack  against  the  modern  Puritan  de- 
clare that  modern  Puritanism  means 
campaigns  of  'snouting  and  suppres- 
sion.' That,  we  should  now  be  pre- 
pared to  assert,  is  precisely  and  dia- 
metrically opposite  to  what  modern 
Puritanism  means.  Modern  Puritanism 
means  the  release,  not  the  suppression, 
of  power,  welcome  to  new  life,  revolt 
from  decay  and  death.  With  extrava- 
gant asceticism,  with  precisianism,  mod- 
ern Puritanism  has  nothing  whatever 
to  do. 

What  made  the  teaching  of  Emerson, 
for  example,  take  hold  of  his  contem- 
poraries, what  should  commend  it  to 
us  to-day,  is  just  its  unfailingly  positive 
character;  its  relish  for  antagonisms  and 
difficulty;  its  precept  for  the  use  of  the 
spur;  its  restoration  of  ambition  to  its 
proper  place  in  the  formation  of  the 
manly  character;  its  power  to  free  the 
young  soul  from  the  fetters  of  fear  and 
send  him  on  his  course  like  a  thunder- 
bolt; and,  above  all,  its  passion  for 
bringing  the  whole  of  life  for  all  men 
to  its  fullest  and  fairest  fruit;  its  pas- 


sion for  emancipating,  not  merely  the 
religious  and  moral,  but  also  the  intel- 
lectual and  the  political  and  social  and 
aesthetic  capacities  of  man,  so  that  he 
may  achieve  the  harmonious  perfection 
of  his  whole  nature,  body  and  soul.  To 
this  vision  of  the  good  life,  Puritanism 
has  come  by  inevitable  steps  in  its  pil- 
grimage through  the  ages. 

What  have  I  been  trying  to  demon- 
strate by  this  long  review  of  the  Puritan 
tradition?  This,  above  all:  that  the 
Puritan  is  profoundly  in  sympathy 
with  the  modern  spirit,  is  indeed  the 
formative  force  in  the  modern  spirit. 

The  Puritan  is  constantly  discarding 
old  clothes;  but,  being  a  well-born  soul, 
he  seeks  instinctively  for  fresh  raiment. 
Hence  his  quarrel  with  the  Adamite, 
who  would  persuade  him  to  rejoice  in 
nakedness  and  seek  no  further. 

Man  is  an  animal,  as  the  Adamites 
are  so  fond  of  reminding  us.  What  es- 
capes their  notice  is,  that  man  is  an 
animal  constituted  and  destined  by  his 
nature  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  in  search 
of  a  shrine;  and  till  he  finds  the  shrine, 
constrained  by  his  nature  to  worship 
the  Unknown  God.  This  the  Puritan 
has  always  recognized.  And  this,  pre- 
cisely, it  is  that  makes  the  Puritan  a 
better  emancipator  of  young  souls  than 
our  contemporary  Adamite. 

A  great  part  of  our  lives,  as  we  all 
feel  in  our  educational  period,  is  oc- 
cupied with  learning  how  to  do  and  to 
be  what  others  have  been  and  have  done 
before  us.  But  presently  we  discover 
that  the  world  is  changing  around  us, 
and  that  the  secrets  of  the  masters  and 
the  experience  of  our  elders  do  not 
wholly  suffice  to  establish  us  effectively 
in  our  younger  world.  We  discover 
within  us  needs,  aspirations,  powers,  of 
which  the  generation  that  educated  us 
seems  unaware,  or  toward  which  it  ap- 
pears to  be  indifferent,  unsympathetic, 
or  even  actively  hostile.  We  perceive 
gradually  or  with  successive  shocks  of 
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surprise  that  many  things  which  our 
fathers  declared  were  true  and  satis- 
factory are  not  at  all  satisfactory,  are 
by  no  means  true,  for  us.  Then  it 
dawns  upon  us,  perhaps  as  an  exhilarat- 
ing opportunity,  perhaps  as  a  grave  and 
sobering  responsibility,  that  in  a  little 
while  we  ourselves  shall  be  the  elders, 
the  responsible  generation.  Our  salva- 
tion in  the  day  when  we  take  command 
will  depend,  we  believe,  upon  our  dis- 
entanglement from  the  lumber  of  heir- 
looms and  hereditary  devices,  and  upon 
the  free,  wise  use  of  our  own  faculties. 

At  that  moment,  if  we  have  inherited, 
not  the  Puritan  heirlooms,  but  the  liv- 
ing Puritan  tradition,  we  enter  into  the 
modern  spirit.  By  this  phrase  I  mean, 
primarily,  the  disposition  to  accept 
nothing  on  authority,  but  to  bring  all 
reports  to  the  test  of  experience.  The 
modern  spirit  is,  first  of  all,  a  free  spirit 
open  on  all  sides  to  the  influx  of  truth, 
even  from  the  past.  But  freedom  is  not 
its  only  characteristic.  The  modern 
spirit  is  marked,  further,  by  an  active 
curiosity,  which  grows  by  what  it  feeds 
upon,  and  goes  ever  inquiring  for  fresh- 
er and  sounder  information,  not  content 
till  it  has  the  best  information  to  be  had 
anywhere.  But  since  it  seeks  the  best, 
it  is,  by  necessity,  also  a  critical  spirit, 


constantly  sifting,  discriminating,  re- 
jecting, and  holding  fast  that  which  is 
good,  only  till  that  which  is  better  is 
within  sight.  This  endless  quest,  when 
it  becomes  central  in  a  life,  requires 
labor,  requires  pain,  requires  a  measure 
of  courage;  and  so  the  modern  spirit, 
with  its  other  virtues,  is  an  heroic  spirit. 
As  a  reward  for  difficulties  gallantly 
undertaken,  the  gods  bestow  on  the 
modern  spirit  a  kind  of  eternal  youth, 
with  unfailing  powers  of  recuperation 
and  growth. 

To  enter  into  this  spirit  is  what  the 
Puritan  means  by  freedom.  He  does 
not,  like  the  false  emancipator,  merely 
cut  us  loose  from  the  old  moorings  and 
set  us  adrift  at  the  mercy  of  wind  and 
tide.  He  comes  aboard,  like  a  good  pi- 
lot;  and  while  we  trim  our  sails,  he  takes 
the  wheel  and  lays  our  course  for  a 
fresh  voyage.  His  message  when  he 
leaves  us  is  not,  'Henceforth  be  master- 
less,'  but,  *Bear  thou  henceforth  the 
sceptre  of  thine  own  control  through 
life  and  the  passion  of  life.'  If  that  mes- 
sage still  stirs  us  as  with  the  sound  of  a 
trumpet,  and  frees  and  prepares  us, 
not  for  the  junketing  of  a  purposeless 
vagabondage,  but  for  the  ardor  and  dis- 
cipline and  renunciation  of  a  pilgrim- 
age, we  are  Puritans. 


THINGS  SEEN  AND  HEARD 

BY  EDGAR  J.  GOODSPEED 
I 


My  academic  orbit  is  not  too  rigid  to 
permit  an  occasional  deviation  into  the 
outer  world.  At  such  times  I  direct  my 
steps  into  the  neighboring  City  of  De- 
struction, where,  in  a  lofty  building,  is 
one  of  those  centres  of  light  and  leading 
which  punctuate  the  darkness  of  the 
metropolis.  The  structure  is  not  exter- 
nally remarkable,  but  the  modest  frac- 
tion of  it  assigned  to  my  activities  is 
certainly  no  ordinary  apartment. 

The  extraordinary  thing  about  my 
classroom  is  its  sides.  One  is  formed  by 
a  vast  accordion  door,  loosely  fitting, 
as  is  the  manner  of  such  doors.  It 
faithfully  conceals  the  persons  behind 
it  and  their  every  action,  while  it  as 
faithfully  transmits  all  they  may  have 
to  say.  Theirs  is  an  eloquent  conceal- 
ment. From  the  sounds  that  well 
through  the  ample  interstices  of  that 
door,  we  gather  that  it  is  psychology 
that  is  going  on  in  the  adjoining  room. 
The  fascinating  affirmations  of  that 
most  intimate  science  break  in  upon 
our  occasional  pauses  with  startling  ef- 
fect. It  is  thus  beyond  doubt  that  theol- 
ogy should  always  be  inculcated  to  a 
psychological  obhligato,  an  accompani- 
ment of  the  study  of  the  mind. 

Even  more  unusual  is  the  other  side 
of  the  room.  From  floor  to  ceiling  it  is 
all  of  plate-glass,  not  meanly  divided 
into  little  squares,  but  broadly  spaced, 
so  that  you  are  hardly  conscious  it  is 
there.  Through  it  you  may  behold,  as 
in  an  aquarium,  a  company  of  men  and 
women  going  through  many  motions  but 


making  no  sound.  A  tall  romantic 
youth,  presumably  the  teacher,  stands 
before  them,  and  they  rise  up  and  sit 
down  for  no  perceptible  reason  and  to 
no  apparent  purpose.  One  of  them  will 
get  up  and  stand  for  a  long  time,  and 
then  will  as  suddenly  and  causelessly  sit 
down  again.  At  other  times,  even  more 
distressing,  they  are  all  motionless. 
Lips  move,  but  they  give  forth  no  sound. 
It  is  like  a  meeting  of  the  deaf-and-dumb 
society.  Worst  of  all,  they  will  some- 
times unanimously  and  quite  without 
warning  rise  in  their  places,  simultane- 
ously adjust  their  wraps,  and  silently 
depart.  It  is  as  if  they  all  suddenly 
realize  that  they  have  had  enough  of  it. 
You  know  that  you  have.  There  is 
something  weird  in  all  this  soundless 
action,  this  patient  motiveless  mechani- 
cal down-sitting  and  uprising,  something 
far  more  distracting  even  than  in  those 
disembodied  psychological  voices  that 
murmur  in  our  ears. 

But  much  more  disturbing  than 
either  of  these  extraordinary  neighbors 
of  our  reflections  is  their  combination. 
The  sounds  that  come  through  the  door 
do  not  tally  with  the  sights  that  come 
through  the  glass.  What  you  hear 
bears  no  relation  to  what  you  see.  It 
does  not  even  contradict  it.  There  is  a 
war  in  your  members.  Your  senses  do 
not  agree. 

And  yet  you  are  haunted  by  the  no- 
tion that  what  you  are  hearing  has 
something  to  do  with  what  you  are  see- 
ing. When  someone  asks  a  question 

357 


358 


THINGS  SEEN  AND  HEARD 


behind  the  door  at  your  left  and  some- 
one makes  a  motion  beyond  the  glass 
at  your  right,  you  instinctively  try  to  re- 
late the  two.  But  in  vain;  there  is  no  re- 
lation. Especially  when  all  the  visibles 
get  up  and  leave,  it  seems  as  if  it  must 
be  because  of  something  the  audibles 
have  said.  Nevertheless,  the  audibles 
go  right  on  psychologizing,  entirely 
oblivious  of  the  visibles'  departure. 

Reflection  has  satisfied  me  that  much 
confusion  of  the  modern  mind  is  due  to 
the  incongruity  of  what  we  hear  and 
what  we  see.  The  conditions  of  my 
quaint  lecture-room  are  typical.  You 
look  about  upon  a  community  of  earn- 
est hard-working  people,  soberly  doing 
their  daily  work  at  business  and  at 
home.  But  you  pick  up  the  Home  Edi- 
tion, and  read  of  a  very  different  world 
of  violence  and  vice.  All  its  men  are 
scoundrels  and  its  women  quite  different 
from  those  you  see,  to  say  the  least. 
You  have  long  been  assured  that  this 
is  the  Age  of  Reason;  but  observation 
finds  little  to  support  the  claim.  The 
Age  of  Impulse  would  seem  as  good  a 
guess.  You  hear  that  the  League  of  Na- 
tions is  dead,  but  on  visiting  the  movies 
you  are  astonished  to  see  it  in  session 
and  to  find  that  it  yet  speaketh.  You 
are  told  on  all  hands  that  everything 
about  the  war  was  a  failure,  and  yet,  as 
a  whole,  it  seems  to  have  accomplished 
its  immediate  end.  You  hear  much 
lamentation  over  the  sensationalism  of 
the  press,  but  as  you  read  it,  it  is  its 
conventionality  that  oftener  leaves  you 
mourning.  The  newspapers  show  you  a 
comfortable  view  of  the  steel  strike, 
but  the  cook's  brother,  who  was  one  of 
the  strikers,  tells  you  something  en- 
tirely different.  With  a  laudable  desire 
to  preserve  your  reason,  you  do  your 
best  to  cultivate  the  virtues  of  blind- 
ness, deafness,  insensibility,  and  unbe- 
lief. Yet  you  are  sometimes  just  a  lit- 
tle bewildered.  Your  universe  is  not 
unified. 


The  most  disturbing  thing  is  not  that 
things  seen  and  things  heard  contradict 
each  other:  that  we  might  learn  to  al- 
low for.  The  great  trouble  is  that  they 
seem  to  bear  no  relation  to  each  other 
at  all.  Most  political  talk  is  of  this  de- 
scription. It  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
case.  It  is  like  the  effort  of  a  young 
friend  of  mine  who,  on  being  asked  to 
translate  a  well-known  passage  of  Epic- 
tetus,  produced  the  following:  — 

*If  teachings  are  no  longer  the  rea- 
sons of  all  things,  and  who  has  false  doc- 
trines, how  much  should  be  the  cause, 
and  as  such  the  destruction.* 

That  mythical  creature,  the  Amer- 
ican of  British  fiction,  so  boldly  por- 
trayed by  Mr.  Chesterton,  Mr.  Buchan, 
Mr.  Oppenheim,  and  Mr.  Doyle,  much 
as  we  love  and  enjoy  him,  is,  it  must  be 
confessed,  little  known  save  by  reputa- 
tion on  this  side  of  the  sea.  He  is  fiction 
in  the  strictest  sense.  Like  Mr.  De 
Quincey's  unfortunate  reporter,  non 
est  inventus.  But  he  is  not  the  less  popu- 
lar among  us  for  being  an  imported 
article.  He  is  so  rich,  so  ready,  so  un- 
spoiled, so  clear-eyed,  clean-limbed, 
nasal-toned,  poker-faced,  and  best  of 
all  (true  to  the  great  traditions  of  his 
country),  so  quick  on  the  trigger! 

The  trouble  is  not  merely  that  the 
things  we  hear  we  never  see,  but  that 
the  things  we  see  we  never  hear.  For 
how  extraordinary  is  the  sensation  when 
you  hear  of  something  you  have  seen! 
Perhaps  it  is  only  an  accident.  Do  you 
not  yearn  to  rise  up  and  cry  out,  *  I  saw 
that!  I  was  there'?  It  is  because,  for 
once,  things  seen  coincide  with  things 
heard. 

Brain-proud  men  of  science  sourly  say 
that  Greek  is  dead.  But  to  the  Grecian 
mind  it  is  refreshing  to  observe  that 
familiarity  with  Greek  is  now  extraor- 
dinarily widespread  in  this  country. 
This  is  all  the  more  fascinating  at  a 
time  when  the  practical  educators  have 
triumphantly  excluded  the  study  of 
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Greek  from  most  institutions  of  learn- 
ing, as  an  impractical  subject,  not  suit- 
ed to  the  training  of  a  materialistic 
people. 

As  I  look  about  the  world  in  which  I 
live,  I  observe  that  every  high-school 
boy  or  girl  knows  his  Greek  letters.  He 
does  not  have  to  be  compelled  to  learn 
them.  He  wishes  to  learn  them.  He 
would  feel  humiliated  if  he  did  not  learn 
them.  He  would  be  looked  down  upon 
by  his  companions  as  a  person  without 
social  ideals.  His  college  brothers  are 
equally  conversant  with  the  eponym 
of  all  alphabets.  So  are  their  sisters  and 
their  sweethearts.  They  may  not  know 
the  rule  of  three  or  the  multiplication 
table;  they  may  be  without  a  single 
formula  of  chemistry  or  a  solitary  prin- 
ciple of  physics;  but,  rely  upon  it,  they 
will  know  their  Greek  letters.  Their 
parents  will  know  them,  too.  They  will 
learn  them  at  their  children's  knee,  in 
all  docility  and  eagerness,  for  fear  of 
disgracing  themselves  and  their  off- 
spring by  not  always  and  everywhere 
distinguishing  the  illustrious  Tau  Omi- 
cron  Pi's  from  the  despised  Nu  TJpsi- 
lon  Tau's.  The  fact  is,  it  is  difficult  to 
be  even  a  successful  delivery  boy  in 
our  community  without  knowing  one's 
Greek  letters. 

I  doubt  whether  the  Greek  alphabet 
was  ever  more  widely  and  favorably 
known  than  now.  In  our  midst  the  cele- 
brated Cato  could  not  have  survived 
till  eighty  without  learning  it. 

I  shudder  to  think  what  anguish  this 
must  cau^e  the  practical  educators 
aforesaid,  as  they  walk  abroad  and  see 
every  house  boldly  and  even  brazenly 
labeled  with  the  hated  letters.  Even 
their  own  favorite  students,  who  show 
promise  in  the  use  of  test-tubes  and 
microscopes,  insist  upon  labeling  them- 
selves with  more  of  the  Greek  alphabet. 
Why  will  they  not  be  content  to  call 
their  honor  societies  by  some  practical 
Anglo-Saxon  name,  like  the  Bread  and 


Brick  Club,  or  the  Gas  and  Gavel? 
But  no!  These  rational  considerations 
have  no  force  with  our  youth.  Nothing 
will  satisfy  them  but  more  Greek  let- 
ters. I  have  seen  a  man  use  twelve  of 
them,  or  just  half  the  alphabet,  to  set 
forth  his  social  and  learned  affiliations. 

Of  course,  to  us  Greek  professors, 
shambling  aimlessly  about  the  streets 
with  nothing  to  do,  these  brass  signs 
are  like  the  faces  of  old  friends  (no  of- 
fense, I  hope),  and  remind  us  of  the 
names  of  the  books  of  Homer,  if  noth- 
ing more. 

But  the  Greek  renaissance  has  gone 
much  further  than  the  alphabet.  It 
pervades  science.  It  is  positively  non- 
plussing to  hear  one's  scientific  friends 
rambling  on  in  the  language  of  Aris- 
totle and  Euclid,  with  their  atoms  and 
ions,  their  cryoscopes  and  cephalalgias, 
their  sepsis,  analysis,  and  autopsies. 
The  fact  is,  they  really  talk  very  little 
but  Greek,  which  is  one  reason  why  we 
all  admire  them  so.  They  are  greatest 
when  they  are  most  Greek;  and  were 
their  Greek  vocabulary  suddenly  taken 
from  them,  half  their  books  would 
shrivel  into  verbs.  Three  fourths  of 
them  are  indeed  teaching  Greek  as  hard 
as  they  can,  though  mercifully  uncon- 
scious of  the  fact. 

The  Greek,  on  seeing  a  queer  animal, 
waited  till  it  was  dead  and  then  counted 
its  toes.  He  thus  soon  knew  enough  to 
make  a  distinction  between  genus  and 
species,  which  zoologists  are  still  talk- 
ing about.  Whence  it  comes  about  that 
our  little  Greek  friends,  the  lion,  the 
elephant,  the  rhinoceros,  and  the  hip- 
popotamus, are  household  favorites 
still.  Consistent  people  who  object  to 
Greek  will  expunge  these  words  from 
their  vocabulary. 

The  Greek  conquest  of  our  social 
youth  and  of  our  grizzled  age  is  noth- 
ing, however,  to  its  triumphs  in  com- 
merce. Here  both  letters  and  vocabu- 
lary come  into  their  own.  It  must  be 
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admitted  that  we  English-speaking 
people  are  poor  word-makers.  Only  in 
moments  of  rare  inspiration  do  we 
achieve  a  Nabisco  or  a  Mazola.  But  in 
this  age  of  new  creations  one  of  Adam's 
chief  needs  is  names  for  the  bewildering 
things  he  sees  about  him.  How  indis- 
pensable to  us  inarticulate  moderns  is 
the  voluble  Greek!  Like  one  who  hides 
a  thimble  for  you  to  find,  he  has  named 
everything  in  advance,  and  all  we  have 
to  do  is  to  discover  it.  From  Alpha 
Beer  to  Omega  Oil,  from  Antikamnia  to 
Sozodont,  the  Greek  has  taught  us 
names.  Even  automobile  is  half  Greek, 
which  is  really  what  makes  it  desirable. 
Who  would  want  an  ipsomobile?  And 
Solon  and  moron,  those  twin  pillars  of 
the  journalistic  vocabulary,  without 
which  no  newspaper  could  exist  a  week, 
are  pure  Grecian.  When  I  attend  the 
funeral  of  Greek,  therefore,  as  I  am 
constantly  invited  to  do,  I  am  com- 
forted to  observe  old  Greek  himself  and 
his  whole  family,  thinly  disguised,  head- 
ing the  chief  mourners. 

II 

Nowhere  is  the  contrast  between 
things  seen  and  things  heard  more  strik- 
ing than  in  language.  Very  conscien- 
tious people  have  observed  this  and, 
fearful  of  seeming  something  other  than 
they  are,  have  evolved  phonetic  spell- 
ing. Witty  people  like  Max  Beerbohm 
and  Josh  Billings  have  observed  it  too, 
and  made  such  use  of  it  as  *Yures  til 
deth,'  and  *  "  The  laibrer  iz  werthi  ov  hiz 
hire,"  an  that  iz  aul.'  Children  are  pro- 
ficient here.  One  I  know  recently  ad- 
dressed a  letter  to  his  'Dere  ant  LN.' 
*Nit  mittenz  ar  the  kynd,'  as  they  spell 
at  Lake  Placid.  An  intelligent-looking 
man  steps  in  front  of  you  at  the  club, 
and  murmurs  a  deferential  *Skewmy,' 
to  which  you  suavely  reply,  *Dough- 
mcshnit.'  No  one  has  ever  been  able  to 
reproduce  conversation  in  print.  The 


gulf  between  the  words  we  see  and  the 
words  we  say  is  too  great.  Feeble  ef- 
forts in  this  direction  are  sometimes 
made  by  ambitious  writers,  but  the 
truth  is  that,  from  the  standpoint  of 
the  printed  page,  we  all  speak  in  dialect. 

The  fact  is,  almost  everything  we 
hear  is  more  or  less  conventionalized  in 
type  or  in  telling.  People  exchange  frag- 
ments of  news,  or  funny  stories  of  a 
few  familiar  types.  Newspaper  items 
can  easily  be  grouped  under  five  or  six 
thoroughly  conventional  heads.  An  ob- 
servant friend  once  remarked  that  the 
women  of  literature  were  mere  pallid 
contrivances  compared  to  the  actual 
ones  we  know,  and  I  was  really  startled 
to  perceive  that  he  was  right.  Even 
in  books  no  one  will  go  to  the  pains  of 
relating  things  as  unconventionally  as 
they  really  happen.  We  are  accus- 
tomed to  stereotypes,  and  we  expect  and 
desire  them.  In  reality,  of  course,  things 
happen  much  more  intricately  than 
anyone  will  bother  to  report  them,  or 
to  hear  them  reported.  This  is  prob- 
ably what  is  meant  when  we  say  that 
truth  is  stranger  than  fiction.  It  is 
vastly  more  complex. 

Take  a  simple  example.  As  you  plod 
homeward  of  an  autumn  morning, 
fatigued  by  the  labors  of  the  profes- 
sorial day,  you  are  met  by  a  colleague  of 
high  degree,  who  declares  that  he  has 
been  looking  for  you.  Will  you  go  and 
meet  the  Cardinal?  Like  the  Sage  of 
Concord,  you  like  a  church,  you  like  a 
cowl,  and  you  are  careful  not  to  say 
No,  as  you  conceal  your  gratification 
and  fence  for  more  definite  information. 
You  fortify  yourself  by  the  reflection 
that  you  have  encountered  cardinals 
and  dukes  before  this,  and  struggle  to 
remember  which  is  His  Eminence  and 
which  His  Grace.  It  seems  that  the 
Archbishop  is  to  bring  the  Cardinal  out 
from  the  other  end  of  town,  and  at  one- 
fifteen  they  will  hesitate  at  a  certain 
down-town  corner  long  enough  to  pick 
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you  up.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  carry 
your  cap  and  gown,  to  mark  you  off 
from  the  passing  throng.  And  you  would 
better  give  the  motor-cycle  man  who 
will  lead  the  way  a  memorandum  of  the 
route  he  is  to  follow. 

You  do  not  decline.  You  move  on 
homeward,  thinking  quite  without  ef- 
fort of  some  flattering  things  you  will 
say  to  the  Archbishop  and  some  ob- 
servations you  will  address  to  the  Cardi- 
nal. In  particular,  you  decide  to  ask 
him  if,  when  the  German  Cardinal 
condescendingly  remarked,  *We  will 
not  speak  of  war,'  he  really  did  answer, 
*  We  will  not  speak  of  peace.'  Your  sim- 
ple preparations  are  soon  made,  and 
you  make  your  way  down-town  in  some 
preoccupation. 

Promptness  has  been  said  to  be  the 
courtesy  of  princes  and  you  do  not  wish 
to  disappoint  a  Prince  of  the  Church. 
At  one-five  you  take  your  stand  at  the 
curb  beside  the  streaming  boulevard. 
Traffic  is  at  its  highest.  You  are  less  in- 
conspicuous than  you  could  wish,  for 
no  one  else  is  carrying  an  academic  cap 
in  his  hand  and  a  doctor's  gown  upon 
his  arm.  But  to  conceal  these  accoutre- 
ments may  defeat  the  purpose  of  your 
vigil.  It  is  precisely  by  a  wave  of  that 
Oxford  cap  that  you  are  to  bring  the 
whole  proud  sacerdotal  cortege,  motor- 
cycles and  all,  to  a  stop.  You  scan  each 
south-bound  car  with  eagerness.  It  be- 
comes one-fifteen.  The  Archbishop  is 
the  soul  of  promptitude.  He  should  be 
almost  here.  You  perceive  approaching 
a  particularly  stately  limousine,  which 
conforms  to  your  preconceived  ideas  of 
the  archiepiscopal  in  automobiles.  It 
proves  to  be  empty.  You  have  now 
scanned  hundreds  of  passing  cars.  It  is 
one-twenty  —  one-twenty-five  —  one- 
thirty.  Great  Heavens!  Have  you 
missed  the  Cardinal's  car.  Archbishop 
and  all?  Even  in  your  dawning  dismay 
habits  of  scientific  observation  reassert 
themselves.  The  stately  limousine  you 


had  once  taken  for  his  reappears,  from 
the  same  direction  as  before  and  still 
empty.  You  are  not  mistaken.  You 
recognize  the  chauff'eur.  You  almost 
think  he  recognizes  you.  It  strikes  you 
that  these  cars  that  you  have  been  see- 
ing are  not  all  different  ones,  but  are 
simply  circling  about  before  you,  like 
Csesar's  army  on  the  stage. 

It  is  two  o'clock.  You  despair.  The 
party  has  eluded  you.  It  has  probably 
already  arrived  at  the  University,  hav- 
ing gone  out  some  other  way.  After  all, 
why  should  you  have  escorted  the  Car- 
dinal out?  He  is  escorted  everywhere 
by  two  archbishops,  five  motor-cops, 
five  plain-clothes  men,  and  a  civilian 
guard  of  honor.  This  should  suffice. 
He  is  indeed  a  stranger  in  the  city,  but 
he  can  hardly  go  astray.  You  begin  to 
feel  sadly  superfluous,  yet,  following  a 
Casabiancan  instinct,  you  stay  on.  A 
friend  who  has  observed  your  situation 
goes  into  the  club  and  telephones.  He 
returns  to  inform  you  that,  owing  to 
the  Cardinal's  fatigue,  the  programme 
has  been  postponed  one  hour.  It  is  two- 
ten.  You  observe  that  it  is  just  time 
for  him  now  to  be  appearing.  The 
stately  and  mysterious  limousine,  al- 
ready twice  seen,  now  passes  for  the 
third  time.  It  is  still  vacant. 

The  mystery  of  it  fascinates  you.  Is 
it  inextricably  caught  in  the  circling 
current,  like  some  flying  Dutchman  on 
wheels,  powerless  to  make  a  port?  It 
occurs  to  you  that,  if  the  cars  before 
you  are  in  some  instances  merely  run- 
ning around  in  circles,  the  foot-pas- 
sengers behind  you  may  be  doing  the 
same  thing.  Two-twenty-five,  and 
again  that  silent,  vacant,  funereal  limou- 
sine sweeps  by,  for  the  fourth  time.  It 
is  getting  on  your  nerves.  Is  it  possible 
that  public-spirited  owners  send  their 
limousines  on  idle  afternoons  to  circle 
showily  about  the  Avenue,  hour  after 
hour,  to  swell  the  concourse  and  thus 
contribute  their  mite,  as  it  were,  to  the 


362 


THINGS  SEEN  AND  HEARD 


gayety  of  nations  ?  Or  is  this  mysterious 
vehicle,  with  its  hawk-Uke  circHng, 
bent  on  some  sinister  errand  of  abduc- 
tion, or  worse? 

But  at  this  instant  a  police-gong 
clangs  down  the  thronging  street.  Five 
motor-cops  appear,  and  in  the  car  be- 
hind them  a  mediseval  saint,  a  modern 
archbishop,  and  divers  celebrities  such 
as  one  sees  in  guards  of  honor.  One 
knows  them  instinctively  by  their  tall 
hats,  and  observes  that  there  are  still 
occasions  for  such  hats  —  the  cardinal 
points  of  existence,  as  it  were.  But  you 
have  scarcely  registered  this  observation 
and  handed  the  leading  motor-police- 
man his  typewritten  instructions,  when 
you  are  aware  that  one  of  the  hats  is 
pointing  you  to  the  second  car.  You 
turn  swiftly  to  it.  The  gentlemen  in  it 
spring  out  with  surprising  agility  and 
make  a  place  for  you  among  them.  The 
cortege  has  hardly  stopped.  The  nim- 
ble gentlemen  spring  in  again  (the  car  is 
an  open  one),  and  you  are  off. 

You  experience  a  momentary  disap- 
pointment that  you  are  not  to  hobnob 
with  the  illustrious  prelates,  but  bend 
your  attention  upon  their  distinguished 
representatives  about  you.  They  are 
little  given  to  conversation.  If  they  are 
not  communicative,  neither  are  they 
inquisitive.  They  are  of  a  negative  de- 
meanor. They  drive  at  a  frightful 
speed,  shepherding  all  other  traffic  to 
the  curb  out  of  their  way  as  they  ad- 
vance. They  achieve  this  flattering  ef- 
fect by  blowing  a  siren,  sounding  a  loud 
gong,  and  hurling  deep- throated  objur- 
gations, much  deeper  than  you  are  ac- 
customed to,  at  anyone  who  crosses 
their  path.  Who  are  these  supreme 
autocrats,  you  ask  yourself?  Mere 
money  could  not  behave  thus.  A  sus- 
picion crosses  your  mind  and  you  ask 
what  car  this  is.  You  arc  informed  that 
it  is  the  Police  Car! 

Of  course,  you  do  in  the  end  meet  the 
Cardinal  and  set  his  feet  upon  the  long 


carpet  pontifically  stretched  for  his  re- 
ception. That  is  all  there  is  to  be  said 
about  it.  You  did  meet  the  Cardinal, 
and  you  *  acted'  (admirable  word!)  as 
his  escort.  But  as  you  look  back  upon 
that  day,  that  bald  statement  does  not 
summarize  or  even  adumbrate  its  im- 
pressions. 

Ill 

In  one  respect  alone  that  I  detect 
does  observation  agree  with  rumor. 
Both  are  generally  inconclusive.  Miss 
Repplier  has  recently  remarked  how 
frequently  one  who  reads  is  told  the  be- 
ginnings of  things  and  left  to  conjecture 
the  end.  It  is  just  as  true  of  life.  We 
are  always  wondering  what  *  finally' 
became  of  this  man  and  that,  once  of 
our  acquaintance,  and  of  this  move- 
ment or  that,  once  brought  to  our  ears. 
Life  and  print  are  alike  full  of  mysteri- 
ous fragments,  which  we  have  not  time 
to  fit  into  their  exact  places  in  the  gen- 
eral order. 

Domestic  rearrangements  drove  me, 
on  a  recent  winter  night,  to  go  to  rest 
in  a  room  at  the  back  of  the  house,  over- 
looking what  I  call  the  garden.  Before 
retiring  I  put  up  a  window,  so  that  a 
refreshing  whiff  of  the  stock-yards 
might  perfume  my  dreams  and  reassure 
me  that  there  was  no  immediate  danger 
of  famine. 

The  night  was  cold,  and  my  efforts  at 
slumber  were  frustrated  by  a  strange, 
steadily  recurring  sound  like  a  man 
shoveling  coal  or  clearing  frozen  slush 
from  a  sidewalk.  But  the  hour,  between 
eleven  and  twelve,  seemed  an  improb- 
able time  for  such  operations.  About 
midnight,  however,  it  ceased  and  I  fell 
asleep. 

The  next  morning  I  mentioned  the 
sound  to  a  member  of  the  family  who 
had  also  been  sleeping  on  the  garden- 
side  of  the  house,  and  she  declared  that 
she  too  had  noticed  it,  and  been  much 
mystified  about  il.  It  did  not  seem  a 
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reasonable  time  to  shovel  off  the  hard- 
ened snow  —  for  it  was,  of  course,  hard- 
est at  night,  when  the  thermometer  was 
low.  What  was  my  astonishment,  how- 
ever, when  I  retired  on  the  following 
night,  to  hear  the  same  harsh,  grating, 
sound  patiently  repeated  for  an  hour  or 
two  toward  midnight.  I  thought  again 
of  the  possibility  that  it  was  coal  that 
was  being  shoveled.  Perhaps  some  poor 
unfortunate  neighbor  was  hoarding 
coal,  and  his  enjoyment  took  the  form 
of  shoveling  his  hoard  over  and  over, 
and  gloating  over  it  through  the  mid- 
night hours.  This  theory  appealed  to 
me  strongly  as  I  lay  awake  and  listened 
to  the  sound,  until  I  noticed  that  the 
shoveled  stuff,  whatever  it  was,  made 
no  sound  when  it  fell.  It  therefore  could 
not  be  coal. 

It  must,  of  course,  be  snow,  or  at 
least  must  fall  upon  a  bed  of  snow, 
which  made  it  noiseless.  But  why  this 
tireless  shoveling  of  hardened  snow 
from  the  concrete  walks  night  after 
night  in  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of 
the  night?  Was  it  some  wretch  who  had 
formerly  neglected  his  sidewalks  and  so 
wrought  an  involuntary  homicide,  who 
now,  sleepless  with  remorse,  must  pick 
away  with  ringing  shovel  at  the  icy 
crust  till  midnight  came  to  his  relief? 
I  never  learned. 

Should  these  lines  ever  meet  the  eye 


of  an  elderly  seafaring  man,  a  pigeon- 
tamer  by  trade,  who  called  upon  me 
last  Saturday  on  his  wa}^  home  to 
Pittsburgh  from  his  second  mother-in- 
law's  funeral  five  miles  from  Madison, 
Wisconsin,  which  he  had  attended  be- 
cause he  considered  a  wife  the  best 
friend  a  man  has  in  the  world,  and  his 
second  wife,  with  whom  he  had  become 
acquainted  through  advancing  her  eight 
dollars  to  enable  her  to  reach  Pitts- 
burgh, was  one  whom  he  could  not  sur- 
pass if  he  married  a  thousand  times; 
but  in  returning  from  which  to  Chicago 
by  train,  overcome  by  grief  and  fatigue, 
he  had  been  robbed  of  all  his  money  ex- 
cept fourteen  dollars  and  was  forced  in 
consequence  to  seek  out  his  old  employ- 
er, a  professor  variously  pronounced 
Riddle,  Griggle,  and  Gridley,  but  spell- 
ed Lelley,  in  default  of  finding  whom  or 
the  grand  master  of  his  fraternal  order 
in  Englewood,  he  was  reduced  to  bor- 
rowing enough  money  to  make  up  the 
price  of  a  ticket  to  Pittsburgh,  or  four 
dollars  and  eighty-seven  cents,  from  me, 
a  perfect  stranger  —  I  should  be  glad 
to  hear  from  him  again.  Till  when,  I 
shall  continue  to  reflect  on  the  dis- 
parity of  what  I  have  seen  with  what  I 
have  heard.  Perhaps  he  was  an  actor 
out  of  work.  If  so,  the  performance 
was  worth  something,  and  it  certainly 
had  a  plot. 
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Linda  Mainwaring  awoke  to  con- 
sciousness on  the  morning  of  her  thir- 
tieth birthday  rather  reluctantly.  It 
was  a  day  she  had  dreaded;  for  although 
her  twenties  had  been  somewhat  tur- 
bulent, she  had,  on  the  whole,  enjoyed 
them;  and  they  had  been,  at  least,  in- 
tensely interesting.  She  was  a  person 
with  great  zest  for  life;  but  now,  as  she 
lay  in  her  bed,  it  seemed  to  her  that  she 
had  passed  through  every  emotional 
crisis,  in  the  last  ten  years,  that  a  woman 
is  capable  of;  and  that  there  was  very 
little  left  that  life  could  hold  besides 
stodgy  and  comfortable  existence. 

It  was  a  long  time  that  she  lay  there, 
thinking,  before  she  rang  the  bell  which 
would  summon  her  maid,  her  mail,  and 
her  breakfast.  She  rather  wondered 
that,  at  the  end  of  thirty  years,  she  felt 
so  tremendously  fit,  so  interested  and 
eager  for  whatever  the  future  might 
hold  for  her,  so  fearful  that  it  might  con- 
tain nothing  that  would  not  prove  an 
anti-climax  to  all  she  had  already  ex- 
perienced. She  was  rather  given  to  self- 
analysis,  and  it  interested  her  to  com- 
pare the  woman  she  was  to-day  with  the 
girl  who,  ten  years  before,  had  married 
Harry  Mainwaring.  She  told  herself 
with  some  humor  that,  in  spite  of  many 
lost  illusions  and  the  added  years,  she 
greatly  preferred  herself  at  thirty. 

*What  a  horrible  little  thing  I  must 
have  been,'  she  thought,  *  half-doll  and 
half-animal;  and  if  1  had  any  brains, 
they  were  sound  asleep.  Yet  how  im- 
portant and  how  confident  I  felt;  how 
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convinced  that  no  one  else  was  capable 
of  such  ideals  or  of  such  love  as  Harry's 
and  mine.' 

This  trend  of  thought  brought  her  to 
considering  another  situation  which  the 
day  held  for  her.  To-day  her  divorce 
became  absolute;  from  to-day  on,  she 
would  be  as  free  to  plan  her  own  life, 
dream  her  own  dreams,  think  her  own 
thoughts,  as  she  had  been  before  she 
married.  Only  the  voices  of  her  three 
little  girls,  whom  she  could  faintly  hear 
chattering  at  their  schoolroom  break- 
fast, could  make  her  married  life  vivid 
to  her.  Financially  she  had  always  been 
less  dependent  on  Harry  than  he  on 
her;  the  house  she  lived  in  she  had  been 
born  in  and  been  married  from.  Yet 
she  felt  entirely  free  from  bitterness  for 
the  experiences  of  the  past  ten  years. 
Nothing  could  be  entirely  regretted 
that  had  helped  to  transform  the  sen- 
sual little  doll  that  had  been  Linda  Em- 
mett  into  the  clear-eyed,  clean-witted 
Linda  Mainwaring.  There  was  no  room 
for  bitterness  in  her,  no  room  for  resent- 
ment for  the  forces  that  had  tempered 
her,  the  fire  that  had  left  her  pliable. 

She  marveled  that  Harry  cared  to 
use  this  glorious  new  freedom  that  she 
was  reveling  in,  to  form  other  bonds. 
He  was  to  be  married  at  noon  to  a  wo- 
man in  whom  Linda,  from  a  slight  ac- 
quaintance, could  discover  nothing  to 
equal  this  thrill  of  youth,  recaptured 
through  freedom.  Passion  was  so  dead 
in  her  that  she  was  apt  to  forget  it  as  a 
factor  in  other  people's  lives;  and,  as  a 
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matter  of  fact,  so  distasteful  was  the 
memory  of  her  own  experience,  she 
made  a  point  of  ignoring  it.  What  could 
Harry  possibly  find  in  marriage  with  a 
commonplace  little  woman,  she  won- 
dered, to  compensate  for  this  magnifi- 
cent liberty? 

While  she  wondered  at  his  desire  to 
reenter  the  holy  state  of  matrimony, 
she  resented  it  not  at  all.  She  was,  in 
fact,  rather  grateful  to  the  woman  who, 
in  making  herself  responsible  for  Har- 
ry's future,  rendered  Linda  infinitely 
freer  than  the  judge's  decree  alone  could 
have  done.  But  she  was  sorry  on  the 
children's  account  for  the  newspaper 
notoriety  which  the  wedding  would 
evoke.  Philippa,  aged  eight,  was  too 
wise  a  child  to  be  put  off  much  longer 
with  evasions;  and  in  a  house  full  of 
servants  with  careless  tongues,  an  in- 
telligent child  could  learn  a  good  deal 
about  her  parents.  The  divorce  itself 
had  been  very  decently  conducted,  and 
the  little  arrangement  which  made 
Harry  beneficiary  for  life  of  a  trust  fund 
created  for  the  children,  on  condition 
that  he  gave  up  all  claim  to  them,  had 
never  been  made  public.  It  had  always 
been  a  quality  of  Harry's  that  Linda 
had  despised,  —  though  it  had  worked 
times  innumerable  to  her  advantage,  — 
that  money  was  an  argument  he  could 
never  resist;  and  when  she  had  signed 
the  check  for  the  sum  for  which  her 
lawyer  was  to  be  trustee,  she  realized 
gratefully  that  she  fully  compensated 
Harry  for  any  loss  he  might  sustain. 

She  was  free,  then.  Thirty  years  old 
and  free;  not  only  from  marital  ties  — 
spinsters  of  thirty  are  free  from  those, 
but  they  are  still  prisoners  in  the  house 
of  life,  peering  with  curious  eyes  into 
love's  garden,  trying  surreptitiously  to 
inhale  the  fragrance  and  see  the  colors 
of  the  flowers.  Linda  had  lived  in  the 
garden  the  whole  season,  and  watched 
the  flowers  from  fresh  bud  to  withered 
stalk;  now  the  gate  at  the  end  was  ajar, 


and  she  stood  gazing  with  eager  eyes  on 
a  far  horizon. 

Thirty  years  old  and  free  —  when 
the  power  of  youth  and  the  wisdom 
which  experience  can  give  meet  for  a 
brief  space.  There  was  so  much  to  do 
and  so  much  to  do  with.  Linda  felt 
that,  at  this  moment,  the  vitality  of 
her  body  found  its  complement  in  the 
virility  of  her  mind.  The  dark  room 
suddenly  seemed  to  stifle  her;  there  was 
not  time,  with  all  she  wanted  to  ac- 
complish, for  mornings  in  bed  and  break- 
fast on  a  tray;  those  had  belonged  to 
that  half-numbed  creature  whom  cir- 
cumstance had  so  nearly  wrecked.  She 
would  have  to  steer  her  boat  clear  from 
the  sluggish  current  it  had  drifted  into ; 
she  wanted  to  find  the  fast-flowing  river 
where  there  were  other  boats  to  com- 
pete with;  and  of  what  use  her  certifi- 
cate of  pilot,  if  she  could  not  avoid  the 
rapids? 

II 

The  maid  came  in  response  to  her  bell, 
and  in  a  moment  the  room  was  flood- 
ed with  sunlight.  Hermence  brought 
a  handful  of  letters  and  papers  before 
the  breakfast-tray  appeared;  people 
were  making  a  point  of  being  nice  to 
Linda  —  a  fact  she  appreciated,  though 
their  attentions  bored  her.  Her  mail 
was  full  of  notes  from  women,  includ- 
ing invitations  with  their  birthday  con- 
gratulations. There  was  one  letter 
which  really  interested  her,  and  that 
was  from  a  man.  It  read;  — 

My  dear  Linda,  — 

You  must  admit  that  I've  respected 
your  wish  to  be  let  alone  for  the  past 
few  months;  but  is  n't  it  time  to  let 
down  the  bars  a  little?  Aren't  you 
making  a  mistake  in  thinking  you  can 
build  up  your  life  again  irrespective  of 
your  friends?  Even  if  you  blame  a  few 
people  (and,  by  the  way,  a  remarkably 
silly  set  of  people)  who  happened  to  be 
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your  intimates  for  a  few  years,  you 
can't  eschew  the  whole  race  of  your 
contemporaries  and  expect  to  make  very 
much  of  the  time  left  you.  It's  rather 
ridiculous  in  you,  Linda,  to  despise  all 
motion  because  you  could  n't  keep  up 
with  a  fast  set.  So,  unless  you  abso- 
lutely forbid  me,  I'm  coming  out  to  see 
you  to-morrow.  For  one  reason,  it's 
your  birthday;  and  for  another,  there 
are  n't  any  rules  in  the  etiquette  book 
on  how  to  behave  on  your  husband's 
wedding-day;  and  at  least  you  can  talk 
to  me,  which  you  can't  to  Philippa  or 
Tiny. 

Yours  always, 

Leigh  Vane. 

Linda  digested  this  with  her  break- 
fast. She  had  long  ago  ceased  to  won- 
der that  Leigh  Vane  rushed  in  upon 
ground  where  the  most  tactful  of  min- 
istering angels  could  not  have  trodden; 
yet  she  knew  he  was  as  wholesome  for 
her  as  are  sun  and  air  for  a  fever  pa- 
tient. Many  times  in  the  past  few  years 
he  had  opened  windows  letting  in  light 
to  the  sick-room  of  her  almost  morbid 
brain.  In  a  way,  his  letter  took  the  edge 
off  the  mood  in  which  she  found  her- 
self prepared  to  face  life;  only  a  short 
time  ago  she  had  felt  that  she  was  ready 
for  whatever  the  future  held  for  her; 
but  she  realized  now  that  she  had  want- 
ed nothing  so  disturbing  to  her  tran- 
quillity as  this  meeting  with  Vane  to 
happen  at  once.  She  was  quite  willing 
to  enjoy  her  peace  superficially,  with- 
out stirring  any  of  the  depths  of  thought 
which  he  invariably  discovered  in  her; 
nor  did  she  want  to  be  scolded  for 
the  philosophy  of  little  resistance  upon 
which  she  planned  to  erect  her  Hfe. 
Vane,  who  appreciated  only  what  he 
gained  by  his  own  labor,  was  not  always 
sympathetic  to  Linda's  moods.  She  had 
once  told  him  that  he  made  accom- 
plishment his  God,  and  had  lost  all  tem- 
perament in  his  mania  for  efficiency. 


As  she  dressed  for  riding,  she  regard- 
ed herself  very  critically.  In  the  past 
months  she  had  been  a  bit  slack  about 
her  personal  appearance,  but  she  real- 
ized that  her  physical  attractiveness 
was  no  less  an  asset  than  her  mentality. 
She  certainly  did  not  look  thirty:  she 
was  still  essentially  young  in  the  slim- 
ness  of  her  figure  and  the  contour  of  her 
face;  the  hair  was  bright  and  luxuriant; 
and  if  the  light  eyes  were  a  little  hard, 
the  mouth  was  adorable.  She  was, 
moreover,  lucky  in  that  supreme  gift 
of  wearing  her  clothes  well  and  in  being 
blessed  with  a  skin  that  every  color  be- 
came. She  was  considered  a  beauty,  but 
in  reality  she  was  more  dependent  on  a 
certain  dramatic  quality  than  on  any 
perfection  of  line. 

She  had  ordered  her  horse  at  ten,  and 
there  was  much  to  be  attended  to  now 
she  was  up  and  dressed.  Her  house,  her 
servants,  and  the  welfare  of  her  children 
brought  duties  which  she  treated  with 
serious  consideration,  though  the  result 
produced  so  smooth  a  mechanism  that 
a  casual  critic  might  have  failed  to  rec- 
ognize the  personality  which  lay  be- 
hind it. 

It  was  a  delightful  day.  The  sun 
beat  down  with  the  first  radiance  that 
everything  alive  must  respond  to;  the 
fresh  wind  from  the  northwest  seemed 
to  be  engaged  in  a  gigantic  house- 
cleaning  to  remove  any  traces  of  the  old 
tenant  before  spring  took  up  her  defi- 
nite abode.  Linda,  mounted  on  a  young 
chestnut  thoroughbred,  enjoyed  her 
ride  hugely.  It  made  her  feel  even  more 
enthusiastic  about  life  in  general  and 
her  own  in  particular,  than  she  had  in 
the  confining  walls  of  her  house.  In  this 
riot  of  sun  and  air,  face  to  face  with  this 
colossal  transformation  that  the  world 
undertook  every  year,  her  own  imme- 
diate problems  took  on  their  relative 
proportions.  Harry's  marriage,  her  own 
birthday,  her  meeting  with  Leigh 
Vane,  all  proved  themselves  in  Nature's 
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scheme  of  things  as  trivial  as  the  dan- 
delions that  were  beginning  to  star  the 
fields  she  rode  through.  It  was  enough 
for  the  moment  just  to  live  and  enjoy, 
to  let  the  sun  reawaken  all  that  the  win- 
ter of  her  discontent  had  felt  die  within 
her;  enough  to  let  this  clean  wind  fresh- 
en the  habitation  of  her  mind  and  make 
it  fit  for  the  Linda  Mainwaring  who  was 
preparing  to  abide  there. 

Her  thoughts  were  distracted  from 
herself  by  a  chance  meeting  with  a 
neighbor,  a  man  too  closely  connected 
with  the  old  order  of  her  existence  to 
render  him  entirely  welcome.  He  was 
the  husband  of  a  woman  who  had  once 
been  a  boon  companion  of  the  Main- 
warings;  and  though  Linda  had  often 
felt  that  he  did  not  entirely  endorse 
her,  he  apparently  was  making  an  ef- 
fort to  be  cordial  to-day,  probably  be- 
cause he  approved  of  Harry  still  less. 
As  he  was  riding  for  exercise,  he  joined 
her,  making  civil  remarks  about  the 
weather.  It  was  obviously  difficult  for 
him  to  bring  his  conversation  down  to 
any  local  topic  for  fear  of  wounding  her 
susceptibilities;  but  at  last  he  ventured 
to  mention  a  mutual  friend  who  was  not 
too  closely  connected  with  the  some- 
what unsavory  memories  they  shared 
in  common. 

*  I  see  that  your  friend  Leigh  Vane  is 
slated  for  great  things,'  he  said.  *If 
they  run  him  for  governor  and  he  does 
pull  it  off",  at  his  age,  there 's  no  telling 
where  he'll  end  up.' 

She  was  interested  at  once. 

'Are  they  considering  running  him, 
then?  I  haven't  seen  Leigh  for  ages; 
and  while  I  knew  he  was  always  dab- 
bling in  politics,  I  had  no  idea  they 
really  took  him  as  seriously  as  that.' 

*He  is  very  well  thought  of  in  the 
state  to-day,'  the  neighbor  told  her. 
'  He  did  a  big  thing  in  keeping  out  of  the 
congressional  election  last  year,  and  the 
powers  that  be  are  n't  always  ungrate- 
ful. He  ought  to  have  a  chance,  be- 


cause, if  a  good  man  is  put  up  for  our 
party,  he  '11  poll  a  good  many  votes  from 
the  Democrats.  Their  man,  you  see,  is 
a  renegade  from  the  Roman  Church,  and 
so  Leigh  has  a  hope  of  that  vote.' 

*I  do  hope  he'll  win  out,'  Linda  said. 
*He's  exactly  the  type  of  man  who 
ought  to  go  in  for  politics  in  this  coun- 
try at  a  time  like  this.  I  must  leave  you 
here,'  she  added,  'as  I'm  going  home 
through  the  woods.  It's  been  awfully 
nice  to  see  you.' 

She  nodded  and  turned  her  horse, 
starting  off*  briskly  through  the  sun- 
dappled  path,  glad  to  be  alone  again. 

She  had  lunch  with  the  little  girls 
and  their  governess.  When  the  clock 
struck  twice,  as  they  finished,  it  oc- 
curred to  her  that  their  father  was 
already  the  husband  of  another  woman. 
As  the  two  younger  girls  left  the  din- 
ing-room with  Mademoiselle,  Philippa 
dawdled  behind,  apparently  eager  to 
converse  with  her  mother.  She  wait- 
ed, with  the  intuitive  tact  that  children 
sometimes  display,  until  they  were 
alone  in  the  room,  before  she  put  the 
question  which  had  been  troubling  her 
ever  since  she  had  overhead  a  con- 
versation between  the  servants  that 
morning. 

'Mother,'  she  said,  'how  can  Daddy 
marry  somebody  else?  Caroline  told 
Hermence  this  morning  it  was  a  wonder 
you  felt  like  riding  horseback  at  the 
very  hour  of  your  husband's  wedding.' 

Linda  had  been  expecting  some  such 
question,  but  it  found  her  with  no  ready 
answer.  She  was  almost  tempted  to 
evade  it,  to  chide  Philippa  for  listening 
to  the  servants'  gossip;  but  she  knew 
that  would  in  no  way  check  the  ideas 
forming  in  the  busy  little  head. 

'I  am  sorry  you  heard  Caroline,'  she 
said  at  last.  'I  had  hoped  you  need 
know  nothing  about  it  until  you  were 
older,  when  of  course  I  should  have  ex- 
plained it  to  you  myself.  You  knew 
that  Daddy  did  n't  live  here  with  us 
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any  more  because  Daddy  and  I  are  not 
married  any  longer.' 

*  Is  n't  he  our  father  any  more? '  asked 
Philippa. 

*Yes,  he's  your  father  still,  and  be- 
cause he's  your  father  you  must  always 
love  him  and  believe  the  best  of  him. 
You  see,  when  he  and  I  were  married, 
we  loved  each  other  very  much,  so  it 
was  right  for  us  to  be  married  and  have 
you  and  Tiny  and  Nancy  for  children; 
but  after  we  found  we  did  n't  care,  it 
became  wrong  to  live  together  the  way 
people  do  who  love  each  other.' 

*Did  you  get  unmarried?'  queried 
Philippa. 

*  So  we  got  unmarried,'  answered  her 
mother.  *Only  it's  called  getting  di- 
vorced, and  that  left  Daddy  free  to 
marry  again,  someone  whom  he  did 
love.' 

'How  do  you  get  di — divorced?'  the 
child  asked.  'Is  it  like  a  wedding?  Do 
you  go  to  church  and  have  music  and 
flowers  and  wear  a  white  dress  like 
Aunt  Tina's?' 

*  It  is  n't  like  a  wedding  at  all,  dear. 
When  people  are  married,  it  is  a  very 
happy  time;  but  there  is  nothing  happy 
about  a  divorce.  It  is  very  sad  when 
two  people,  who  planned  to  live  all  their 
lives  together,  find  they  don't  love  each 
other  enough  to  make  it  possible.' 

*Are  you  very  sad,  mother?' 

She  wished  she  could  answer  truth- 
fully that  she  was.  It  seemed  so  ter- 
rible to  have  to  explain  the  sordid  trag- 
edy of  divorce,  and  to  admit  that  it  had 
left  her  almost  untouched.  All  the  ar- 
guments which  she  had  used  a  few 
months  before  in  justifying  the  course 
she  had  determined  to  pursue  appeared 
so  futile  in  the  face  of  Philippa's  be- 
wildered gaze. 

'I'm  not  very  sad  any  longer,'  she 
answered  at  last.  '  You  see,  I  have  you 
three  girls  to  make  me  happy;  and  if  I 
had  never  married  Daddy,  I  should 
never  have  had  you.  And  we  will  hope 


that  Daddy  will  be  very  happy,  too, 
won't  we?' 

She  tried  to  smile  and  started  to  rise 
from  her  chair,  hoping  that  her  rather 
lame  explanation  had  satisfied  the  child; 
but  Philippa  had  one  more  question. 

'Then  will  you  marry  somebody, 
too?' 

This  time  Linda  was  able  to  laugh. 

'Oh,  dear,  no,'  she  said.  'I  don't 
want  to  marry  anybody.  We  shall  all 
be  very  contented  here  just  as  we  al- 
ways have  been.  Run  along  now,  my 
darling,  and  remember  that  mother  has 
been  telling  you  things  she  does  n't 
want  you  to  talk  about  with  anyone, 
not  even  Mademoiselle  or  the  little 
girls.  If  there's  anything  you  don't' 
understand,  you're  to  ask  me.' 

in 

They  left  the  dining-room  together, 
Philippa  to  prepare  for  her  afternoon 
drive  in  the  pony-cart,  and  Linda  to 
read  up  on  any  political  news  she  could 
find  before  Vane  should  appear.  She 
discovered,  however,  that  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  keep  her  mind  on  the 
printed  pages,  so  often  did  her  thoughts 
revert  to  her  conversation  with  Philip- 
pa. She  had  not  meant  to  make  light 
to  the  child  of  the  sanctity  of  marriage; 
yet  it  seemed  impossible  to  explain  the 
enormity  of  the  step  she  and  Harry 
had  taken,  and  she  doubted  whether 
Philippa's  psychology  would  not  be 
more  affected  if  she  found  her  parents 
in  a  position  which  they  themselves 
questioned. 

But  her  pleasure  in  the  day  had 
gone,  and  Vane  found  her  as  he  very 
possibly  expected  to  find  her  when  he 
had  chosen  this  particular  time  to  prove 
his  friendship.  It  would  have  surprised 
and  probably  shocked  him  had  he  dis- 
covered Linda  in  her  mood  of  the  morn- 
ing. As  it  was,  he  had  the  satisfaction 
of  drawing  her  out  of  herself  by  talking 
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to  her  openly  of  his  own  prospects.  He 
had  a  delightful  personality,  and  as  he 
always  took  it  for  granted  that  women 
are  no  less  interested  in  the  broader 
topics  of  life  than  men,  he  took  the  same 
pains  to  talk  well  to  them. 

When  he  had  broken  down  the  bar- 
riers of  her  reserve,  and  they  were  again 
on  their  old  footing,  he  began  to  ques- 
tion her  about  herself.  He  approved 
her  attitude:  she  had  been  dignified 
and  yet  she  had  won  the  sympathy  of 
everyone,  simply  by  making  no  bid  for 
it.  He  found  her  distinctly  improved, 
and  told  her  so. 

*  You've  grown  up,'  he  told  her;  *not 
old,  you  understand,  because,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  you  look  younger  than  ever, 
but  you  strike  one  now  as  an  intelli- 
gent adult  being.' 

'I'd  like  to  strike  you  as  an  adult 
being,'  she  answered,  making  a  little 
face  at  him;  but  she  was  not  displeased 
to  be  again  talking  personalities  with  a 
man  who  was  interested  in  her.  She 
told  him  how  keen  she  was  to  make  up 
for  all  the  time  she  had  lost  on  things 
which  had  proved  so  deplorably  worth- 
less, and  how  eager  she  felt  to  recon- 
struct her  life  on  more  rugged  lines. 

'One  part  of  life  is  so  entirely  over,' 
she  said,  'and  that's  the  only  part  I 
know  anything  about.  It 's  rather  hard 
to  know  where  to  begin  afresh.' 

'  Meaning,  I  suppose,'  Vane  answered, 
'that  your  career  as  a  wife  is  closed? 
My  dear  Linda,  you  have  only  just 
learned  how  to  be  a  wife  for  a  man;  not 
a  boy,  you  understand,  but  a  grown-up 
man  who  wants  a  grown-up  woman. 
Not,'  he  added,  'that  your  present 
frame  of  mind  is  n't  a  very  healthy  one 
until  the  right  man  comes  along.  You 
can't  afford  a  second  mistake.' 

This  was  going  a  little  far,  even  for 
Leigh.  Linda  became  intensely  serious. 

'I  wish  you  would  try  to  appreciate 
the  situation,'  she  said.  'You  say  I 
seem  to  have  grown  up,  and  I  assure 
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you  that  it  is  true,  if  it  is  only  in  the 
way  I  look  at  the  things  which  I  ac- 
cepted so  lightly  a  few  months  ago. 
While  I  find  myself  happier  to-day  than 
I  have  been  since  I  outgrew  my  infatua- 
tion for  Harry  and  have  seen  him  with 
the  eyes  of  all  the  people,  yourself  in- 
cluded, who  begged  me  not  to  marry 
him,  I  realize  more  than  ever  before  the 
tragedy  that  has  occurred,  and  I  would 
rather  go  back  to  the  hell  which  made 
up  my  life  until  six  months  ago  than 
have  had  to  make  the  explanation  which 
I  made  to  Philippa  to-day.  So  there  is 
no  need,  Leigh,  for  your  kindly  little 
warning  about  second  mistakes.' 

'My  dear  Linda,'  he  said,  quite  as 
serious  as  she,  'I  don't  want  you  to 
think  that  I,  of  all  people,  have  taken 
this  step  of  yours  as  anything  but  the 
very  best  way  out  of  an  intolerable 
situation,  and  I  trust  with  all  my  heart 
that  it  is  one  which  will  prove  to  be  for 
the  happiness  of  everyone  concerned; 
although  I  understand  you  perfectly 
when  you  say  that  to-day  you  feel  that 
happiness  is  hardly  an  essential  com- 
pared to  your  children's  belief  in  the 
sanctity  of  marriage.  Forgive  me  if  I 
have  off*ended  by  too  great  frankness  in 
stating  that  I  can't  believe  that  life  is 
over  for  anyone  who  has  developed  un- 
der it  as  magnificently  as  you.' 

Compliments  from  Leigh  were  few 
and  far  between,  and  Linda  treasured 
them  correspondingly.  She  took  his 
proffered  hand. 

'You  will  help  me  to  go  on,  won't 
you?'  she  said.  'I  am  depending  on 
you  to  keep  me  in  touch  with  lots  of 
big  things,  which  are  all  around  you  and 
quite  out  of  reach  of  a  lone  woman.' 

'As  a  start,  I'll  send  you  some  books 
which  may  be  of  interest,'  he  promised. 
'At  least,  I  hope  they'll  prove  so  in- 
volved you  '11  have  to  let  me  come  often 
to  explain  them.' 

In  a  few  moments  he  took  his  depart- 
ure, conscious  that  he  felt  more  intense 
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sympathy  for  this  old  friend  than  he 
had  in  all  the  miserable  years  which  had 
followed  her  rash  disregard  of  his  ad- 
vice and  the  advice  of  all  the  people 
who  had  known  both  Linda  and  Main- 
waring.  To  him,  divorce  was  a  very 
hideous  thing;  and  the  fact  that  it  had 
become  so  to  her  made  her  more  ap- 
pealing than  she  had  been  before  she 
had  experienced  it.  Linda,  on  her  side, 
felt  that  her  friendship  with  Leigh  had 
been  put  through  the  acid  test  and  come 
out  pure  gold. 

IV 

She  began  to  pick  up  the  broken 
threads  again,  and  in  the  next  few 
months,  although  she  became  intimate 
with  no  one,  she  resumed  a  normal  in- 
tercourse with  the  people  who  had  been 
lifelong  friends  and  neighbors.  But  be- 
hind hfer  outer  life  she  continued  to  ex- 
pand and  develop  within  herself.  The 
books  which  Leigh  sent  her  she  not 
only  read,  but  studied;  and  soon  he  was 
coming,  not  only  to  expound  their 
meanings,  but  to  discuss  and  argue 
them  Avith  her.  That  summer  they  went 
deep  into  a  comprehension  of  Socialism, 
and,  strangely  enough,  it  made  a  strong 
appeal  both  to  the  woman  who  had 
spent  her  whole  life  among  the  frivolous 
by-products  of  capitalism  and  to  the  man 
who  was  running  for  governor,  the 
choice  of  serious  capitalists.  As  the 
work  of  his  campaign  grew  more  en- 
grossing, he  found  tremendous  inspira- 
tion in  Linda's  freshly  awakened  men- 
tal responsiveness;  and  in  meeting  the 
demands  of  her  eager  mind  for  more 
and  ever  more  facts  and  explanations, 
he  developed  a  knowledge  of  the  psy- 
chology of  the  people  whom  he  wanted 
for  his  constituents. 

It  happened  that  year  that  there  was 
no  dearth  of  gubernatorial  material  for 
the  RepubHcans  to  choose  from,  and 
the  nomination  of  a  candidate  promised 
a  more  bitter  light  than  the  election  it- 


self. The  state  had  suffered  through  a 
considerable  period  from  a  Democratic 
governor,  who  had  been  sustained  in 
office  by  the  labor  vote  and  the  Roman 
Church,  of  which  he  was  a  member.  He 
had  pushed  representatives  of  that  in- 
stitution on  every  state  board  which 
had  hitherto  kept  clear  of  sectarian  dif- 
ferences; and  he  had  been  very  much  to 
the  fore  in  advocating  parochial  schools 
to  be  supported  by  the  unredeemed  but 
tax-paying  public. 

But,  although  many  people  despised 
the  Governor,  his  policies  did  not  awak- 
en enough  antagonism  in  the  country 
districts,  where  the  Republicans  must 
look  for  their  strength,  to  defeat  him, 
unless  some  defalcation  should  split  his 
own  ranks.  Suddenly,  when  his  ene- 
mies were  despairing,  he  not  only  threw 
ammunition  into  their  hands,  but  caus- 
ed an  explosion  among  his  own  adher- 
ents. Whether  it  was  a  question  of  real 
conviction,  or  pressure  brought  to  bear 
by  some  political  magnate  who  was  in 
matrimonial  difficulties,  could  not  be 
ascertained;  but  without  warning  to 
the  leaders  of  his  party  or  his  Church, 
the  Governor  announced  himself  in 
favor  of  more  uniform  and  lenient  di- 
vorce laws.  The  present  laws,  he  was 
quoted  as  saying,  entailed  suffering 
only  on  the  poor,  while  the  rich  evaded 
them  by  taking  up  residence  in  some 
other  state.  It  was  preposterous,  if  a 
person  could  obtain  divorce  from  a 
criminal,  that  one  could  not  from  a  lu- 
natic; and  if  religious  conviction  made 
divorce  and  remarriage  possible  for  one 
cause,  it  should  do  as  much  for  several 
causes.  He  added  that  the  state  laws 
could  not  affect  people  to  whom  the 
Church  denied  divorce;  that  personal- 
ly, as  a  Catholic,  he  deplored  divorce, 
but  as  governor  of  a  people  of  varying 
creeds,  he  invoked  justice. 

This  last,  which  was  obviously  in- 
1  ('tided  as  a  sop  to  his  ('hurch,  failed  to 
abate  the  antagonism  that  his  position 
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aroused;  and  even  the  weight  of  such 
an  influential  politician  as  Mr.  Henry 
McFarland  was  unable  to  crush  the  op- 
position which  threatened  to  break  the 
Democratic  strength.  The  fact  that 
McFarland's  wife  had  been  confined  in 
an  institution  for  the  hopelessly  insane 
earned  for  that  gentleman  the  oppro- 
brium of  Henry  the  Eighth;  and  it  was 
hinted,  not  only  that  the  Governor 
had  broken  faith  with  his  Church,  but 
that  his  political  honor  was  not  above 
suspicion. 

It  was  felt  by  Republican  leaders 
that  a  crisis  had  presented  itself  which 
gave  their  party  a  chance  for  reinstate- 
ment; for  while  McFarland  and  his  col- 
leagues were  strong  enough  to  keep  a 
fresh  candidate  from  acquiring  control 
in  their  own  party,  they  were  unable  to 
influence  a  number  of  individuals  who 
loudly  acclaimed  their  disapproval  of 
the  present  Governor's  pretension  to 
another  term.  It  therefore  seemed  not 
only  possible,  but  highly  probable  that, 
should  the  Republican  nominee  prove 
popular  personally,  he  would  stand  an 
excellent  chance. 

To  men  like  Leigh  Vane,  the  present 
opportunity  led  to  a  hope,  not  only  that 
his  party  would  win  the  coming  elec- 
tion, but  that  a  man  of  ideals  and  vision 
could  do  much  more  than  hold  down  the 
oflfice  —  he  could  lead  the  state  back  to 
the  Republican  majority  which  a  fairly 
recent  invasion  of  foreign  labor  had 
temporarily  overthrown.  But  it  would 
need  a  man  who  firmly  believed  in  his 
party  to  accomplish  this,  —  not  a  mere 
opportunist,  —  and  it  would  take  a 
man  of  great  personal  integrity  and  sin- 
cerity, quite  apart  from  his  political 
persuasion,  to  induce  the  wavering  ele- 
ment to  come  over  to  his  side.  Of  the 
present  aspirants  to  the  nomination, 
three  names  stood  out  more  and  more 
prominently  as  the  date  for  decision  ap- 
proached. These  were  Bernard  Fabian, 
Edward  Joyce,  and  Leigh  Vane. 


Fabian  was  one  of  the  largest  em- 
ployers of  labor  in  the  state;  he  was  a 
self-made  man,  who  had  worked  his 
way  up  in  one  of  the  woolen  mills  that 
he  now  controlled. 

Joyce  was  the  more  usual  type.  He 
had  been  through  the  political  mill,  and 
had  given  up  a  profitable  law  practice 
to  enter  politics. 

Though  not  a  capitalist  like  Fabian, 
Vane  came  of  people  who  had  always 
belonged  to  the  moneyed  class.  They 
were  also  people  who  had  served  their 
country  in  various  branches.  His 
grandfather  had  held  the  rank  of  colo- 
nel in  the  Civil  War,  where  his  name 
was  still  remembered  in  the  homes  of 
men  who  had  composed  his  regiment. 
His  son,  Leigh's  father,  was  concluding 
his  useful  if  not  brilliant  term  as  United 
States  Senator  at  the  time  of  his  death. 
Leigh  himself  had  been  brought  up  in 
the  traditions  of  Republicanism,  and 
several  of  the  big  men  of  the  party  had 
been  his  personal  friends  from  child- 
hood. But  his  present  strength  lay  far 
less  in  these  affiliations  than  in  the 
esteem  in  which  the  influential  men  of 
his  own  state  held  him.  Orphaned  and 
well-to-do,  he  had  chosen  a  life  of  rigor- 
ous work  on  a  newspaper,  where  he  had 
never  attempted  to  score  personally, 
but  had  given  freely  of  himself  to  the 
good  of  the  cause.  A  year  before,  he  had 
been  requested  to  contest  the  Congres- 
sional seat  of  his  district,  and  for  a  while 
he  had  been  greatly  tempted;  but  he 
had  proved  himself  big  enough  not  to 
risk  splitting  the  slim  Republican  ma- 
jority; and  he  had  done  such  excellent 
work  in  upholding  the  man  who  might 
have  been  his  rival,  that  he  was  hence- 
forth considered  a  definite  political 
factor. 

Linda  had  made  a  point  of  meeting 
both  Fabian  and  Joyce,  and  assured 
herself  that,  quite  apart  from  her  af- 
fection for  him,  Leigh  was  far  better 
qualified  for  the  ofj[ice  than  either  of  the. 


372 


AT  THIRTY 


others.  She  was  not  the  kind  of  woman 
who  would  ever  be  a  direct  factor  in 
pubUc  Ufe,  but  her  influence  could  be 
none  the  less  real.  Men  said  things  to 
her,  when  she  expressed  a  wish  to  take 
politics  seriously,  which  they  might  not 
have  said  to  so  casual  a  male  acquaint- 
ance; and  she  was  clever  in  using  the 
information  she  received.  She  secured 
several  bits  of  political  gossip,  which 
were  of  some  value  to  Vane;  and  when 
he  told  her  so,  she  was  conscious  of 
greater  enthusiasm  for  life  than  she  had 
felt  for  years.  And  it  was  not  only  in 
this  way  that  she  helped  him.  He  had 
no  one  very  near  to  him  with  whom  to 
discuss  the  problems  "that  his  campaign 
presented;  and  not  only  did  Linda's 
eager  interest  prevent  him  from  feeling 
that  he  was  imposing  them  upon  her, 
but  in  putting  them  before  her,  he  put 
them  more  clearly  to  himself.  If  Linda 
was  a  help  to  him,  he  proved  himself 
invaluable  to  her,  not  only  in  stimu- 
lating her  intellect,  but  in  many  little 
crises  of  her  domestic  life. 

There  were,  of  course,  comparatively 
long  stretches  of  time  when  they  did  not 
see  each  other  at  all,  but  these  made 
them  realize  how  closely  their  interests 
were  attuned.  Perhaps  the  fact  that 
the  whole  situation  was  abnormal  made 
both  Linda  and  Vane  slow  to  realize 
its  normal  consequence.  Summer  burn- 
ed itself  out,  and  the  early  autumn 
brought  new  political  activities,  which 
made  frequent  meetings  impossible. 

V 

It  was  in  October,  after  an  interval 
of  some  weeks,  thai  Vane  found  an  op- 
portunity to  dine  and  spend  a  quiet 
evening  with  Mrs.  Mainwadng  —  the 
last  before  his  immediate  prospects 
would  be  determined. 

He  came  down  to  the  country  rather 
early;  he  wanted  to  see  the  children,  he 
said;  and  they,  enchanted  to  see  him, 


swarmed  over  him,  showed  him  every 
new  acquisition  since  his  last  visit, 
played  a  series  of  delightful  games  with 
him,  and  went  reluctantly  upstairs  at 
their  bedtime,  bribed  by  the  promise 
that  he  would  come  and  help  Mummy 
tuck  them  up.  Linda  had  been  more 
audience  than  participant  in  the  games. 
She  was  conscious  of  a  queer  heartache 
when  she  saw  Leigh  with  her  children — 
a  jealousy  for  them,  and  a  knowledge 
that  he  filled  a  place  in  their  lives  she 
could  never  fill. 

He  stood  up  when  they  had  gone, 
smoothing  his  hair  with  his  hands, 
straightening  his  tie,  which  their  last 
mad  game  had  disarranged,  and  met 
Linda's  eyes.  The  expression  in  them 
hurt  him  unbearably  —  it  made  her 
look  so  detached,  so  apart  from  his  own 
healthy,  ambitious  life. 

*I  should  like  some  air  before  dinner,' 
he  said.  *  Is  it  too  cold  for  a  last  look  at 
the  garden,  do  you  think,  before  we  say 
good-night  to  the  children?' 

'It's  not  very  cold.  This  moon 
brought  a  frost,  and  there's  nothing 
left  in  the  garden,  but  it's  delicious 
there,  I  know.' 

She  got  up  from  her  chair;  he  opened 
one  of  the  long  glass  doors  and  followed 
her  out  on  the  terrace;  they  crossed, 
and  descended  some  steps.  It  was  dark 
save  for  the  cold  light  of  the  young 
autumn  moon,  which  cast  hard,  curious 
shadows.  The  garden,  surrounded^ by  a 
great  hemlock  hedge,  had  been  a  riot 
of  color  only  a  few  days  before;  but  to- 
night the  flowers  in  the  moonlight  ap- 
peared dry  husks,  ghosts  of  a  vanished 
loveliness. 

They  were  both  very  quiet;  she  was 
thinking  that  once  she  had  stolen  out 
of  the  house  and  danced  in  this  moon- 
lit garden  with  a  vine  twisted  in  her 
hair,  and  a  man  had  pursued  her  and 
kissed  her  in  the  shadow  of  the  hemlock 
hedge,  and  she  had  thought  she  loved 
him.  Vane  was  thinking  what  a  little 
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thing  a  career  was,  compared  to  a  wo- 
man with  eyes  like  that;  a  woman  who 
needed  him  more  than  state  or  party 
could  ever  need  him;  a  woman  he  want- 
ed far  above  the  laurels  of  a  statesman. 
They  gazed  into  the  blackness  of  the 
hemlocks  as  if  they  were  visualizing 
there  the  things  they  were  thinking  of — 
until  at  last  he  broke  the  long  silence. 

*  Linda,  my  dear  —  my  dear ! '  And 
she  was  in  his  arms,  their  lips  together 
in  their  first  communion.  And  with 
that  kiss  she  was  sealed  his;  with  it  she 
entered  her  kingdom,  the  kingdom  that 
had  never  been  hers  before.  The  dancing 
girl  who  had  been  kissed  in  the  garden 
was  no  part  of  the  woman  in  Vane's 
arms.  Harry  Mainwaring  had  captured 
some  excrescence,  which  her  youth  had 
thrown  off,  but  he  had  never  touched 
the  seed  of  her  soul  that  had  matured 
under  Leigh's  companionship  and  blos- 
somed at  his  kiss. 

He  held  her  until  the  children's  in- 
sistent voices  penetrated  their  fastness, 
when  they  retraced  their  steps  to  the 
house.  Up  in  the  nurseries,  the  little 
girls  in  their  night-clothes  were  eager 
for  another  romp,  but  Leigh  was  in  no 
mood  for  it.  He  was  sweet  with  them, 
tender  even;  but  it  was  he  who  stood 
apart,  a  spectator,  while  they  crowded 
around  Linda  to  say  their  prayers  and 
be  kissed  good-night. 

At  dinner  neither  of  them  spoke 
much,  their  understanding  was  too  deep, 
their  content  too  complete,  to  need 
words.  The  dramatic  touch,  which  no 
woman  lacks,  enabled  Linda  to  start 
fitful  topics  of  conversation  when  the 
servants  were  in  the  room,  as  their 
sense  of  convention  led  them  to  make 
a  pretense  of  eating;  but  it  was  a  re- 
lief to  have  the  meal  over  and  to  find 
themselves  again  in  the  drawing-room, 
free  from  interruptions. 

At  half-past  nine,  when  the  motor 
came  to  take  him  to  the  train,  they  had 
not  begun  to  say  good-night,  to  discuss 


their  next  meeting,  to  plan  any  detail 
of  their  future  —  the  present  was  glori- 
ously sufficient. 

*  I  '11  write  you  in  the  morning,  Linda; 
to-night,  perhaps,  when  I  get  to  town. 
Good-night,  my  darling — '  And  he 
was  in  the  hall,  struggling  with  the 
overcoat  which  her  old  butler  was  hold- 
ing for  him. 

She  watched  him  through  a  crack 
in  the  door,  eager  to  see  him,  to  see 
his  face  when  he  was  not  aware  of  her. 
He  pulled  a  paper  from  his  pocket  and 
wrote  upon  it  hastily.  She  saw  him 
turn  to  the  servant,  and  heard  him 
speak. 

*  Mitten,  here's  a  telegram  —  get  it 
off  for  me  to-night,  will  you?  I  meant 
to  send  it  from  the  village,  but  I  can't 
make  my  train  if  I  do.  You  can  send  it 
over  the  telephone,  but  it  must  go  at 
once.  Thanks  awfully.' 

And  he  was  gone,  after  handing  the 
paper  to  the  man.  The  noise  of  the  mo- 
tor became  louder  for  a  moment,  and 
then  died  away  in  the  distance. 

Linda  went  back  to  her  big  chair  be- 
side the  fire,  almost  unconscious  of  any 
movement  she  made.  She  had  ceased 
to  be  mere  flesh  and  blood;  rather  she 
was  a  sunlit  beach  flooded  by  warm 
waves  of  happiness. 

The  entrance  of  Mitten  aroused  her. 

*Beg  pardon.  Miss  Linda,'  he  said 
—  after  Harry's  departure,  he  could 
never  bear  to  call  her  Mrs.  Mainwaring, 
and  had  gone  back  to  her  girlhood  ap- 
pellation. *  Mr.  Vane  left  a  message  for  ^ 
me  to  send  over  the  telephone,  but 
I  can't  'ardly  make  hout  'is  'andwrit- 
ing.  I  wondered  would  you  mind,  miss, 
being  as  'ow  'e  said  hit  was  most 
himportant?' 

'  I  '11  send  it,  of  course.  You  can  put 
the  lights  out  here,  and  I'll  telephone 
the  message  from  my  room.  Good 
night.  Mitten.' 

*  Good-night,  miss.' 

*Lord,'  he  thought  as  she  went  out. 
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*  'ow  'appy  she  looks  —  the  way  she  did 
before  that  skunk  came  foolin'  round 
ere/ 

Up  in  her  room,  Linda  found  it  diffi- 
cult to  concentrate  on  the  mechanical 
act  of  forwarding  Leigh's  message.  She 
sat  down  by  her  telephone  and  smoothed 
out  the  paper;  but  it  took  several  read- 
ings for  his  written  words  to  connect 
with  her  mind,  which  happiness  had 
temporarily  drugged. 

Then  suddenly  they  and  their  pur- 
port became  burned  upon  her  brain. 
It  was  addressed  to  his  campaign  man- 
ager and  left  unsigned. 

*Stop  all  activities  to  further  my 
candidacy.  Events  have  arisen  which 
would  render  it  impossible  for  me  to  ac- 
cept the  nomination.  Throw  any  in- 
fluence we  can  control  to  Joyce.  Will 
see  you  to-morrow  morning.' 

If  Linda  had  lost  time  through  being 
unable  to  concentrate  her  thoughts, 
she  made  up  for  it  now.  Thoughts,  un- 
welcome and  at  times  confused,  rushed 
through  her  mind,  bearing  her  down  with 
the  weight  of  their  evidence.  Leigh 
was  giving  up  his  career  because  he  was 
pledged  to  marry  her,  —  Linda  Main- 
waring,  —  a  divorced  woman.  She  was 
that  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  though  in 
her  own  she  was  divorced,  not  only  from 
Mainwaring,  but  from  the  girl  who  had 
married  Mainwaring.  Had  she  known 
Leigh  less  well,  she  might  have  hesi- 
tated, might  have  seen  less  clearly  that, 
should  she  marry  him,  his  thwarted 
career  would  always  prove  a  barrier  be- 
tween them  that  even  their  love  could 
not  surmount.  But  she  knew  him  too 
intimately  to  deceive  herself;  she  was 
fully  aware  of  his  ambitions,  his  con- 
victions as  to  what  a  man  in  his  circum- 
stances owed  to  his  country  and  to  his 
tradition. 

It  was  midnight  when  her  course 
presented  itself  to  her;  so  clearly  did 
she  see  it,  and  so  (juickly  must  she  act, 
that  she  was  only  dimly  aware  of  her 


emotions.  Soon  they  would  claim  her, 
they  would  engulf  her  in  utter  misery 
and  despair;  but  for  the  moment,  the 
too  swift  reaction  frgm  her  bliss  had 
numbed  them. 

She  opened  the  door  that  led  from 
her  fire  and  lamp-lit  room  to  the  dark 
spaciousness  of  the  hall,  felt  her  way 
along  to  the  servant's  portion  of  the 
house,  and  knocked  on  Mitten's  door. 
The  old  man  opened  it  cautiously,  his 
gaunt  figure  and  curious,  lined  face  il- 
lumined in  the  dim  light  which  burned 
on  the  service  stairway. 

*Miss  Linda,  —  you're  not  hill?' 

*No,  —  no,  Mitten,  —  nothing  is  the 
matter.  I  mean,  nothing  with  me. 
Something  has  happened  which  makes 
it  necessary  I  should  get  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Vane  early  to-morrow  morning,  —  his 
message  was  very  important,  —  an  an- 
swer has  come  to  it.  I  want  you  to  go 
to  town  on  the  milk  train  and  take  it 
to  him  yourself;  it  is  very  important. 
Wake  Henry  and  tell  him  he  must  take 
you  to  the  station  at  five;  I'll  have  the 
letter  for  you  then,  —  the  letter  will  be 
quite  ready,  —  it's  very  important.' 

She  was  aware  that  she  was  repeating 
herself,  that  her  voice  sounded  flat  and 
without  emphasis;  but  she  gathered 
from  Mitten's  concerned  replies  that 
he  comprehended  and  would  follow  out 
her  instructions. 

Back  in  her  own  room  she  managed 
to  control  her  voice  sufficiently  to  send 
the  telegram.  Then  she  was  confronted 
with  the  necessity  for  writing  the  letter 
—  the  terrible  letter  which  would  keep 
Leigh  from  her  forever,  the  lying  letter 
which  was  in  itself  a  sin  against  love. 
She  sat  at  her  desk  for  hours,  writing, 
destroying  what  she  had  written,  re- 
writing, drawing  aimless  lines  and  little 
pictures  of  nothing.  It  was  nearly  five 
o'clock  when  she  folded  her  completed 
missive  into  its  envelope  and  reeled 
across  the  room  in  response  to  Mitten's 
knock. 
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Dear  Leigh,  — 

I  think  I  must  have  been  mad  to- 
night —  life  has  been  so  difficult  that  at 
times  I  have  felt  utterly  defeated,  and 
it  was  one  of  those  moments,  my  dear, 
when  you  called  to  me  in  the  garden. 
All  at  once  it  seemed  to  me  possible,  be- 
cause of  my  deep  affection  for  you,  to 
lay  the  whole  burden  of  my  problems  on 
you.  But  now  I  am  alone  again,  I  am 
sane.  I  care  too  much  for  you  to  be 
willing  that  the  woman  you  marry 
should  go  to  you  defeated,  wanting 
only  rest  and  comfort;  she  shall  go  to 
you  triumphant,  wanting  nothing  but 
your  love.  That  part  of  me  is  gone 
forever,  burned  out  by  the  fire  which 
destroyed  my  youth — what  I  gave  once 
I  shall  never  have  to  give  again;  and 
here  in  this  house  where  so  much  of  my 
drama  has  been  enacted,  I  realize  that 
the  stage  cannot  be  reset,  or  the  play- 


ers recast  for  its  conclusion.  You  have 
been  a  loyal,  helpful,  wonderful  friend 
always;  you  will  not,  I  am  sure,  ask  me 
to  relinquish  that  friendship  because 
for  a  few  short  hours  we  mistook  it  for 
something  else.  You  have  made  me 
more  reliant,  given  me  new  confidence 
to  meet  situations  as  they  arise  in  my 
path.  It  would  be  a  poor  return  to  give 
you  the  husk  of  love;  forgive  me  for  of- 
fering it,  and  forget  that  I  once  thought 
it  could  be  made  to  satisfy  you.  It 
would  be  as  impossible  to  find  within 
myself  anything  more  worthy  of  you 
as  it  would  be  to  recapture  summer  in 
my  frost-touched  garden;  but  there  will 
still  be  warm,  pleasant  days  of  Indian 
summer,  when  our  friendship  will  ripen 
and  deepen. 

With  every  wish  always  for  your 
success  and  happiness, 

Linda  Mainwaring. 


PRIME 

BY  AMY  LOWELL 

Your  voice  is  like  bells  over  roofs  at  dawn 
When  a  bird  flies 

And  the  sky  changes  to  a  fresher  color. 

Speak,  speak,  Beloved. 

Say  little  things 

For  my  ears  to  catch 

And  run  with  them  to  mv  heart. 
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BY  JOSEPH  FORT  NEWTON 


January  1,  1918.  —  Christmas  is 
over,  thank  God !  The  contrast  between 
its  gentle  ideals  and  the  ghastly  reali- 
ties round  about  us  almost  tears  one  in 
two.  Here  we  sing,  'Peace  on  earth 
among  men  of  good-will';  out  there, 
the  killing  of  boys  goes  on.  What  irony! 
Still,  one  remembers  that  it  was  a  hard 
old  Roman  world  in  which  the  Angels 
of  the  first  Christmas  sang  their  anthem 
of  prophecy.  How  far  off  it  must  have 
seemed  that  day;  how  far  off  it  seems  to- 
day. The  world  is  yet  in  twilight,  and 
from  behind  dim  horizons  comes  cease- 
lessly the  thunder  of  great  guns.  A 
frost-like  surface  of  garish  gayety 
sparkles  in  our  cities,  as  anxiety  turns 
to  laughter,  or  to  apathy,  for  relief. 

After  all  these  ages,  must  we  say  that 
the  song  of  Christmas  is  as  vain  as  all 
the  vain  things  proclaimed  of  Solomon? 
No;  it  will  come  true.  It  is  not  a  myth. 
It  is  not  a  mockery.  Surviving  ages  of 
slaughter,  it  returns  to  haunt  us,  prov- 
ing in  this  last  defeat  its  immortality. 
Because  that  music  is  far  off,  we  know 
that  it  is  not  our  own,  but  was  sent  into 
the  world  by  One  who  is  as  far  above  our 
discordant  noises  as  the  stars  are  above 
the  mists.  Whatever  befall,  we  dare 
not  lose  Faith,  dare  not  surrender  to 
Hate,  since  that  would  be  the  saddest  of 
all  defeats.  And  the  children  sang  car- 
ols at  our  doors,  as  in  the  days  of  Dick- 
ens, as  if  to  rebuke  our  misgiving  and 
despair. 

January  7.  —  One  serious  handicap 
besets  a  minister  who  labors  abroad: 
he  cannot  deal  with  public  questions 
with  the  same  freedom  that  he  can  at 
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home.  Indeed,  he  can  hardly  touch 
them  at  all  —  when  criticism  is  re- 
quired —  save  as  they  may  be  inter- 
national in  their  range.  Yesterday,  on 
the  national  Day  of  Prayer,  I  made 
protest  in  the  City  Temple  against 
allowing  the  increase  of  brewery  sup- 
plies to  stand,  on  the  ground  that  it  is 
not  cricket  to  destroy  foodstuffs  at  a 
time  when  we  have  no  bread  fit  to  eat 
and  cannot  get  sugar  for  our  children. 
To-day  every  brewery  paper  in  the  king- 
dom jumped  upon  me  with  all  four 
feet,  John  Bull  leading  the  pack.  It 
does  not  matter  if  every  journal  in  the 
land  stands  on  its  hind-legs  and  howls, 
as  most  of  them  are  doing.  What  hurts 
me  is  the  silence  of  the  churches!  The 
majority  of  Free  Churchmen  are  against 
the  traffic,  but  hardly  so  in  the  Estab- 
lished Church.  Indeed,  that  Church  is 
more  or  less  involved  in  the  trade,  at 
least  to  the  extent  of  allowing  its  prop- 
erties to  be  used  by  public  houses. 
Many  of  the  higher  clergy  refused  to 
forego  their  wine  during  the  war,  even 
at  the  request  of  the  King. 

The  situation  is  unlike  anything  we 
know  in  America.  Liquor  is  used  in 
England  much  as  we  use  coffee;  it  is 
intrenched  in  custom,  disinfected  by 
habit,  and  protected  by  respectability. 
Moreover,  the  traffic  is  less  open,  less 
easy  to  get  at  in  England,  and  those  who 
profit  by  it  are  often  of  the  most  aristo- 
cratic and  influential  class  in  the  com- 
munity. There  is,  besides,  a  school  of 
English  political  thought  which  holds 
the  sublime  doctrine  that  the  way  to 
keep  the  workingman  quiet  and  con- 
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tented  is  to  keep  him  pickled  in  beer. 
Any  suggestion  of  abolishing  the  traffic 
is,  therefore,  regarded  as  an  invitation 
to  anarchy,  and  dire  predictions  are 
made.  Almost  anywhere  in  London 
one  sees  a  dozen  baby-carts  at  the  door 
of  a  public  house,  while  the  mothers 
are  inside  guzzling  beer.  Never  before 
have  I  seen  drunken  mothers  trying  to 
push  baby-carts!  Surely  England  has 
an  enemy  behind  the  lines! 

January  12.  —  Had  a  delicious  tilt 
with  Chesterton,  who  apparently  re- 
gards the  Dogma  of  Beer  as  an  article  of 
Christian  faith.  Every  time  I  meet  him 
I  think  of  The  Man  Who  Was  Thursday 
— -^a  story  in  which  he  has  drawn  a 
portrait  of  himself.  He  is  not  only 
enormously  fat,  but  tall  to  boot;  a  moun- 
tain of  a  man.  His  head,  seen  from  be- 
hind, looks  larger  than  any  human  head 
has  a  right  to  be.  He  is  the  soul  of  good- 
fellowship,  and  as  the  wine  in  his  glass 
goes  down,  one  may  witness  an  exhibi- 
tion worth  going  miles  to  see.  He  leads 
words  into  the  arena,  firs-t  in  single  file, 
then  four  abreast,  then  in  regiments; 
and  the  feats  they  perform  are  hair- 
raising.  If  he  talks  in  paradoxes,  it  is 
for  the  same  reason  that  more  solemn 
persons  talk  in  platitudes  —  he  cannot 
help  it. 

From  the  Gospel  of  Beer,  the  talk 
turned  to  Wells  and  his  new  theology; 
and  it  was  good  to  hear  Chesterton 
laugh  about  a  God  unfinished  and  still 
in  the  making.  His  epigram  hit  it  off  to 
a  dot.  'The  Christ  of  Wells  is  tidy;  the 
real  Christ  is  titanic'  We  agreed  that 
the  portraiture  of  Jesus  by  Wells  is  in 
bad  drawing,  being  too  much  like  Wells 
himself;  but  we  remembered  other  por- 
traits by  the  same  hand,  —  Kipps,  Polly, 
and  the  rest,  —  very  ordinary  men 
made  extraordinary  and  individual  and 
alluring  by  the  magic  of  genius. 

One  may  call  Chesterton  many  names, 
—  an  irrationalist,  a  reactionary  ideal- 
ist, a  humorist  teaching  serious  truth  in 


fun,  —  but  his  rich  humanity  and  ro- 
bust common  sense  are  things  for  which 
to  give  thanks.  He  is  a  prophet  of  nor- 
mal human  nature,  and  his  uproarious 
faith  in  God  is  a  tonic  in  days  like  these. 
If  Dickens  was  the  greatest  American 
ever  born  in  England,  some  of  us  feel 
that  Chesterton  is  the  best  thing  Eng- 
land has  given  us  since  Dickens.  One 
loves  him  for  his  strength,  his  sanity, 
and  his  divine  joyousness.  The  Holy 
Spirit,  said  Hermas,  is  a  hilarious  spirit! 

January  17.  —  Dr.  John  Hutton,  of 
Glasgow,  preached  in  the  City  Temple 
to-day,  his  theme  being  *The  Temp- 
tation,' that  is,  the  one  temptation  that 
includes  all  others  —  the  spirit  of  cyni- 
cism that  haunts  all  high  moods.  Art- 
fully, subtly  it  seeks  to  lower,  somehow, 
the  lights  of  the  soul,  to  slay  ideals,  to 
betray  and  deliver  us  to  base-minded- 
ness.  Such  preaching!  He  searches  like 
a  surgeon  and  heals  like  a  physician. 
Seldom,  if  ever,  have  I  had  anyone  walk 
right  into  my  heart  with  a  lighted  can- 
dle in  his  hand,  as  he  did,  and  look  into 
the  dark  corners.  For  years  I  had  known 
him  as  a  master  of  the  inner  life,  wheth- 
er dealing  with  the  Bible  At  Close  Quar- 
ters^ or  with  those  friends  and  aiders 
of  faith,  like  Browning;  and  there  are 
passages  in  The  Winds  of  God  that  echo 
like  great  music.  As  a  guide  to  those 
who  are  walking  in  the  middle  years  of 
life,  where  bafflements  of  faith  are  many 
and  moral  pitfalls  are  deep,  there  is  no 
one  like  Hutton;  no  one  near  him.  But, 
rich  as  his  books  are,  his  preaching  is 
more  wonderful  than  his  writing.  While 
his  sermon  has  the  finish  of  a  literary 
essay,  it  is  delivered  with  the  enthusi- 
asm of  an  evangelist.  The  whole  man 
goes  into  it,  uniting  humor,  pathos, 
unction,  with  a  certain  wildness  of 
abandon,  as  of  one  possessed,  which  is 
the  note  of  truly  great  preaching.  In 
my  humble  judgment  he  is  the  greatest 
preacher  in  Britain. 

January  23.  —  Just  returned  from  a 
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journey  into  the  Midlands.  At  Man- 
chester I  preached  on  Sunday  in  the 
Cavendish  Street  Chapel,  where  Joseph 
Parker  ministered  before  going  to  the 
City  Temple,  and  lectured  on  *  Lin- 
coln and  the  War'  the  following  eve- 
ning. No  man  ever  had  a  more  cordial 
reception  in  any  city.  As  a  preface  to 
my  lecture  I  paid  a  tribute  to  the  Man- 
chester Guardian  as  one  of  the  great  in- 
stitutions of  this  island,  and  expressed 
gratitude  for  its  sympathetic  and  in- 
telligent understanding  of  America  and 
her  President,  in  the  difficult  days  of 
our  neutrality.  The  American  Consul, 
in  seconding  a  vote  of  thanks,  told  an 
interesting  fact  found  in  the  files  of  his 
office.  A  group  of  Manchester  citizens, 
knowing  the  admiration  of  Lincoln  for 
John  Bright,  —  a  Manchester  man,  — 
had  a  bust  of  the  Quaker  statesman 
made,  and  it  was  ready  to  be  sent  when 
the  news  of  the  assassination  came. 
They  cabled  Mrs.  Lincoln,  asking  what 
they  should  do.  She  told  them  to  send 
it  to  Washington;  and  it  is  now  in  the 
White  House. 

As  a  fact,  I  did  not  see  Birmingham 
at  all,  because  a  heavy  fog  hung  over  it 
when  I  arrived  and  had  not  lifted  when 
I  left.  I  could  hardly  see  my  audience 
when  I  rose  to  speak,  and  felt  half- 
choked  all  through  the  lecture.  As  it  was 
my  first  visit  to  Birmingham,  I  began 
by  recalling  the  great  men  with  whom 
the  city  was  associated  in  my  mind. 
The  first  was  Joseph  Chamberlain.  No 
sooner  had  I  uttered  the  name  than 
there  were  hisses  and  cries,  *No,  no! 
John  Bright!'  I  had  forgotten  that 
Bright  ever  sat  for  a  Birmingham  dis- 
trict. The  next  name  was  that  of  John 
Henry,  Cardinal  Newman.  It  was  re- 
ceived at  first  with  silence,  then  with  a 
few  groans.  But  when  I  mentioned  the 
name  of  Dr.  Dale,  there  was  loud  ap- 
plause; for  he  was  not  only  a  mighty 
preach(5r,  but  a  great  [)olitical  infiuence 
in  tlio  cily.  Then  I  reminded  my  audi- 


ence that,  when  Chamberlain  was  ac- 
cused in  the  House  of  Commons  of 
representing  Dr.  Dale,  he  retorted,  in 
praise  of  the  great  preacher,  that  he  had 
no  mean  constituency.  The  last  man 
named  was  J.  H.  Shorthouse,  the  author 
of  John  Inglesant,  one  of  my  favorite 
books.  If  the  name  was  recognized  at 
all,  there  was  no  sign  of  it. 

J anuary  27.  —  Have  been  on  an- 
other short  tour,  preaching  to  the  men 
in  the  camps,  including  one  of  the 
khaki  colleges  of  the  Canadian  army  at 
Whitley.  Twice,  when  the  men  were 
given  a  choice  between  a  sermon  and  a 
lecture,  they  voted  to  have  a  sermon. 
And  what  they  want  is  a  straight  tajk, 
hot  from  the  heart,  about  the  truths 
that  make  us  men;  no  *set  sermon  with 
a  stunt  text,'  as  one  of  them  explained. 
When  I  asked  what  he  meant,  he  said: 
*Such  texts  as  "Put  on  the  whole  ar- 
mor of  God,"  or  "Fight  the  good  fight," 
or  "Quit  you  like  men";  they  are  doing 
that  now.'  But  they  are  being  undone 
the  while  by  a  terrible  shattering  of 
faith,  and  in  many  a  moral  trench- 
fight.  ■ 

No  end  of  nonsense  has  been  talked 
about  the  men  in  the  armies,  as  if  put- 
ting on  khaki  made  a  man  a  saint.  No, 
they  are  men  like  ourselves, — our  boys, 
—  with  the  passions  and  temptations 
of  the  rest  of  us.  As  one  of  them  put 
it:  — 

Our  Padre,  'e  says  I 'm  a  sinner, 

And  John  Bull  says  I'm  a  saint; 

And  they 're*  both  of  'em  bound  to  be  liars. 

For  I  'm  neither  of  them,  I  ain't. 

I 'm  a  man,  and  a  man 's  a  mixtm-e. 

Right  down  from  his  very  birth; 

For  part  of  'im  comes  from  'eaven, 

And  part  of  'im  comes  from  earth. 

And  upon  this  basis  —  being  a  man  my- 
self, and  therefore  a  mixture  —  I  talked 
to  them,  without  mincing  words,  about 
the  fight  for  faith  and  the  desperate 
struggles  of  the  moral  life.  Never  can 
I  forget  those  aiger,  earruist,  upturned 
faces,  —  bronzed  by  war  and  weiither 
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—  many  of  which  were  soon  to  be  torn 
by  shot  and  shell.  The  difference  in 
preaching  to  men  who  have  seen  little 
of  war,  and  to  those  who  have  been  in 
it  for  two  years  or  more,  is  very  great. 
I  should  know  the  difference  if  blind- 
folded. The  latter  are  as  hard  as  nails. 
Only  now  and  then  does  the  preacher 
know  the  thrill  of  having  dug  under,  or 
broken  through,  the  wall  of  adamant 
in  which  they  shelter  that  shy  and  lone- 
ly thing  they  dare  not  lose. 

February  18.  —  The  American  camp 
at  Winchester.  Preached  four  times 
yesterday  in  a  large  moving-picture 
theatre,  —  packed  to  the  doors,  — 
and  to-day  I  am  as  limp  as  a  rag.  It 
was  a  great  experience,  talking  to  such 
vast  companies  of  my  own  countrymen 

—  tall,  upstanding,  wholesome  fellows 
from  all  over  the  Union,  among  them 
the  survivors  of  the  Tuscania,  tor- 
pedoed off  the  coast  of  Ireland.  They 
are  in  the  best  of  spirits,  having  lost 
everything  except  their  courage,  as  one 
of  them  said;  every  one  with  a  cold,  and 
all  togged  out  in  every  kind  of  garb  — 
for  those  who  did  not  lose  their  cloth- 
ing had  it  ruined  by  the  sea-water. 

Spent  to-day  in  Winchester,  a  city 
of  magnificent  memories,  about  which 
clusters  more  of  history  and  of  legend 
than  about  any  city  on  this  island,  ex- 
cept London.  It  is  the  city  of  Arthur 
and  the  Round  Table.  Here  the  Saxon 
Chronicles  were  written;  here  King  Al- 
fred lies  buried.  It  is  the  very  birth- 
place of  our  civilization.  The  College 
and  the  St.  Cross  Hospital  have  about 
them  the  air  of  the  Middle  Ages.  But 
the  Cathedral  is  the  gem  of  the  scene, 
having  the  most  beautiful  nave  I  have 
ever  seen.  Less  a  cemetery  than  the  Ab- 
bey, even  an  amateur  architect  can  trace 
the  old  Norman  style,  shading  into  the 
early  English,  and  then  into  the  later 
English  styles,  showing  the  evolution  of 
the  building  while  enshrining  the  his- 
tory of  a  race.  In  the  south  transept  I 
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came  upon  the  tomb  of  Izaak  Walton, 
and  I  confess  I  stood  beside  it  with 
mingled  feelings  of  reverence  and  grati- 
tude. Behind  the  tomb  is  a  noble  win- 
dow, not  more  than  fifty  years  old,  into 
which  the  fishing  scenes  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament are  woven  with  good  effect  — 
an  appropriate  memorial  to  the  gentlest 
and  wisest  fisherman  who  has  lived 
among  us  since  Jesus  lodged  with  the 
fishermen  by  the  sea. 

The  afternoon  service  in  the  ancient 
temple  touched  me  deeply,  as  if  those 
who  conducted  it  were  awed  by  the 
presence  of  Eternity,  and  were  carry- 
ing for  a  brief  time  the  Torch  of  Faith, 
changing  but  eternal;  a  faith  natural  to 
humanity,  and  affirmed  and  expressed 
by  the  ordered  beauty  around  them. 
Such  a  building  is  a  symbol  of  that  in 
man  which  refuses  to  be  subdued,  either 
by  the  brute  forces  of  life  or  by  the  an- 
archy in  his  own  heart;  an  emblem  of 
that  eternal  resolve  to  love  rather  than 
hate,  to  hope  rather  than  despair. 

March  6.  —  Returning  from  Edin- 
burgh, I  broke  my  journey  at  the  an- 
cient city  of  York,  where  the  kindest  of 
welcomes  awaited  me.  Looking  out  of 
my  hotel  window,  I  saw  a  music-shop 
founded  in  1768  —  older  than  the 
American  Republic.  Preached  at  three 
o'clock  at  the  Monkgate  Methodist 
Chapel;  at  five  held  an  institute  for  min- 
isters; and  at  seven  lectured  on  Lincoln 
to  a  huge  audience,  Mr.  Roundtree, 
Member  of  Parliament,  presiding.  The 
Lord  Mayor  presented  me  with  a  reso- 
lution of  welcome,  in  which  the  most 
cordial  good-will  was  expressed  for  the 
people  of  America. 

Earlier  in  the  day  I  was  taken  to  vari- 
ous places  of  historic  interest,  including, 
of  course,  the  beautiful  old  gray  Min- 
ster. Also  to  the  grave  of  John  Wool- 
man,  the  Quaker,  a  brief  biography  of 
whom  I  had  once  written.  I  knew  he 
died  while  on  a  mission  to  England,  but 
I  had  forgotten  that  he  was  buried 
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in  York.  Reverently  we  stood  by  the 
grave  of  that  simple  man,  —  daringly 
radical,  but  divinely  gentle,  —  who  was 
the  incarnation  of  the  spirit  of  Christ, 
and  whose  life  of  love  and  service,  of 
pity  and  prayer,  made  him  a  kind  of  sad 
St.  Francis  of  the  new  world.  York  is  a 
stronghold  of  the  Society  of  Friends  — 
the  noblest  body  of  organized  mysti- 
cism on  earth.  Aye,  the  war  is  making 
men  either  skeptics  or  mystics,  and  wis- 
dom lies,  methinks,  with  the  mystics 
whose  faith  is  symbolized  in  the  beauti- 
ful Listening  Angel  I  saw  the  other  day 
in  the  Southwell  Cathedral. 

March  12.  —  The  Prime  Minister 
spoke  to  the  Free  Church  Council  in 
the  City  Temple  to-day,  and  it  was  an 
astonishing  performance,  as  much  for 
its  wizardry  of  eloquence  as  for  its 
moral  camouflage.  For  weeks  he  has 
been  under  a  barrage  of  criticism,  as  he 
always  is  when  things  do  not  go  right; 
and  the  audience  was  manifestly  un- 
sympathetic, if  not  hostile.  As  no  one 
knew  what  would  happen,  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  he  should  enter  the  pulpit 
during  the  singing  of  a  hymn. 

As  soon  as  he  rose  to  speak,  —  his 
stout  body  balanced  on  tiny,  dwarf- 
like legs,  —  the  hecklers  began  a  ma- 
chine-gun fire  of  questions,  and  it  looked 
as  if  we  were  in  for  a  war  of  wits.  The 
English  heckler  is  a  joy.  He  does  not 
deal  in  slang  phrases,  but  aims  his  dart 
straight  at  the  target.  In  ten  minutes 
the  Prime  Minister  had  his  audience 
standing  and  throwing  up  their  hats. 
It  was  pure  magic.  I  felt  the  force  of  it. 
But  after  it  was  over  and  I  had  time  to 
think  it  through,  I  found  that  he  had 
said  almost  nothing.  On  the  question  of 
Bread  or  Beer  he  turned  a  clever  rhe- 
torical trick,  and  nothing  else.  The 
Evening  Star  says  that  the  Prime  Min- 
ister is  not  a  statesman  at  all,  but  a 
stuntsman;  and  one  is  half  inclined  to 
agree  with  it.  Certainly  his  genius  just 
now  seems  to  consist  in  his  agility  in 


finding  a  way  out  of  one  tight  comer 
into  another,  following  a  zigzag  course. 
An  enigmatic  and  elusive  personality, 
—  ruled  by  intuitions  rather  than  by 
principles,  —  if  he  never  leaves  me  with 
a  sense  of  sincerity,  he  at  least  gives  me 
a  conservative  thrill.  Despite  his  critics 
the  record  of  his  actual  achievements  is 
colossal,  and  I  know  of  no  other  per- 
sonality in  this  kingdom  that  could  take 
his  place.  Like  Roosevelt,  he  knows 
how  to  dramatize  what  he  does,  making 
himself  the  hero  of  the  story;  and  it  is 
so  skillfully  done  that  few  see  that  the 
hero  is  also  the  showman. 

March  25.  —  At  the  Thursday-noon 
service  on  the  21st,  we  had  news  that  a 
great  battle  had  begun,  but  we  little 
dreamed  what  turn  it  would  take.  In- 
stead of  the  long-expected  Allied  ad- 
vance, it  was  a  gigantic  enemy  drive, 
which  seems  to  be  sweeping  everything 
before  it.  Wave  after  wave  of  the  enemy 
hosts  beat  upon  the  Allied  lines,  until 
they  first  bent  and  then  broke;  the 
British  and  French  armies  may  be  sun- 
dered and  the  Channel  ports  captured. 
All  internal  dissension  is  hushed  in  the 
presence  of  the  common  danger,  and 
one  sees  once  more  the  real  quality  of 
the  British  character,  its  quiet  courage 
shining  most  brightly  when  the  sky  is 
lowering. 

London  is  tongued-tied;  people  look 
at  each  other  and  understand.  If  there 
is  any  panic,  it  is  among  the  politicians, 
not  among  the  people.  Resolute,  all- 
suffering,  unconquerably  cheery,  men 
brace  themselves  to  face  the  worst  — 
it  is  magnificent!  There  was  no  room 
for  the  people  in  the  City  Temple  yes- 
terday; the  call  to  prayer  comes  not 
half  so  imperatively  from  the  pulpit  as 
from  the  human  heart  in  its  intolerable 
anxiety  and  sorrow.  These  are  days 
when  men  gather  up  their  final  reasons 
for  holding  on  in  the  battle  of  life,  seek- 
ing the  ultimate  solace  of  the  Eternal. 

What  days  to  read  the  Bible!  Itself 
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a  book  of  battles,  its  simple  words  find 
new  interpretation  in  the  awful  exegesis 
of  events.  Many  a  Psalm  for  the  day 
might  have  been  written  for  the  day; 
the  leaping  up  of  fires  through  the  crust 
of  the  earth  makes  them  luminous.  As 
we  enter  the  depths,  those  strange  songs 
follow  us.  Doubt,  elation,  anger,  and 
even  hate  are  there  perfectly  expressed. 
To-day,  as  of  old,  the  people  imagine 
a  vain  thing;  the  earth  trembles;  the 
honor  of  God  is  threatened.  The 
Apocalypse,  too,  has  a  new  force,  color, 
and  beauty,  as  we  regard  it  in  the  light 
of  burning  cities.  Its  pictures  are  like 
the  work  of  some  mighty  artist  on  a 
vast,  cloudy  canvas,  dipping  his  brush 
in  earthquake  and  eclipse  and  the  shad- 
ows of  the  bottomless  pit.  Once  more 
we  see  the  Four  Horses  riding  over  the 
earth.  The  challenge  of  the  Book  of  Job 
is  taken  up  again;  Jeremiah  is  justified 
in  his  sorrow;  and  the  Sufi'ering  Servant 
of  God  is  a  living  figure  in  this  new  cru- 
cifixion of  humanity. 

And  the  Gospels!  Never  has  there 
been  so  complete  a  vindication  of  the 
ethics  of  Jesus.  If,  the  Facts  now  say, 
you  take  the  anti-Christ  point  of  view, 
this  is  what  it  means.  Repent,  or  the 
Kingdom  of  Hell  will  swallow  you  up! 
Thus  the  Galilean  triumphs,  in  the  ter- 
ror of  denying  his  words,  no  less  than  in 
the  blessing  of  obeying  them:  *Thou 
hast  the  words  of  eternal  life.' 

March  31.  —  Easter  Day!  Dr.  Ren- 
del  Harris  tells  how,  in  the  musty  pages 
of  the  Journal  of  a  learned  society,  he 
came  upon  a  revealing  fact.  It  was  there 
recorded  that,  on  a  morning  in  May, 
1797,  which  broke  calmly  after  a  stormy 
night,  it  was  possible  to  see  from  the 
cliff's  of  Folkestone  even  the  color  of 
the  cottages  on  the  French  mainland. 
In  the  spiritual  world,  also,  there  is  the 
record  of  such  a  day  of  clear  tranquil- 
lity, when  the  fierce  night  of  the  Passion 
had  passed,  and  the  day  of  the  Resur- 
rection dawned  white  and  serene.  On 


that  Day,  and  until  the  Ascension,  — 
when  the  Great  Adventurer  was  wel- 
comed home,  —  the  Unseen  World  was 
known  to  be  near,  homelike,  and  real. 

To-day  is  the  anniversary  of  that  Day 
of  Divine  Lucidity,  when  men  —  plain, 
ordinary  men  like  ourselves  —  saw 
through  the  shadows  into  the  life  of 
things.  Softly,  benignly,  the  Day  of 
Eternal  Life  dawns  upon  a  world  red 
with  war  and  billowed  with  the  graves 
of  those  who  seem  doubly  dead,  because 
they  died  so  young.  Never  did  this 
blessed  day  shine  with  deeper  meaning; 
never  was  its  great  Arch  of  Promise  so 
thronged  with  hurrying  feet.  Blessed 
Day!  When  its  bells  have  fallen  into 
silence,  and  its  lilies  have  faded  into 
dust,  pray  God  there  may  live  in  our 
hearts  the  promise  that,  after  the  win- 
ter of  war,  there  shall  be  a  springtime  of 
peace  and  good-will! 

When  one  thinks  of  the  number  of 
the  fallen,  and  the  heartache  that  fol- 
lows the  evening  sun  around  the  world, 
it  is  not  strange  that  many  seek  com- 
munication, as  well  as  communion,  with 
the  dead  —  longing  to  see  even  in  a 
filmy  vapor  the  outlines  of  forms  famil- 
iar and  dear.  The  pathos  of  it  is  heart- 
breaking! Even  when  one  is  sure  that 
such  use  of  what  are  called  psychical 
faculties  is  a  retrogression,  —  since  gen- 
ius is  the  only  medium  through  which, 
so  far,  Heaven  has  made  any  spiritual 
revelation  to  mankind,  —  it  is  none 
the  less  hard  to  rebuke  it. 

Some  think  Spiritualism  may  become 
a  new  religion,  with  Sir  Oliver  Lodge  as 
its  prophet  and  Sir  Conan  Doyle  as  its 
evangehst.  No  matter;  it  has  done 
good,  and  in  a  way  too  easily  overlook- 
ed. Nearly  all  of  us  grew  up  with  a 
definite  picture  in  our  minds  of  a  city 
with  streets  of  gold  and  gates  of  pearl; 
but  that  picture  has  faded.  Time  and 
criticism  have  emptied  it  of  actuality. 
Since  then,  the  walls  of  the  universe 
have  been  pushed  back  into  infinity. 
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and  the  old  scenery  of  faith  has  grown 
dim.  Admit  that  its  imagery  was  crude; 
it  did  help  the  imagination,  upon  which 
both  faith  and  hope  lean  more  heavily 
than  we  are  aware.  Now  that  the  old 
picture  has  vanished,  the  unseen  world 
is  for  many  only  a  bare,  blank  infinity, 
soundless  and  colorless.  These  new 
seekers  after  truth  have  at  least  helped 
to  humanize  it  once  more,  touching  it 
with  light  and  color  and  laughter;  and 
that  is  a  real  service,  both  to  faith  and 
to  the  affections.  Meanwhile,  not  a  few 
are  making  discoveries  in  another  and 
better  way,  as  witness  this  letter: — 

Dear  Minister,  — 

Early  in  the  war  I  lost  my  husband,  and  I 
was  mad  with  grief.  I  had  the  children  to 
bring  up  and  no  one  to  help  me,  so  I  just 
raged  against  God  for  taking  my  husband 
from  my  side  and  yet  calling  Himself  good. 
Someone  told  me  that  God  could  be  to  me 
all  that  my  husband  was  and  more.  And 
so  I  got  into  the  way  of  defying  God  in  my 
heart.  'Now  and  here,'  I  used  to  say,  *this 
is  what  I  want  and  God  can't  give  it  to  me.' 
After  a  while  I  came,  somehow,  to  feel  that 
God  liked  the  honesty  of  it;  liked  this  down- 
right telling  Him  all  my  needs,  though  I  had 
no  belief  that  He  could  help  me.  One  day  I 
had  gone  into  the  garden  to  gather  some 
flowers,  and  suddenly  I  knew  that  my  hus- 
band was  there  with  me  —  just  himself, 
only  braver  and  stronger  than  he  had  ever 
been.  I  do  not  know  how  I  knew;  but  I  knew. 
There  was  no  need  of  a  medium,  for  I  had 
found  God  myself,  and,  finding  Him,  I  had 
found  my  husband  too. 

April  15.  —  No  spring  drive  is  equal 
to  the  drive  of  spring  itself,  when  April 
comes  marching  down  the  world.  Kew 
Garden  is  like  a  bit  of  paradise,  and 
neither  war  nor  woe  can  mar  its  glory. 
How  the  English  love  flowers!  Even  in 
the  si  ums  of  London — which  are  among 
the  most  dismal  and  God-forsaken 
spots  on  earth  —  one  sees  in  the  win- 
dows tiny  pots  of  flowers,  adding  a  touch 
of  color  to  the  drab  and  dingy  scene. 
At  the  front,  in  dugouts,  one  finds  old 


tin  cans  full  of  flowers,  gathered  from 
no  one  knows  where.  Each  English 
home  is  walled  in  for  privacy,  —  unlike 
our  American  way,  —  and  each  has 
its  own  garden  of  flowers,  like  a  little 
Eden.  One  of  the  first  things  an  Eng- 
lishman shows  his  guest  is  the  garden, 
where  the  family  spend  much  of  their 
time  in  summer.  April  sends  everybody 
digging  in  the  garden. 

And  such  bird-song!  The  day  begins 
with  a  concert,  and  there  is  an  anthem 
or  a  solo  at  any  hour.  They  sing  as  if 
the  heart  of  the  world  were  a  mystic, 
unfathomable  joy;  and  even  a  pessimist 
like  Thomas  Hardy  wondered  what  se- 
cret the  'Darkling  Thrush'  knew  that 
he  did  not  know;  and,  further,  what 
right  he  had  to  sing  in  such  a  world  as 
this.  After  listening  to  the  birds,  one 
cannot  despair  of  man,  seeing  Nature  at 
the  task  of  endlessly  renewing  her  life. 
His  war,  his  statecraft,  his  science,  may 
be  follies  or  sins;  but  his  life  is  only 
budding  even  yet,  and  the  flower  is  yet 
to  be.  So  one  feels  in  April,  with  a  lilac 
beneath  the  window. 

April  20.  —  Housekeeping  in  Eng- 
land, for  an  American  woman,  is  a  try- 
ing enough  experience  at  any  time;  but 
it  is  doubly  so  in  war-time  when  food 
and  fuel  conditions  are  so  bad.  Until 
the  rationing  went  into  effect,  it  was  a 
problem  to  get  anything  to  eat,  as  the 
shops  would  not  take  new  customers. 
Even  now  the  bread  tastes  as  if  it  had 
been  made  out  of  sawdust;  and  butter 
being  almost  an  unknown  quality,  the 
margarine,  like  the  sins  of  the  King,  in 
Hamlet,  smells  to  heaven.  Shopping  is 
an  adventure.  Literally  one  has  to  deal, 
not  only  with  *the  butcher,  the  baker, 
and  the  candlestick-maker,'  but  with 
the  fish-market,  the  greengrocer,  the 
dry  grocer,  —  everything  at  a  different 
place,  —  so  it  takes  time  and  heroic 
patience,  and  even  then  one  often  comes 
home  empty-handed.  As  a  last  resort, 
we  fall  back  on  eggs  and  peanuts, — 
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monkey-nuts,  the  English  call  them,  — 
to  both  of  which  I  take  off  my  hat.  It 
is  impossible  for  one  person  to  keep 
an  English  house  clean  —  it  is  so  ill- 
arranged,  and  cluttered  up  with  bric-a- 
brac.  There  are  none  of  the  American 
appliances  for  saving  labor — no  brooms ; 
and  the  housemaid  must  get  down  on 
her  knees,  with  a  dustpan  and  hand- 
brush,  to  sweep  the  room.  There  is 
enough  brass  in  the  house  to  keep  one 
able-bodied  person  busy  polishing  it. 
Arnold  Bennett  has  more  than  one  pas- 
sage of  concentrated  indignation  about 
the  time  and  energy  spent  in  polishing 
brass  in  English  houses.  It  is  almost  a 
profession.  One  compensation  is  the 
soft- voiced,  well- trained  English  serv- 
ants, and  often  even  they  are  either 
thievish  or  sluttish. 

April  25.  —  Twice  I  have  heard  Ber- 
nard Shaw  lecture  recently,  and  have 
not  yet  recovered  from  the  shock  and 
surprise  of  meeting  him.  My  idea  of 
Shaw  was  a  man  alert,  aggressive,  self- 
centred,  vastly  conceited,  craving  pub- 
licity, laying  claim  to  an  omniscience 
that  would  astonish  most  deities.  That 
is  to  say,  a  literary  acrobat,  standing 
on  his  head  to  attract  attention,  or 
walking  the  tight-rope  in  the  top  of  the 
tent.  But  that  Shaw  is  a  myth,  a  leg- 
end, a  pose.  The  real  Shaw  is  no  such 
man.  Instead,  he  is  physically  finicky, 
almost  old-maidish,  not  only  shy  and 
embarrassed  off  the  platform,  but  awk- 
ward, blushing  like  a  schoolgirl  when 
you  meet  him.  He  is  gentle,  modest, 
generous,  full  of  quick  wisdom,  but  sug- 
gesting lavender,  and  China  tea  served 
in  dainty  old-world  cups.  The  most 
garrulous  man  in  Europe  before  the 
war,  he  was  smitten  dumb  by  the  in- 
sanity of  it,  having  no  word  of  comfort 
or  command.  Unlike  Romain  Rolland, 
he  could  not  even  frame  a  bitter  con- 
demnation of  it.  So,  after  one  or  two 
feeble  protests,  he  went  back  into  his 
drawing-room,  pulled  the  blinds  down, 


and  drank  China  tea  out  of  his  dainty 
cups,  leaving  the  world  to  stew  in  its 
own  juice.  Who  can  describe  the  fine- 
ness, the  fatuousness,  the  futility  of 
him!  Whether  prophet  or  harlequin, 
he  has  shot  his  bolt  and  missed  the  mark. 
Of  course,  the  artist  will  live  on  in  his 
work  —  most  vividly,  perhaps,  in  his 
sham-shattering  wit. 

April  30.  —  Few  Americans  realize 
what  the  Throne  and  the  Royal  Family 
mean  in  the  life  of  the  British  people. 
Our  idea  of  the  King  is  colored  by  our 
republican  preconceptions,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  our  prejudices  —  not  knowing 
that  England  is  in  many  ways  more 
democratic  than  America.  The  other 
day,  in  the  City  Temple,  an  American 
minister  spoke  of  the  King  as  'an  ani- 
mated flag,'  little  dreaming  of  the  thing 
of  which  he  is  a  symbol  and  the  pro- 
found affection  in  which  he  is  held.  There 
is  something  spiritual  in  this  devotion 
to  the  King,  something  mystical,  and 
the  Empire  would  hardly  hold  together 
without  it.  The  Royal  Family  is  really 
an  exaltation  of  the  Home,  which  is 
ever  the  centre  of  British  patriotism. 
Neyer,  in  their  true  hours,  do  the  Eng- 
lish people  brag  of  Britain  as  a  world- 
power,  actual  or  potential.  It  is  always 
the  home  and  the  hearth,  —  now  to  be 
defended,  —  and  nowhere  is  the  home 
more  sacred  and  tender.  Of  every 
Briton  we  may  say,  as  Bunyan  said  of 
Gr^atheart:  'But  that  which  put  glory 
of  grace  into  all  that  he  did  was  that 
he  did  it  for  pure  love  of  his  Country.' 
This  sentiment  finds  incarnation  in  the 
Royal  Family,  in  whom  the  Home  rises 
above  party  and  is  untouched  by  the 
gusts  of  passion. 

'Their  gracious  Majesties'  is  a  phrase 
which  exactly  describes  the  reigning 
King  and  Queen,  though  neither  can  be 
said  to  possess,  in  the  same  measure, 
that  mysterious  quality  so  difficult  to 
define  which,  in  King  Edward  and  Queen 
Alexandra,  appealed  so  stron^^ly  to  the 
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popular  imagination.  Gentle-hearted,  if 
not  actually  shy,  one  feels  that  the  form- 
alism and  ceremony  of  the  Court  ap- 
peal less  to  the  King  than  to  the  Queen, 
whose  stateliness  sometimes  leaves  an 
impression  of  aloofness.  Something  of 
the  same  shyness  one  detects  in  the 
modest,  manly,  happy-hearted  Prince 
of  Wales,  whose  personality  is  so  cap- 
tivating alike  in  its  simplicity  and  its 
sincerity.  At  a  time  when  thrones  are 
falling,  the  British  King  moves  freely 
among  his  people,  everywhere  honored 
and  beloved  —  and  all  who  know  the 
worth  of  this  Empire  to  civilization  re- 
joice and  give  thanks. 

May  19.  —  Dr.  Jowett  began  his 
ministry  at  Westminster  Chapel  to- 
day, —  the  anniversary  of  Pentecost, 
—  welcomed  by  a  hideous  air-raid. 
Somehow,  while  Dr.  Jowett  always 
kindles  my  imagination,  he  never  gives 
me  that  sense  of  reality  which  is  the 
greatest  thing  in  preaching.  One  en- 
joys his  musical  voice,  his  exquisite 
elocution,  his  mastery  of  the  art  of  il- 
lustration, and  his  fastidious  style;  but 
the  substance  of  his  sermons  is  incred- 
ibly thin.  Of  course,  this  is  due,  in  large 
part,  to  the  theory  of  popular  preaching 
on  which  he  works.  His  method  is  to 
take  a  single  idea  —  large  or  small  — 
and  turn  it  over  and  over,  like  a  gem, 
revealing  all  its  facets,  on  the  ground 
that  one  idea  is  all  that  the  average 
audience  is  equal  to.  Of  this  method 
Dr.  Jowett  is  a  consummate  master, 
and  it  is  a  joy  to  see  him  make  use  of  it, 
though  at  times  it  leads  to  a  tedious 
repetition  of  the  text.  Often,  too,  he 
seems  to  be  laboring  under  the  handi- 
cap of  a  brilliant  novelist,  who  must 
needs  make  up  in  scenery  what  is  lack- 
ing in  plot. 

Since  his  return  to  London  he  has 
been  less  given  to  filigree  rhetoric,  and 
he  has  struck  almost  for  the  first  time  a 
social  note,  to  the  extent,  at  any  rate, 
of  tx)uching  upon  public  affairs  —  al- 


though no  one  would  claim  that  Dr. 
Jowett  has  a  social  message,  in  the  real 
meaning  of  that  phrase.  No,  his  forte  is 
personal  religious  experience  of  a  mild 
evangelical  type;  and  to  a  convinced 
Christian  audience  of  that  tradition  and 
training  he  has  a  ministry  of  edification 
and  comfort.  But  for  the  typical  man 
of  modern  mind,  caught  in  the  currents 
and  alive  to  the  agitations  of  our  day. 
Dr.  Jowett  has  no  message.  However, 
we  must  not  expect  everything  from 
any  one  servant  of  God,  and  the  painter 
is  needed  as  well  as  the  prophet. 

June  2.  —  Spent  a  lovely  day  yester- 
day at  Selbome,  a  town  tucked  away 
among  the  chalk-hills  of  Hampshire. 
There,  well-nigh  two  hundred  years 
ago,  Gilbert  White  watched  the  Hangar 
grow  green  in  May  and  orange  and 
scarlet  in  October,  and  learned  to  be 
wise.  One  can  almost  see  him  in  the 
atmosphere  and  setting  of  his  life,  — 
an  old-bachelor  parson,  his  face  marked 
by  the  smallpox,  as  so  many  were  in 
that  day,  —  walking  over  the  hills, 
which  he  called  *  majestic  mountains,* 
a  student  and  lover  of  nature.  He  was 
a  man  who  knew  his  own  mind,  worked 
his  little  plot  of  earth  free  from  the  de- 
lusions of  grandeur,  and  published  his 
classic  book,  The  Natural  History  of 
Selborney  in  the  year  of  the  fall  of  the 
Bastille.  Because  of  this  coincidence  of 
dates,  it  has  been  said  that  White  was 
more  concerned  with  the  course  of 
events  in  a  martin's  nest  than  with  the 
crash  of  empires.  No  doubt;  but  it  may 
be  that  the  laws  of  the  universe  through 
which  empires  fall  are  best  known  by  a 
man  who  has  such  quietness  of  soul  that 
a  brooding  mother-bird  will  not  fly 
away  when  he  visits  her.  White  asked 
the  universe  one  question,  and  waited 
to  hear  the  answer:  Take  away  fear, 
and  what  follows?  The  answer  is: 
Peace,  even  the  peace  without  which  a 
man  cannot  learn  that  when  *  redstarts 
shake  their  tails,  they  move  them  hori- 
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zontally.'  It  was  a  day  to  refresh  the 
soul. 

June  10.  —  Attended  a  Ministerial 
Fraternal  to-day,  and  greatly  enjoyed 
the  freedom  and  frankness  of  the  dis- 
cussion. A  conservative  in  England 
would  be  a  radical  in  America,  so  far 
are  they  in  advance  of  us.  Evidently 
our  English  brethren  have  gotten  over 
the  theological  mumps,  measles,  and 
whooping-cough.  For  one  thing,  they 
have  accepted  the  results  of  the  critical 
study  of  the  Bible,  without  losing  any 
of  the  warmth  and  glow  of  evangelical 
faith,  —  uniting  liberal  thought  with 
orthodoxy  of  the  heart,  —  as  we  in 
America  have  not  succeeded  in  doing. 
All  confessed  that  the  atmosphere  of 
their  work  has  changed;  that  the  fin- 
gers of  their  sermons  grope  blindly  amid 
the  hidden  keys  of  the  modern  mind, 
seeking  the  great  new  words  of  comfort 
and  light.  It  was  agreed  that  a  timid, 
halting,  patched-up  restatement  of 
faith  will  not  do :  there  must  be  a  radi- 
cal reinterpretation,  if  we  are  to  speak 
to  the  new  time,  which  thinks  in  new 
terms.  On  social  questions,  too,  the 
discussion  was  trenchant,  at  times  even 
startling.  There  was  real  searching  of 
hearts,  drawing  us  together  in  a  final 
candor,  and  driving  us  back  to  the  per- 
manent fountains  of  power.  The  spirit 
of  the  meeting  was  most  fraternal,  and 
I,  for  one,  felt  that  fellowship  is  both 
creative  and  revealing. 

Ju7ie  25.  —  American  troops  are, 
pouring  into  England,  and  the  invasion 
is  a  revelation  to  the  English  people. 
Nothing  could  surpass  the  kindness  and 
hospitality  with  which  they  open  their 
hearts  and  homes  to  their  kinsmen  from 
the  great  West.  They  are  at  once 
courteous  and  critical,  torn  between 
feelings  of  joy,  sorrow,  and  a  kind  of 
gentle  jealousy  —  at  thought  of  their 
own  fine  fellows  who  went  away  and 
did  not  come  back.  They  have  seen 
many  kinds  of  Americans,  among  them 
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the  tourist,  the  globe-trotter,  the  un- 
speakable fop,  and  the  newly  rich  who 
spread  their  vulgarity  all  over  Europe; 
but  now  they  are  discovering  the  real 
American,  —  the  manly,  modest,  in- 
telligent lad  from  the  college,  the  store, 
the  farm,  —  and  they  like  him.  He  is 
good  to  look  at,  wholesome,  hearty, 
straightforward,  serious  but  not  solemn, 
and  he  has  the  air  of  one  on  an  errand. 
On  the  surface  the  British  Tommy  af- 
fects to  take  the  war  as  a  huge  joke,  but 
our  men  take  it  in  dead  earnest.  *  Why, 
your  men  are  mystics;  they  are  cru- 
saders,* said  an  English  journalist  to 
me  recently;  and  I  confess  they  do  have 
that  bearing  —  for  such  they  really  are. 
Last  night,  in  a  coffee-house  on  the 
Strand,  I  asked  the  Cockney  proprietor 
if  he  had  seen  many  American  boys 
and  what  he  thought  of  them.  Some- 
thing like  this  is  what  I  heard :  — 

*Yerce,  and  I  like  what  I've  seen  of 
'em.  No  swank  about  'em,  y'  know  — 
officers  an'  men,  just  like  pals  together. 
Talks  to  yeh  mately-like  —  know  what 
I  mean?  —  man  to  man  sort  o'  thing. 
Nice,  likable  chaps,  I  alwis  finds  'em. 
Bit  of  a  change  after  all  these  damn  for- 
eigners. I  get  on  with  'em  top-'ole. 
And  eat?  Fair  clean  me  out.  Funny 
the  way  they  looks  at  London,  though. 
Mad  about  it,  y'  know.  I  bin  in  Lon= 
don  yers  an'  yers,  and  it  don't  worry 
me.  Wants  to  know  where  that  bloke 
put  'is  cloak  down  in  the  mud  for  some 
Queen,  and  'ow  many  generals  is  buried 
in  Westminster  Abbey.  'Ow  should  I 
know?  I  live  in  Camden  Town.  I  got  a 
business  t' attend  to.  Likable  boys, 
though.  'Ere's  to  'em!' 

July  4.  —  Went  to  the  American 
Army  and  Navy  baseball  game,  taking 
as  my  guests  a  Member  of  Parliament 
and  a  City  Temple  friend.  Never  has 
there  been  such  a  ball  game  since  time 
began.  The  King  pitched  the  first  ball, 
and  did  it  right  well,  too.  The  papers 
say  he  has  been  practising  for  days. 
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Then  bedlam  broke  loose;  barbaric 
pandemonium  reigned.  Megaphones, 
whistles,  every  kind  of  instrument  of 
torture  kept  accompaniment  to  tossing 
arms  and  dancing  hats  —  while  the 
grandstand  gave  such  an  exhibition  of 
'rooting'  in  slang  as  I  never  heard  be- 
fore. Much  of  the  slang  was  new  to 
me,  and  to  interpret  it  to  my  English 
friends,  and  at  the  same  time  explain 
the  game,  was  a  task  for  a  genius. 
Amazement  sat  upon  their  faces.  They 
had  never  imagined  that  a  hard  busi- 
ness people  could  explode  in  such  a 
hysteria  of  play.  An  English  crowd  is 
orderly  and  ladylike  in  comparison. 
Of  course,  the  players,  aware  of  an  audi- 
ence at  once  distinguished  and  aston- 
ished, put  on  extra  airs;  and  as  the 
game  went  on,  the  fun  became  faster 
and  more  furious.  My  friends  would 
stop  their  ears  to  save  their  sanity,  at 
the  same  time  pretending,  with  unfail- 
ing courtesy,  to  see,  hear,  and  under- 
stand everything.  The  Navy  won,  and 
one  last,  long,  lusty  yell  concluded  the 
choral  service  of  the  day. 

July  20.  —  *The  Miracle  of  St.  Dun- 
stan's.'  It  is  no  exaggeration,  if  by 
miracle  you  mean  the  triumph  of  spirit 
over  matter  and  untoward  disaster; 
St.  Dunstan's  is  the  college  where  young 
men  who  gave  their  eyes  for  their  coun- 
try learn  to  be  blind;  and  as  I  walked 
through  it  to-day  I  thought  of  Henley's 
lines:  —  . .  

Out  of  the  night  that  covers  me. 
Black  as  the  pit  from  pole  to  pole, 

I  thank  whatever  gods  may  be 
For  my  unconquerable  soul. 

Many  of  the  men  are  horribly  disfig  ured, 
and  it  is  a  mercy  that  they  cannot  see 
their  own  faces.  Yet,  for  the  most  part, 
they  arc  a  jolly  set,  accepting  the  in- 
evital>lo  with  that  spirit  of  sport  which 
is  so  great  a  trait  of  their  race.  At  least, 
the  totally  blind  are  happy.  Those  who 
see  partially,  and  do  not  know  how  it 
will  turn  out,  mope  a  ^ood  dwil.  At  the 


head  of  the  college  is  Sir  Arthur  Pear- 
son, himself  a  blind  man  who  has  learned 
to  find  his  way  in  the  dark  —  a  blind 
leader  of  the  blind.  It  is  wonderful  to 
hear  him  talk  to  a  boy  brought  into  the 
college  dejected  and  rebellious  against 
his  fate.  There  is  no  maudlin  sentiment. 
It  is  much  easier  to  cry  than  to  succor. 
They  sit  hand  in  hand,  —  comrades  in 
a  conquest,  —  while  Sir  Arthur  tells 
the  lad,  out  of  his  own  experience,  that, 
though  night  has  come  at  noon,  the  day 
is  not  ended.  His  words,  taken  out  of 
their  context  and  atmosphere,  might 
sound  preachy,  as  he  tells  how  he  rer 
fused  to  be  beaten,  and  how  darkness 
has  its  surprises.  All  honor  to  Sir 
Arthur,  —  Knight  of  the  Dark  Table, 
—  unforgettable  for  his  courage,  his 
chivalry,  and  his  cheerfulness! 

(Early  in  August  I  went  again  to  America, 
on  another  speaking  tour,  crossing  the  bar 
at  Liverpool,  in  the  glow  of  a  miraculous 
sunset,  the  sacramental  beauty  of  which 
haunts  me  still.  Time  out  of  mind  I  had 
known  Uncle  Sam,  in  his  suit  of  nankeen 
trousers  strapped  under  his  instep j  his  bliie 
sWallow-tail  coat  and  brass  buttons,  and  his 
ancient  high  hat.  It  was  not  easy  to  recog- 
nize him  clad  in  khaki,  wearing  a  gas-niask 
and  a  *tin  lid,'  and  going  over  the  top  with 
a  Springfield  rifle  in  his  hand;  and  that 
change  in  outward  garb  was  a  visible  sign  of 
much  else.  Down  the  streets  of  New  York, 
at  midnight,  one  saw  long  lines  of  men 
marching,  singing  'Over  There';  and  Serv- 
ice Stars  were  everywherej  changing  from 
silver  to  gold.  It  was  an  awe-inspiring 
America,  —  new  in  its  unity,  its  power,  and 
its  vision  of  duty,  —  albeit  to-day,  it  seems 
like  a  dim  dream  of  some  previous  state  of 
existence.  Returning  to  England  in  Octo- 
ber, my  ship  was  one  of  fifteen  loaded  with 
troops,  following  a  zigzag  course  over  a  loner 
ly  sea.  It  was  at  the  time  of  the  influenza 
epidemic,  and  almost  every  ship  kept  a 
funeral  flag  flying  all  the  way.  Off  the  nortli 
coast  of  Ireland  we  witnessed  the  destruc- 
tion of  an  enemy  submarine.  Once  more,  on 
a.  Thursday  noon,  1  took  up  my  labors  at 
the  City  Temple,  iu  au  address  entitled 


PREACHING  IN  LONDON 


387 


'The  New  America/  in  which  I  tried  to  de- 
scribe the  novel  experience  of  rediscovering 
my  own  comitry.  Events  moved  rapidly, 
and  I  need  add  only  one  or  two  items  from 
the  diary,  telling  of  the  end  of  the  greatest 
war  in  history,  the  meaning  and  issue  of 
which  are  locked  in  the  bosom  of  God.) 

October  25.  —  Three  times  since  I  re- 
turned I  have  spoken  to  groups  in  be- 
half of  Anglo-American  friendship,  but 
to  little  avail.  My  audiences  were  al- 
ready utterly  convinced,  and  it  was  like 
arguing  with  Miss  Pankhurst  in  favor 
of  woman  suffrage  —  as  useless  as  rain 
at  sea.  Somehow  we  never  get  beyond 
the  courtesies  and  commonplaces  of 
after-dinner  eloquence.  Yet  the  matter 
is  of  vital  importance  just  now.  Al- 
ready there  are  rumors  of  friction  be- 
tween our  boys  and  the  Tommies. 
These  are  little  things,  but  the  sum  of 
them  is  very  great,  and  in  the  mood  of 
the  hour  so  many  reactions  of  personal 
antagonism  may  be  fatal.  Not  much 
idealism  is  left  after  the  long  struggle, 
and  one  fears  a  dreadful  reaction,  —  a 
swift,  hideous  slip  backward,  —  driv- 
ing Britain  and  America  further  apart 
than  they  were  before  the  war.  Little 
groups  do  something,  but  what  we  need 
is  some  great  gesture,  to  compel  atten- 
tion and  dramatize  the  scene  for  the 
masses  on  both  sides  of  the  sea.  Frank- 
ly, I  am  not  clear  as  to  the  best  method 

—  except  that  we  have  not  found  it. 
Even  now,  all  feel  that  the  end  of  the 
war  is  near,  and  one  detects  tokens 
which  foretell  a  different  mood  when 
peace  arrives. 

October  29.  —  Ever  and  again  one 
hears  rumors  of  a  revolution  in  England 
in  which  things  will  be  turned  upside 
down.  One  might  be  more  alarmed, 
but  for  the  fact  that  the  revolution  has 
already  taken  place.  The  old  England 
has  gone,  taking  with  it  much  that  was 
lovely  and  fair;  a  new  England  is  here, 

—  new  in  spirit,  in  vision,  in  outlook,  — 
not  only  changing  in  temper,  but  ac- 


tually changing  hands.  As  the  Na- 
poleonic wars  ended  the  aristocratic 
epoch  and  brought  the  middle  class  to 
the  fore,  so  the  great  war  has  ended 
the  rule  of  the  middle  class  and  will 
bring  the  man  down  under  to  the  top. 
Of  course,  as  to  outward  appearance, 
the  aristocratic  and  middle  classes  still 
rule;  but  their  ideas  do  not  rule.  There 
will  be  no  violent  upheaval  in  England ; 
the  genius  of  the  British  mind  —  a 
practical  mysticism,  so  to  name  it, 
though  the  practicality  is  often  more 
manifest  than  the  mysticism  —  will 
not  let  it  be  so.  Again  and  again  I  have 
seen  them  drawn  up  in  battle-array, 
ready  for  a  fight  to  a  finish  — then,  the 
next  moment,  they  begin  to  parley, 
to  give  and  take;  and,  finally,  they  com- 
promise, each  getting  something  and 
nobody  getting  all  he  asked.  Therein 
they  are  wise,  and  their  long  political 
experience,  their  instinct  for  the  middle 
way,  as  well  as  their  non-explosive  tem- 
perament, stand  them  in  good  stead  in 
these  days.  Besides,  if  English  society 
is  a  house  of  three  stories,  the  house  has 
been  so  shaken  by  the  earthquake  of 
war  that  all  classes  have  a  new  sense  of 
kinship  and  obligation.  No  doubt  there 
will  be  flare-ups  in  Wales,  or  among  the 
hot-heads  on  the  Clyde;  but  there  is 
little  danger  of  anything  more. 

November  8.  —  Went  to  Oxford  last 
night  to  hear  Professor  Gilbert  Murray 
lecture  on  the  Peloponnesian  War  of 
the  Greeks  as  compared  with  our  great 
war;  and  his  words  haunt  me.  With 
an  uncanny  felicity,  the  great  scholar 
—  who  is  also  a  great  citizen  —  told  the 
story  of  the  war  that  destroyed  Greek 
civilization;  and  the  parallel  with  the 
present  war  was  deadly,  even  down  to 
minute  details.  About  the  only  differ- 
ences are  the  magnitude  of  the  armies 
and  the  murderous  efficiency  of  the 
weapons  we  now  employ.  As  I  listened, 
I  found  myself  wondering  whether  I 
was  in  Oxford  or  in  ancient  Athens. 
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The  lecturer  has  the  creative  touch 
which  makes  history  Uve  in  all  its  vivid 
human  color.  Euripides  and  Aristo- 
phanes seemed  like  contemporaries. 

What  depressed  me  was  the  monoto- 
nous sameness  of  human  nature  through- 
out the  ages.  Men  are  doing  the  same 
things  they  did  when  Homer  smote  his 
lyre  or  Hammurabi  framed  his  laws. 
For  example,  in  the  Athens  of  antiquity 
there  were  pacifists  and  bitter-enders, 
profiteers  and  venal  politicians  —  ev- 
erything, in  fact,  with  which  the  great 
war  has  made  us  familiar.  After  twen- 
ty centuries  of  Christian  influence,  we 
do  the  same  old  things  in  the  same  old 
fashion,  only  on  a  more  gigantic  scale. 

This  shadow  fell  over  me  to-day  as  I 
talked  with  a  young  French  officer  in 
my  study.  He  used  this  terrible  sen- 
tence with  an  air  of  sad  finality : '  Ideals, 
my  reverend  friend,  are  at  the  mercy  of 
the  baser  instincts.'  What  faith  it  takes 
to  sustain  an  ardent,  impatient,  for- 
ward-looking soul  in  a  slow  universe! 
*Keep  facing  it,'  said  the  old  skipper 
to  the  young  mate  in  Conrad's  Typhoon; 
and  ere  we  know  it,  the  ship  has  be- 
come a  symbol  of  the  life  of  man.  He 
did  not  know  whether  the  ship  would 
be  lost  or  not  —  nor  do  we.  But  he 
kept  facing  the  storm,  taking  time  to  be 
just  to  the  coolies  on  board,  much  to 
the  amazement  of  Jukes.  He  never  lost 
hope;  and  if  he  was  an  older  man  when 
he  got  through  the  storm,  he  at  least 
sailed  into  the  harbor. 

November  11.  —  London  went  wild 
to-day.  As  a  signal  that  the  Armistice 
had  been  signed,  the  air-raid  guns 
sounded,  —  bringing  back  unhappy 
memories,  —  but  we  knew  that  *  the 
desired,  delayed,  incredible  time'  had 
arrived.  The  war  has  ended;  and  hu- 
manity, on  its  knees,  thanks  God. 
Words  were  not  made  for  such  a  time. 
They  stammer,  and  falter,  and  fail. 
Whether  to  shout  or  weep,  men  did  not 
know;  so  we  did  both.  Something  not 


ourselves  has  made  for  righteousness, 
and  we  are  awed,  subdued,  over- 
whelmed. The  triumph  seems  wrought, 
not  by  mortal,  but  by  immortal  thews, 
and  shouts  of  joy  are  muffled  by 
thoughts  of  the  gay  and  gallant  dead. 

The  rebound  from  the  long  repres- 
sion was  quick,  the  outburst  startling. 
Men  danced  in  the  streets.  They 
hugged  and  kissed  and  sobbed.  Flags 
flew  everywhere,  flags  of  every  color. 
Women  wore  dresses  made  of  flags. 
Shops  and  factories  emptied  of  their 
own  accord.  At  an  early  hour  a  vast 
host  gathered  at  the  gates  of  Bucking- 
ham Palace,  singing  the  national  an- 
them. The  King  and  Queen  appeared 
on  the  balcony,  and  a  mighty  shout 
went  up  —  like  the  sound  of  many 
waters. 

St.  Paul's  was  jammed  by  noon;  the 
Abbey  was  packed.  It  melted  the  heart 
to  hear  them  sing  —  there  was  an  echo 
of  a  sob  in  every  song.  All  know  that 
the  secret  of  our  joy  is  locked  in  the 
cold  young  hearts  that  sleep  in  Flan- 
ders, in  eyes  that  see  the  sun  no  more. 
Never  was  the  world  so  coerced  by  its 
dead.  They  command;  we  must  obey. 
From  prayer  the  city  turned  to  play 
again.  No  wonder;  the  long  strain,  the 
bitter  sorrow,  the  stern  endurance  had 
to  find  vei|t.  At  first,  peace  seemed  as 
unreal  as  war.  It  took  time  to  adjust 
the  mind  to  the  amazing  reality.^  Even 
now  it  seems  half  a  dream.  There  is 
little  hate,  only  pity.  The  rush  of  events 
has  been  so  rapid,  so  bewildering,  that 
men  are  dazed.  Down  on  the  Embank- 
ment I  saw  two  old  men,  walking  arm- 
in-arm,  one  blind,  the  other  half-blind, 
and  both  in  rags.  One  played  an  old 
battered  hand-organ,  and  the  other 
sang  in  a  cracked  voice.  They  swayed 
to  and  fro,  keeping  time  to  the  hymn, 
*Our  God,  our  hope  in  ages  past.'  So  it 
was  from  end  to  end  of  London.  The 
gray  old  city  seemed  like  a  cathedral, 
its  streets  aisles,  its  throngs  worshipers. 


SUDDEN  GREATNESS 


BY  KENNETH  CHAFEE  McINTOSH 


A  LEAN,  quiet  man  pushed  his  way 
through  the  crowd  into  the  open  of  the 
parade-ground  at  Fort  Myer,  and 
perched  himself  uncomfortably  in  the 
midst  of  a  bundle  of  sticks.  A  weight 
crashed  down  from  the  top  of  a  derrick, 
and  the  bundle,  with  droning,  whining 
propeller,  was  thrown  into  the  air,  and 
stayed  there.  Breath  was  drawn  in  with 
sharp,  audible  gasping,  and  eyes  grew 
round  in  upturned  faces.  The  impos- 
sible had  happened.  Orville  Wright 
was  proving  to  the  army  that  he  could 

fly. 

When  the  air-plane  had  landed  clum- 
sily on  its  two  sled-like  runners,  and 
the  reporters  surged  around,  we  have 
record  of  the  following  queries  and 
replies :  — 

'How  fast  can  you  fly?' 

*  Forty  miles  an  hour.' 

*How  fast  do  you  think  air-planes 
can  be  made  to  fly?' 

*Much  faster.  But,  of  course,  the 
flyer  would  be  blown  out  of  the  machine 
at  anything  over  a  hundred  miles  an 
hour.' 

'How  high  can  you  go?' 

'High  as  I  want  to.  But  even  in  war 
you  would  never  have  to  go  over  one 
thousand  feet.  No  known  gun  could 
hit  you  at  that  altitude.' 

'What  uses  can  you  make  of  your 
machine?' 

'Sport  mainly,  and  scouting  in  war.' 

Of  the  thousands  who  saw  that  after- 
noon, and  of  the  millions  who  read  of 
the  flight  next  morning,  probably  not 
one  had  the  least  dim  perception  that  a 
mighty  power  was  born,  a  power  that  is 


already  affecting  the  lives  of  every  one 
of  us,  that  is  forcing  upon  us  changes  as 
vast  as  those  forecasted  when  the  ape- 
man  first  discovered  that,  by  swaying 
erect  on  his  bent  legs,  he  could  see  his 
enemies  and  his  victims  farther,  and 
have  two  arms  free  for  fighting. 

In  the  immense  development  of  avia- 
tion forced  by  the  war  we  are  apt  to 
forget  the  tremendous  strides  made  in 
the  first  faltering  years.  As  usual,  fig- 
ures and  statistics  are  deceptive,  and 
performances  seemed  to  confirm  the 
opinion  of  those  who  saw  in  the  air- 
plane nothing  but  a  toy  and  a  man- 
killer.  Three  years  after  the  Fort  Myer 
flight,  it  was  still  a  remarkable  per- 
formance to  remain  in  the  air  for  forty- 
five  minutes,  or  to  climb  to  an  altitude 
of  six  or  seven  thousand  feet.  After  six 
years  of  flying,  it  was  still  a  dare-devil 
feat  to  loop  an  air-plane  three  times  in 
one  flight;  and  the  first  man  to  fly  up- 
side down  made  his  name  as  well  known 
as  that  of  a  champion  heavy-weight, 
and  Imown  among  much  the  same  class- 
es of  people.  Pilot  after  pilot  was  fea- 
tured on  the  sporting  pages  of  the  news- 
papers as  he  succeeded  in  remaining 
aloft  five  minutes  longer  than  the  hero 
of  the  month  before,  reached  an  alti- 
tude fifty  feet  higher,  or  somersaulted 
his  vibrating  little  kite  once  oftener. 
And  with  deadly  regularity  pilot  after 
pilot  was  killed  —  his  effort  to  find  out 
how  far  he  could  stretch  the  capacity  of 
his  machine  being  successful. 

During  those  years,  however,  clumsy 
skids  gave  place  to  wheels  and  pon- 
toons, or  actual  boat-hulls;  and,  while 
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planes  remained  rickety  toys,  the  root- 
idea  of  every  practicable  type  we  have 
to-day  was  discovered  and  demon- 
strated, waiting  only  for  some  impera- 
tive necessity  to  force  its  development. 
Rotary  and  V-type  motors  began  to 
appear. 

Before  the  war  began,  aviation  had 
reached  the  point  where  its  future  could 
be  confidently  predicted  by  the  initia- 
ted as  a  matter  of  improvement  of  ex- 
isting types,  of  betterment  of  existing 
design,  rather  than  as  a  new  departure. 
Then  came  the  World  War,  with  its 
pressing  demands  on  air-craft  designers 
and  pilots,  and  its  almost  limitless 
money  for  experiment. 

Aviation  has  attained  in  fifteen  years 
a  degree  of  progress  which  can  hardly 
be  matched  by  any  other  epoch-making 
invention  in  centuries.  One  hundred 
and  eighteen  years  since  the  Clermont, 
one  hundred  and  fifty  since  Franklin's 
kite,  and  aviation  is  already  as  ad- 
vanced, relatively,  as  steam  and  elec- 
tricity. John  Hawkins  and  Francis 
Drake  revolutionized  naval  warfare  by 
fighting  broadside  instead  of  head-on, 
and  once  for  all  made  the  gun  the  mas- 
ter of  surface  ships;  and  the  all-big-gun 
battleship,  throwing  a  heavy  broad- 
side, is  the  legitimate  child  of  Drake's 
weatherly  little  Pelican.  Three  hundred 
and  sixty  years  were  required  to  pro- 
duce the  modern  battleship  after  Drake 
had  shown  the  way;  and  there  is  yet  no 
more  difference  visible  than  already  dis- 
tinguishes the  army's  new  Verville- 
Packard  from  the  original  Wright  air- 
plane hanging  in  the  National  Museum 
at  Washington.  Orville  Wright's  forty- 
mile  speed  has  become  three  miles  a 
minute,  and  the  end  is  not  yet.  His  one- 
thousand-feet  altitude  has  become  seven 
miles,  and  there  halts  momentarily 
while  we  safeguard  the  gasoline  and  oil 
ftystom  against  the  bitter  cold  of  the 
black  upper  air.  His  twenty-two  min- 
ute, eighteen-mile  endurance  has  be- 


come a  screaming  leap  from  continent 
to  continent,  and  air-planes  now  cross 
half  a  world  with  little  comment. 

Similarly,  the  projected  uses  of  air- 
craft as  'scouts'  and  for  *  sport'  have 
widened  as  greatly.  Well-appointed 
municipal  flying-fields  are  multiplying 
rapidly,  but  the  air-plane  has  far  out- 
grown the  present  possibilities  of  a 
sporting  craft.  Possible  speed  has  be- 
come so  great  that  a  private  field  cap- 
able of  handling  the  newest  planes  is 
about  as  inaccessible  to  the  average 
man  as  a  private  eighteen-hole  golf- 
links;  and  the  only  sporting  air-craft 
that  are  within  the  reach  of  moderate 
wealth  are  small  flying-boats  along 
lake  shores  and  landlocked  bays. 

A  great  future  is  claimed  for  air- 
borne commerce,  and  the  claim  is,  pos- 
sibly, justified.  At  present,  however, 
planes  and  dirigibles  are  enormously 
expensive,  both  in  first  cost  and  in  up- 
keep in  relation  to  durability;  and  the 
small  amount  of  freight  they  can  carry 
will  for  some  time  keep  cargo  and  pas- 
senger rates  above  the  bearing-power  of 
the  market.  The  problem  of  commer- 
cial aviation  is,  nevertheless,  plainly 
stated,  and  once  stated,  problems  are 
eventually  solved.  The  need  is  for  a 
weight-carrier  of  considerable  durabil- 
ity, simple  of  operation  and  of  low  fuel- 
consumption.  This  is  naturally  an  en- 
gineering problem,  and  the  appearance 
of  a  lightweight,  heavy-duty  motor  of 
*  fool-proof  design  may  be  confidently 
expected  sooner  or  later.  Wings  and 
body  are  already  made  of  light,  durable, 
rustproof  metal;  and  the  commercial 
air-plane  a  generation  hence  will  prob- 
ably resemble  a  plump-bodied  *  blanket- 
fish'  or  *  giant  ray,'  of  slow  landing- 
speed  and  excessive  stability  —  a 
machine  as  essentially  a  worker  as  a 
tramp  steamer,  too  clumsy  for  sport, 
too  helpless  for  aggressive  war.  The 
power-plant  problem  once  solved,  air- 
tramps  will  probably  become  as  stand- 


SUDDEN  GREATNESS 


391 


ardized  as  fabricated  ships  or  Ford  cars. 
Air-fleets  will  then  increase  so  rapidly 
that  a  new  difficulty  will  be  encoun- 
tered —  how  to  spare  enough  valuable 
building-space  in  and  around  great 
cities  to  create  ports  of  call  for  them. 
The  answer  will  probably  be  found 
in  huge  high  platforms  covering  ware- 
houses and  elevators  and  docks. 

Precisely  in  the  direction  where  util- 
ity and  necessity  have  been  found  ur- 
gent, even  imperative,  is  where  we  find 
the  most  complicated  questions  to  be 
solved ;  questions  as  yet  unformulated. 
Scouting  in  war  remains  and  will  re- 
main a  function  of  air-craft,  but  it  has 
already  been  overshadowed  by  the 
crying  need  of  them  in  the  battle-line. 
Were  scouting  all  we  need,  a  single, 
standardized  type  would  be  quickly 
procurable — a  plane  of  long  endurance, 
reasonable  mobility,  and  complete 
steadiness.  But  a  machine  that  answers 
these  requirements  we  find  to  be  utterly 
useless  in  an  air-battle.  It  climbs  slow- 
ly, it  manoeuvres  badly,  and  it  presents 
an  almost  unmissable  target.  We  must 
have  such  air-planes  to  direct  artillery 
fire  afloat  and  ashore,  to  drop  bombs^ 
to  hunt  submarines,  to  scout,  to  make 
photograph  maps  of  distant  enemy 
naval  bases.  To  use  them  to  advantage, 
we  must,  however,  have  reasonable 
certainty  that  they  will  be  able  to  fly 
unmolested. 

It  is  the  old  sea-problem  in  a  new 
element  —  to  exploit  the  air  in  war- 
time we  must  command  it.  In  other 
words,  we  must  fight  for  it.  Sailors,  for 
five  thousand  years,  have  died  to  teach 
the  flyer  this  lesson,  —  too  often  forgot- 
ten, —  that  to  use  our  power  we  must 
first  destroy  the  enemy's  power.  An  at- 
tempt merely  to  guard  against  the 
enemy's  blow  may,  by  extreme  good 
fortune,  succeed  once  or  twice.  Never 
three  times.  Delenda  est  Carthago,  and 
to  destroy  we  must  attack,  court  a  bat- 
tle, and  fight  it  to  a  finish.  If  the  enemy 


is  stronger  than  we,  the  attack  is  more 
difficult,  but  more  than  ever  imperative ; 
and  to  a  battle  of  weapons  is  added  a 
battle  of  wits.  We  must  outwit  him, 
outmanoeuvre  him,  outshoot  him;  but 
to  have  even  the  faintest  hope  of  vic- 
tory, we  must  attack  him,  put  him  on 
the  defensive — make  him  do  the  guess- 
ing and  take  the  weight  of  the  first  blow. 

Even  to  the  layman,  the  necessary 
characteristics  of  the  fighting  air-plane 
are  thus  made  apparent  —  speed,  snake- 
like mobility,  hitting-power.  Speed 
and  mobility  mean  small  size  and  im- 
mense engine-power.  If  that  were  all, 
this  question  too  would  be  simple.  But 
to  hit  hard  means  weight.  Carefully 
guarded  planes  now  exist  in  every  coun- 
try, which  can  stand  a  great  many  hits 
from  any  ordinary  machine-gun,  and 
are  fairly  impervious  in  any  vital  spot 
to  a  glancing  blow.  A  direct  hit  at  pres- 
ent-day maximum  speed  is  a  matter  of 
luck.  Air-planes  will  soon  carry  can- 
non-like machine-guns  —  in  fact,  they 
already  are  carrying  37-millimetre  guns 
and  straining  to  attain  a  practicable 
3-inch  gun,  baulked  only  by  this  mat^- 
ter  of  weight  pf  gun  and  ammunition, 
Speed  and  ability  to  *  stunt '  cannot  be 
lessened,  for  the  *  upper-hand '  in  an  air^ 
fight  is  as  important  as  was  the  weather 
§^uge  to  sailing-ships. 

This  brings  the  war-plane  designer 
up  sharp  against  his  second  stumbling- 
block;  The  inherent  nature  of  the  serv- 
ice means  that  little  available  weight- 
carrying  capacity  is  left  after  the  pilot 
and  his  motor  are  aboard.  That  little 
must  be  given  mostly  to  weapons.  And 
fuel  weighs  something,  and  fuel  means 
endurance.  A  line-of-battle  plane  that 
can  stay  aloft  three  hours  at  battle 
speed  is  a  marvelous  plane  indeed.  In 
battles  between  armies,  much  can  be 
done  in  three  hours,  especially  where 
practically  the  entire  three  hours  can 
be  spent  in  fighting.  Afloat,  it  is  dif- 
ferent. Battleships  of  to-day  are  hard 
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to  sink,  and  there  is  no  victory  until 
they  are  irrevocably  sunk.  The  battle 
between  fleets  may  last  intermittently 
for  days,  if  there  is  sea-room;  and  may 
conceivably  commence  several  thou- 
sands of  miles  away  from  the  bases  of 
either  belligerent.  To  get  our  battle- 
planes into  the  battle-line,  we  must  carry 
them  there;  and  so  one  more  type  is 
added  to  the  complicated  surface  fleets 
of  the  world,  a  type  as  helpless  as  a  col- 
lier, but  one  which  must  have  great 
size  and  battle-cruiser  speed  —  the 
first  non-fighting  auxiliary  to  demand 
admission  to  the  fighting-line.  A  small 
ship  will  not  do,  for  her  landing-deck 
must  be  not-missable  at  sixty  to  eighty 
miles  an  hour.  A  slow  ship  is  worse  than 
useless,  for  the  air-plane  carrier  must 
be  swift  enough  to  lessen  materially  the 
relative  velocity  of  the  home-coming 
plane  by  running  away  from  her,  and 
also  to  keep  safely  out  of  gunshot  be- 
hind the  crashing,  swaying,  hurrying 
battle-fleet  that  she  serves  and  by 
which  she  is  guarded. 

There  is  a  third  problem  upon  which 
this  matter  of  command  of  the  air  de- 
pends, which  as  yet  has  made  little 
progress  toward  solution.  It  is  not  so 
much  an  air-plane  problem  as  a  war- 
problem,  and  armies  and  navies  have 
solved  it  at  terrible  cost.  The  present 
designs,  even  the  best  of  them,  make  an 
air-battle  a  matter  of  individual  duels 
and  a  melee,  no  matter  how  great  the 
air-fleets  participating.  Tactical  forma- 
tion is  usually  possible  only  before  bat- 
tle. Once  joined,  battle  is  man  to  man, 
plane  t  o  plane,  and  control  of  a  fleet  by 
a  single  commander  is  confined  to  in- 
dividual indoctrination  and  training 
beforehand,  must  often  be  suspended 
during  contact,  and  can  be  resumed  only 
after  the  fight  is  over.  In  other  words, 
air-fighting  tactics  are  the  land  tactics 
of  the  Trojan  War,  the  fleet  tactics  of 
the  Pha;ni('ians.  Victory  depends  upon 
supermen,  and  supermen  cannot  be 


made  to  order.  Eventually,  designers 
must  find  us  a  machine  that  can  be 
one  unit  of  an  integral  fighting  fleet  in- 
stead of  one  of  a  number  of  skillful 
duelists. 

The  underlying  necessities  of  this 
problem  have  been  made  plain  by  the 
history  of  war  on  land  and  sea.  The 
manner  of  applying  them  to  the  air  has 
not  been  found.  The  root  of  the  mat- 
ter is  that  in  its  infancy  every  known 
weapon,  from  a  bare-handed  man  to  a 
machine-gun,  fights  dead  ahead.  Eyes 
and  blow  are  directed  against  the  near- 
est enemy  directly  in  front.  The  first 
soldiers,  the  first  ships,  and  the  present 
air-planes  have  one  thing  in  common  — 
they  fight  *bows  on,'  have  no  time  to 
watch  for  signals  from  their  command- 
ers, and  no  space  on  either  side  to  obey 
a  command  of  movement  without  hin- 
dering their  comrades.  Edward  III 
formed  his  bowmen  into  thin  lines,  pre- 
sented the  broadside  of  these  forma- 
tions to  the  en^y,  and  inaugurated 
controlled  volley-fire.  Man  for  man,  the 
chivalry  of  France  fully  equaled  that  of 
England,  and  greatly  outnumbered  it; 
but  no  Roland,  no  Bayard,  could  avail 
against  the  disciplined  storm  of  arrows, 
speeding  on  their  deadly  errand  at  the 
word  of  the  single  commanding  brain 
of  the  English  army.  England,  too, 
disciplined  Spain  at  sea  by  an  applica- 
tion of  the  same  principle.  The  Great 
Armada  was  admirably  handled,  with 
consummate  seamanship  and  in  strict 
accord  with  naval  science  of  centuries; 
but  its  tactics  were  bows-on,  ship  to 
crush  ship  with  a  ramming  blow,  and 
to  reduce  her  by  hand-to-hand  fighting 
on  her  shattered  decks.  The  English 
relied  on  broadside  gunfire  and  handi- 
ness.  Every  phase  of  that  cruelly  long- 
drawn-out  battle  shows  a  gallant  at- 
tack bows-on  by  the  Spaniards  in  line 
abreast,  met  by  a  single  line  of  close- 
hauled  English  ships  entirely  under  the 
control  of  a  single  mind,  raking  ship 
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after  ship  with  the  full  weight  of  their 
superior  broadside  guns. 

On  land  and  at  sea,  fighting  is  in  one 
plane,  however;  so  broadside  fire,  with 
its  advantages  of  manoeuvring  and  con- 
centration of  fire  and  controllability, 
is  soluble.  A  flying-machine  fighting 
broadside  to  the  enemy  has  not  been 
found,  for  the  enemy  will  probably 
never  be  exactly  on  our  own  level.  We 
must  find  a  ship  which  can  fight  broad- 
side up  and  down,  as  well  as  on  either 
beam. 

Command  of  the  air  once  gained,  the 
steady  improvement  of  existing  types 
will  serve  to  exploit  it  to  the  discomfit- 
ure of  an  enemy.  Torpedo-carrying  air- 
planes will  harass  his  surface  ships; 
spotting-planes  will  enable  us  to  crush 
him  with  gunfire  before  he  can  so  much 
as  see  us;  bombers  can  destroy  his  train 
and  cripple  his  capital  ships  with  ex- 
plosives and  gas. 

Command  of  the  air  —  this  is  the 
vital  problem  of  military  aviation;  and 
in  its  wake  arise  problems  and  neces- 
sities in  the  path  of  every  activity 
ashore  or  afloat.  To  armies  and  to  cities 
it  brings  the  necessity  of  bomb-shelters 
that  will  not  fill  up  with  poison-gas, 
and  of  accurate  anti-air-craft  batteries. 
To  battleships,  still  panting  from  the 
long  struggle  to  make  themselves  rea- 
sonably immune  to  torpedoes  under 
water,  it  brings  the  new  necessity  to 
grow  a  tough  turtle-back  impervious  to 
torpedoes  from  the  air,  and  to  rake  the 
open  funnels  horizontally,  or  astern,  in 
order  that  their  gaping  apertures  may 
off'er  no  chance  for  a  luckily  dropped 
bomb  to  wreck  their  vitals,  and  also  to 
screen  the  glow  of  their  boilers,  now 
plainly  visible  from  the  air  on  the  dark- 
est night.  It  makes  imperative  a  still 
undiscovered  gas-mask,  in  which  sol- 
diers, sailors,  yes,  and  civilians,  may 


live  and  work  for  long  periods.  It  is 
forcing  upon  the  submarine  a  new  meth- 
od of  underwater  propulsion,  yet  to  be 
found;  for  an  exploding  bomb  far  out- 
board will  cripple  the  present  electric 
engine  and  force  the  submarine  to  the 
surface,  where  she  becomes  easy  pre} 
to  bomb  and  shell. 

Eight  years  of  devoted,  perilous, 
quiet  work;  seven  years  of  feverish  de- 
velopment —  that  is  the  history  of 
aviation;  and  it  is  to-day  probably  the 
most  far-reaching  existing  influence  on 
future  history.  Gone  forever  are  the 
sickly,  thirsting  expeditionary  columns, 
which  in  the  past  have  punished  raiding 
savages  in  the  jungles  and  deserts  of  the 
world  at  hideous  cost.  A  few  men,  a  few 
air-planes,  a  few  days,  and  the  chastise- 
ment is  complete.  Gone  is  the  immun- 
ity of  colliers  and  repair-ships  lagging 
in  the  wake  of  the  sea-borne  fleets;  and 
gone  is  the  safety  of  the  island  cities. 

In  fifteen  years  aviation  has  super- 
posed itself  upon  civilization.  Its  future 
is  limitless,  not  predictable.  It  is  daily 
demonstrating  its  ability  to  extend  the 
scope  of  our  economic  fabric  to  lengths 
undreamed  of,  and  in  ways  which  were 
but  yesterday  fantastic  dreams.  And  it 
has  already  proved  its  power  to  destroy 
utterly  the  world  as  we  have  built  it; 
has  forced  us  to  take  sober  and  urgent 
thought  as  to  how  this  mighty  and  as 
yet  irresponsible  force  may  be  subordi- 
nated to  the  common  good.  The  indus- 
trial changes  following  the  introduction 
of  steam  and  electrical  machinery  are 
trifling  and  infinitesimal  in  compari- 
son with  those  already  following  in  the 
wake  of  mankind's  new-found  ability 
to  fly. 

The  future  of  all  the  world  is  in  the 
air  —  a  future  either  glorious  or  ter- 
rible. Your  generation  and  mine  will 
decide  which  it  shall  be. 


BARN  ELVES 

BY  GARY  GAMBLE  LOWNDES 


Somehow,  May  always  reminds  you 
of  Horace  and  barns.  True,  the  poet 
rarely  mentions  the  months  by  name; 
but  —  *  With  leaves  all  a-flicker  at 
breath  of  Spring's  advent' — is  n't  that 
May,  the  beauteous  o'  the  year? 

Thou  shun'st  me,  Ghloe,  as  a  fawn  seek- 
ing its  timorous  dam  within  the  trackless 
mountains,  panicky  with  vain  fear  of  breath 
of  air,  and  of  the  forest.  For  whether  the 
thorn  with  its  facile  leaves  shudders  to  the 
caress  of  the  breeze,  or  the  green  lizards 
stir  the  brake,  at  once  it  trembles  both  in 
heart  and  knees.  But  not  as  a  tiger  fierce 
do  I  pursue  to  rend  thee,  nor  as  a  Gsetulian 
lion.  Now,  at  length,  a  maiden  grown,  cease 
to  cHng  to  thy  mother. 

Wandering  about  the  farm,  some 
mid-May  afternoon,  you  will  think  of 
that.  You  are  on  a  fishing  trip  —  your 
second  visit :  the  first  was  in  November, 
quail-shooting.  It  is  singular  that  you, 
who  never  cared  much  for  fishing, 
should  suddenly  have  decided  to  try  a 
place  so  lacking  in  game-fish  that  a 
white  perch  is  a  surprise,  a  *spot'  is  an 
event,  and  a  rockfish  as  big  as  the  cork 
used  on  the  eighteen-foot  fishing-poles 
common  here  would  cause  a  riot.  All 
the  same,  with  rod,  reel,  and  basket, 
here  you  are.  You  have  been  here  a 
week,  and  have  n't  caught  anything  but 
catfish,  eels,  and  'yellow-neds.'  But 
there's  the  farm.  You  like  farming. 
After  all,  what's  time  or  fishing  com- 
pared with  agricultural  research? 

The  farm,  with  its  old  buildings  and 
broom-grassed,  piny  solitudes,  is  inter- 
esting to  explore,  especially  when,  in 
dove-gray  skirt  and  snowy  shirt-waist, 
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her  wine-dark  hair  deftly  coiled,  walks 
at  your  side  the  Spirit  of  the  Farm, 
who  is  *  showing  you  around.'  She  is 
rare.  Her  walk  is  pheasant-like.  Her 
clothes  seem  to  caress  her  —  a  perfect 
model  for  a  picture  by  the  famed  artist 
of  Society,  whose  Grecian  heroines,  in 
tailored  suits,  on  pages  torn  from  maga- 
zines, adorn  her  room.  They  are  the  in- 
spiration, perchance,  of  those  curves 
of  grace,  the  classic  carriage,  and  the 
proud  little  sway  from  the  waist.  Or, 
happily,  it  is  her  Devon  blood,  renascent, 
for  all  its  centuries  of  poverty  and  strug- 
gle, that  moulds  again  in  her  slight 
form  the  lines  of  haute  noblesse. 

Among  her  sisters  your  eye  had  in- 
stantly singled  her.  She  understood. 
At  first  she  was  reserved  and  dignified, 
shy;  but  now,  free  companions  of  the 
woods  and  fields,  you  wander  where  you 
will.  You  watch  the  broken- winged 
wild  goose,  tied  to  a  post  on  the  lawn 
and  honking  disconsolately.  You  feed 
the  tiny  *  just-out'  bantams,  hunt 
eggs  in  the  tool-shed  and  the  musty 
stalls,  and  find  a  guinea's  nest  under  the 
weed-grown  reaper.  You  gather  arm- 
fuls  of  lilacs,  but  drop  them  all  to  burn 
a  tattered  last-year's  hornet  castle.  No 
use  telling  her  that  the  long-dead  hor- 
nets are  n't  *  playing  'possum.' 

You  race  across  the  pasture,  hurdle 
the  bars,  are  introduced  to  the  cows, 
name  a  calf,  and  are  presented  with  a 
young  and  very  black  kitten,  which, 
taking  instant  fancy  to  your  feet,  sticks 
thenceforth  at  your  heels,  making  play- 
ful pounces  at  your  leggin-cords.  Some- 
how, for  all  its  idiotic  attentions,  you 
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like  it,  with  that  red  ribbon  about  its 
neck. 

You  slide  back  the  huge  barn-doors. 
Together  you  mount  the  worn  rungs  of 
the  loft-ladder.  *  Pioneers!  O  Pioneers!* 
Up,  up,  you  go.  Up.  Still  up.  High  — 
so  high!  To  the  very  roof  o'  the  world 
— the  great,  wide,  hollow,  odorous  barn. 

*  Tand'  qu'aux  bords  des  fontaines, 

Ou  dans  les  frais  ruisseaux, 
Les  moutons  baign'nt  lenr  laines, 
Y  dansent  au  preau. 

•fiho!  eho!  eho! 
Les  agneaux  vont  aux  plaines. 

£ho!  eho!  eho! 
Et  les  loups  sont  aux  bois.' 

*£ho!  £ho!  Eho!'  The  resonant 
echoes,  rolling,  return  the  shouted  re- 
frain of  the  old  Burgundian  shepherd 
song.  *Eho!  Eho!  fiho!'  That's  the 
first  French  this  barn  —  and  Somebody 
—  have  ever  heard.  Somebody  likes  it, 
too,  and  is  silent.  Off  from  the  gables 
storm  the  startled  pigeons.  Out  from 
their  nests,  on  beam  and  rafter,  dart  the 
twittering  swallows.  It  is  pleasant,  ly- 
ing on  the  hay  before  the  wide  window, 
awaiting  their  return.  Back  they  come, 
the  proud,  iris-necked  cock-pigeons, 
a-rou-cou-coo-ing,  a-bookity-boo-ing, 
on  the  sill;  the  swallows.  Spirits  of  the 
Loft,  hovering  stationary  in  the  gray- 
framed  azure  of  the  window.  Brave 
they  look,  in  their  new  dress-suits,  steel- 
blue-backed,  white-and-chestnut-front- 
ed.  *Now,  what,'  they  twitter,  *what, 
in  the  name  of  common  sense,  can  this 
pair  of  human  nuisances  be  up  to,  high, 
so  high,  in  our  domain?' 

*£ho!  £ho!  thoV 

'Tell  me  something  about  the  swal- 
lows,' she  begs,  when  the  Spirits  of  the 
Loft  are  a-nest  once  more,  and  all  is  the 
silence  of  the  hay.  *  You  know  so  many 
verses.  Tell  me  one,  please.  I  love 
birds.' 

She  does  n't  have  to  beg  very  hard. 
It  was  on  your  lips,  unvoiced :  — 


*I  stray  and  sob  in  the  forest: 

The  throstle  sits  on  the  bough; 
She  springs  and  sings  her  purest, 
"What  ails  thee,  sad  of  brow?" 

*Thy  sisters,  dear,  the  swallows. 
Can  rede  thee  true,  my  child. 

Who  chose  the  lattice  hollows 
Where  erst  my  darling  smiled.' 

You  don't  like  it?  I'm  sorry.  Yes; 
it  is  sad,  but  sad  things  are  the  loveliest 
and  the  farthest  from  earth.  You  will 
like  this  one.  It  is  old  English.  Perhaps 
one  of  your  Devon  ancestors  wrote  it. 
Those  morioned  harriers  of  the  Spanish 
Main  grew  poetic,  sometimes,  in  the 
alehouse. 

'The  martins  and  the  swallows 
Are  God  Almighty's  scholars. 
The  robins  and  the  wrens 
Are  God  Almighty's  friends. 

'The  laverock  and  the  lintie. 
The  robin  and  the  wren  — 
If  you  disturb  their  nests. 
You'll  never  thrive  again. 

*For  swallows  on  Mount  Calvary 
Plucked  tenderly  away 
From  the  brow  of  Christ  two  thousand 
thorns. 

Such  gracious  birds  are  they.' 

What's  that?  You  don't  see  how  I 
can  shoot  a  bird?  You  would  n't  shoot 
one,  of  course.  How  about  that  quail 
somebody  shot  with  my  gun,  last  fall? 
Sitting,  too.  And  right  under  old  Hec- 
tor's nose,  while  he  was  holding  his 
point  so  patiently!  Somebody's  so  ten- 
der-hearted she  would  n't  think  of  go- 
ing hunting  again.  What?  She  is?  And 
is  going  to  tramp  ten  miles  of  sedge- 
fields,  tear  her  stockings  to  rags,  scratch 
her  hands,  and  shoot  at  anything  that 
will  sit  still  long  enough?  Good  for  you ! 
Won't  we  have  a  time!  We'll  be  cou- 
reurs  de  marais,  in  your  canoe,  on  the 
river.  With  old  Hector  up  front,  to 
watch  for  falling  mallards,  we'll  follow 
the  happy  day.  I'll  be  here  when  the 
shooting  season  opens  —  it 's  only  six 
months  off.  I  '11  bring  my  sixteen-gauge 
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gun  and  a  pair  of  leather  leggins  for 
you. 

'fiho!  £ho!  fiho!' 

How  you  show  off!  When  you  were  a 
boy,  someone  said,  *  'Fraid  cat,'  and  you 
insanely  rode  your  bicycle  down  certain 
brownstone  front  steps,  landing  on  your 
head,  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  and 
almost  beneath  the  passing  car-wheels. 
You  hear  her  mocking  laughter  yet  — 
the  cruel,  peppermint-sticky  little  co- 
quette, your  first  flame,  who  *  dared' 
you. 

It  is  different  now.  She  follows  eager- 
ly, while  you  reveal  the  life  of  the 
barn,  unveiling  a  creation  of  which  she 
has  scarcely  surmised  the  existence. 
She  knows  the  boring-bees;  the  'black- 
faces' sting,  but  the  *  white-faces'  don't. 
The  *  death-watch'  beetle,  ticking  in 
the  wall,  frightens  her,  but  she  likes  the 
nervous  mud-daubers,  brown  and  blue, 
and  exclaims  in  wonder  when  she  first 
hears  their  dry,  gritty  clicking,  busily 
plastering  their  mud  tunnels  against 
the  inner  shingles. 

Thin  wings  suddenly  flutter  overhead. 
'Oh!  oh!  A  bat!  Don't  let  it  get  in  my 
hair ! '  Down  she  burrows  under  the  hay 
while,  crazily  flickering  to  and  fro,  the 
'leather-bird'  darts  and  twists  in  the 
semi-twilight. 

You  stand,  with  pitchfork  raised. 
'It's  gone  now.  Come  out.  Barn  Elf.' 

She  rises,  blinking  and  sneezing,  her 
hair  loose  and  full  of  clinging  straws. 
One's  gone  down  her  back.  What  a 
time  it  takes  to  get  it  out!  How 
she  laughs  and  shrinks  and  shudders! 
What's  the  matter  with  your  fingers? 
The  loosened  hair  is  rearranged  and 
pinned;  the  errant  straw  is,  at  last,  re- 
covered, and  nature-study  is  resumed; 
but  it  is  useless  to  expatiate  upon  bats 
and  their  habits. 

'I  think  they're  awful.  I  wish  every 
one  in  the  world  was  dead.  I'm  going 
down  if  it  comes  a^ain.  There!  —  Oh! 
ohl'  at  each  returning  swoop.  Finally, 


the  bat  hangs  upside  down  from  a  rafter, 
and  is  quiet. 

'My  goodness!  But  you  can  see 
things!'  she  exclaims,  enthusiastically 
chewing  a  clover-stalk  and  looking 
sidewise  at  you  from  under  her  straw- 
filled  hair.  'What  an  eye  you've  got! 
No  wonder  you  beat  father  shooting 
partridges  last  fall.' 

'Hush,  Barn  Elf.  See  that  weasel's 
head  peeping  out  of  the  rathole,  in 
the  corner?  Too  late.  "Pop"  goes  the 
weasel.  They  always  do,  just  when  you 
look;  it's  their  way.  He's  hunting  rats. 
He  won't  bother  your  bantams.  If  he 
does  —  I  '11  get  him  if  I  have  to  watch 
all  night.  Yonder 's  a  pewee's  nest,  on 
the  old  broom,  behind  that  rafter,  by 
the  west  window.  It 's  not  finished  yet. 
There  are  no  swallows  on  that  side  of 
the  barn.  Come  over  and  see.  No,  the 
nests  are  empty;  they've  driven  all  the 
beauties  away.  Pewees  are  democrats. 
They  hate  "swallowtails."  ' 

She  is  glad  to  learn.  She  does  not 
question.  Composed,  she  listens,  satis- 
fied with  your  knowledge.  Yet  now  and 
then  a  side-glance  at  the  ladder-open- 
ing. Only  the  faintest  flush  of  cheek, 
only  the  twitching  of  the  bitten  straw, 
give  token  of  the  'awfulness'  unheard 
of  —  but  not  undreamed  of  — 

'In  the  loft  so  long,  all  by  herself, 
with  the  stranger!' 

'Here  comes  that  horrid  bat  again! 
I'm  really  afraid.  I'm  going  down  this 
minute!' 

But  why  so  slow  about  descending? 
What  glamour  is  in  the  odorous  air? 
That  little  trusting  hand,  why  does  it 
quiver  in  your  hand,  like  an  imprisoned 
bird?  That  paling,  dawn-flushed  face, 
where  is  its  composure  now?  That  slen- 
der form,  why  does  it  tremble?  Why, 
half-knowing  she  knows  not  what,  does 
she  look  at  you  with  eyes  so  strangely 
luminous?  She  is  a  woman,  for  all  her 
sixteen  years.  —  Deep  called  unto  deep. 
You  can  read  the  whirl  of  thought  with- 


BARN  ELVES 


397 


in  the  waiting,  straw-flecked  head.  — 
Deep  called  unto  deep.  There 's  Chloe- 
Tyndaris.  This  is  the  Sabine  Farm. 

A  kiss  lays  low  the  walls  of  Thee  and  Me. 

Take  it,  and  go  down.  Walk  home, 
with  the  sunset  swallows  skimming  the 
mist-draped,  bending  rye. 

'£ho!  Eho!  fihol* 

Nightfall.  Milking  and  supper  done, 
the  table  cleared,  and  the  lamps  lighted 
in  the  sitting-room,  the  family  dispose 
themselves  to  chat  and  knit,  but  ever 
with  an  eye  upon  the  dining-room 
across  the  hall.  Dorothy  has  made  a 
*  catch.'  That's  nothing.  She's  been  a 
flirt  since  she  was  twelve,  as  several 
rural  hearts  can  mourn. 

Nine  o'clock:  the  sitting-room  is  dark 
and  silent.  Ten:  the  tethered  wild 
goose  honks  and  crickets  shrill.  Still,  by 
the  shaded  lamp,  you  read.  She  is  fond 
of  reading,  apt  of  memory,  and  even 
knows  Latin,  in  a  way.  How  beautiful 
she  is!  The  crimson  lamp-light  gilds 
her  hair.  A  straw  still  clings.  You 
reach  and  pluck  it  and  lay  it  in  your 
book.  No  flush,  this  time,  betrays  what 
now  she  understands.  Chin  in  hand, 
across  the  table,  steadfastly  she  looks 
at  you  —  a  look  that  seals  the  kiss  and 
hallows  Swallow  Barn.  Translate  from 
the  pocket-copy  of  Horace  you  always 
csirry:  Felices  ter,  et  amplius,  quosirrupta 
tenet  copula.  *  Happy,  yea,  thrice  happy, 
they  whom  the  unbroken  bond  doth 
bind.' 

Another  week.  Here  yet.  And  still 
fishing.  You  love  her.  Everybody 
knows  it.  She  likes  you.  Why  does  she 
return  each  night  from  the  distant  vil- 
lage school?  It  used  to  be  only  on  Sat- 
urdays that  she  came  home.  She  has  a 
camera.  Often,' at  school,  behind  her 
book  hiding  a  tiny  photograph,  she  will 


bend  her  head.  Her  chums  will  know. 
She  will  give  each  a  look  at  the  *  stylish ' 
outlines  of  her  *  city '  conquest.  She  will 
carry  it,  desirably  tucked  in  pleasant 
places,  imtil  it's  worn  to  shreds. 

Gone  a  week.  You've  written  twice. 
And,  be  sure,  when  your  first  letter 
came,  the  county  knew  it.  Her  sisters 
will  tease.  Bravely  she  will  bear  it. 
She  will  flash  out  at  them,  and  stamp 
her  foot :  *  Yes.  He  does  lo  —  like  me. 
I'm  not  a  bit  ashamed.  It's  no  such 
thing!  He's  not  twice  my  age!  What  if 
he  is?  I  —  I  even  like  the  city!' 

Then  you  get  a  letter  —  four  pages 
crushed  into  a  small  envelope.  It  is  a 
wonder,  that  letter,  and  perfect  except 
for  legibility  and  orthography.  (She's 
better  at  reading.)  More  brightly  shine 
the  occasional  misspelled  words  than 
all  Alaska's  river-gold,  than  all  the  dia- 
monds of  the  Rand.  A  thing  of  joy  is 
that  letter,  telling  the  life  of  every  day, 
the  life  of  the  farm:  — 

*  Brother  dug  out  two  cunning  little  fox- 
cubs,  down  on  the  river  shoar.  I'm  going  to 
keep  one.  It  has  a  little  white  spot  in  its 
cute  little  nose  and  its  name  is  Tansy.  I  was 
home,  Saturday  and  Monday.  I  saw  a  wood- 
cock fly  across  the  road  in  the  pasture.  Oh, 
it's  so  hot!  The  pewee's  nest  is  finished 
building  —  where,  I  reckon  you  know.  I 
send  you  a  straw.  The  river  is  beautiful. 
Oh,  I  wish  —  I  wish  you  were  here. 

*Babn  Elf. 
(You  called  me  that.)' 

*£ho!  fiho!  Eho!' 

She  loves  you.  Straws  shqw  how  the 
wind  blows.  Dorothy  and  Swallow 
Barn  are  yours,  should  you  go  back. 
Go  back.  Heed  not  the  Wise  of  Earth. 
More  are  under  than  on  it.  Go  back. 
The  old  farm,  and  its  rain-torn,  briary 
fields,  will  be  forevermore  the  home  of 
Oread,  Dryad,  and  Faun  —  an  idyl  of 
Sabinian  days. 


VATICAN  POLITICS  AND  POLICIES 


BY  L.  J.  S.  WOOD 


On  the  30th  of  July,  1904,  France 
left  the  Vatican  unceremoniously,  just 
a  short  note  from  the  charge  d'affaires, 
put  on  paper,  but  diplomatically  called 
verbal,  being  all  the  notice  of  her  de- 
parture. The  Ambassador,  M.  Nisard, 
had  been  called  home  on  leave  a  month 
before.  After  an  interval  of  nearly  sev- 
enteen years,  on  May  28,  1921,  she  re- 
turned, with  all  the  eclat  possible  and 
desirable.  It  was  Cardinal  Merry  del 
Val  who  put  on  record  the  now  cele- 
brated phrase  that  *  France  was  too 
great  a  lady  to  come  up  the  backstairs'; 
and  ever  since  the  resumption  of  dip- 
lomatic relations  has  been  spoken  of, 
it  has  been  regarded  here  as  a  sine  qua 
non  that  it  must  be  carried  out  in  the 
grande  maniere,  if  at  all.  That  has  been 
done;  and  indeed  all  that  has  led  up  to 
it  in  France,  —  the  Committee  report, 
the  Chamber  debate,  the  Senate  oppo- 
sition and  delay,  the  suggestions  of 
half-way  resumption,  with  a  represen- 
tative in  Rome  but  no  nuncio  in  Paris, 
and,  finally,  M.  Briand's  determination, 
after  a  question  had  been  put  cour- 
teously but  significantly  from  Rome,  to 
carry  the  thing  through  without  wait- 
ing for  authorization  from  the  Senate, 
—  all  this  has  enhanced  the  importance 
of  the  event. 

By  the  very  force  of  things,  it  had  to 
be.  Not  only  was  the  opinion  of  the 
country  so  manifestly  in  favor  of  it,  but, 
after  the  abundant  signs  of  good-will  on 
the  part  of  the  Holy  See,  and  more  par- 
ticularly after  the  honors  of  the  altar 
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given  to  France's  St.  Joan  of  Arc,  and 
the  honors  paid  to  France's  civil  rep- 
resentatives last  spring,  not  a  French- 
man but  would  have  felt  that  he  was 
lacking  in  the  noblesse  obliging  the  *  eld- 
est daughter  of  the  church,'  if  his  coun- 
try had  not  played  the  game.  And 
there  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  oppo- 
sition in  the  Senate  —  all  that  is  left  of 
the  violent  prejudice  of  seventeen  years 
ago  —  will  be  overcome,  the  confirma- 
tory vote  of  the  French  Parliament  ob- 
tained, M.  Briand's  provisional  step 
officially  indorsed.  A  hundred  and  fifty 
politicians  cannot  oppose  the  clearly 
expressed  desire  of  the  great  majority 
of  the  elected  representatives  and  the 
overwhelming  majority  of  the  nation. 

The  way  of  reconciliation  and  col- 
laboration is  not  quite  clear.  Obstacles 
remain.  But  diplomacy,  backed  by  evi- 
dent good-will  on  both  sides,  may  be 
trusted  to  find  a  way  round  them  if  it 
cannot  definitely  break  them  down. 

The  status  of  Catholics  in  Alsace- 
Lorraine  has  to  be  regularized.  After 
the  conquest  in  1870,  Germany  pru- 
dently left  them  the  status  which,  as 
French  Catholics,  they  enjoyed  under 
the  Concordat  of  July  15, 1801,  between 
France  and  the  Holy  See.  Since  1906, 
therefore,  while  Catholics  in  France 
have  been  subject  to  the  dispositions 
of  the  Law  of  Separation  of  Church  and 
State,  those  in  Alsace-Lorraine  have 
retained  the  status  given  under  the  old 
Concordat.  Although  they  are  exceed- 
ingly unwilling  to  resign  their  privileged 
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position,  common  sense  demands  that 
conditions  be  homogeneous  throughout 
the  country. 

A  second  difficulty  is  found  in  the 
Law  of  Separation  itself.  Pius  X  re- 
fused to  accept  it,  on  the  ground  that 
some  dispositions,  particularly  regard- 
ing the  Associations  Cultuelles,  went 
counter  to  the  divinely  given  constitu- 
tion, rights,  and  duties  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  the  charge  of  safeguarding 
which  was  laid  on  him  as  Pope.  While, 
on  the  one  side,  Benedict  XV  of  course 
realizes  and  takes  up  that  charge  and 
responsibility  as  fully  as  his  predeces- 
sor, on  the  other  side,  the  French  Gov- 
ernment has  pledged  its  word  that  the 
Separation  Law  shall  not  be  touched. 
An  easy  way  out  of  the  difficulty  lies  in 
ignoring  it — not  saying  anything  about 
the  matter  at  all.  If  it  cannot  be  ignored, 
a  way  around  the  difficulty  is  indicated 
by  the  record  of  the  actual  putting  into 
practice  of  those  dispositions  of  the  law 
since  1906.  It  is  argued  that,  inasmuch 
as  the  supreme  courts  before  which 
cases  have  been  brought  have  invari- 
ably interpreted  them  in  a  way  so  favor- 
able to  the  Church  that  their  tenor  is 
shown  to  be  innocuous,  they  do  not  in 
fact  carry  the  meaning  on  which  Pius 
X's  refusal  to  accept  the  law  was 
based. 

A  third  difficulty  is  found  in  the 
realm  of  world-politics  —  the  Near 
East,  the  privileged  position  given  to 
France  there  by  Turkey,  the  privileges 
granted,  as  accessory  to  that  position, 
by  the  Holy  See,  and  the  changes  in  the 
situation  brought  about  by  the  great 
war.  Summed  up,  the  situation  was 
that,  under  the  old  Capitulations, 
France  held  from  Turkey  the  protec- 
torate over  all  Catholics  in  the  Near 
East,  with  a  few  exceptions;  and  in 
consideration  of  that,  the  Holy  See  in- 
structed Catholics  in  general,  both  in- 
dividuals and  religious  communities, 
to  apply  to  her  for  protection.  It  also 


gave  to  the  representative  of  France 
certain  privileges,  mainly  liturgical  — 
a  special  place,  and  special  honors,  for 
instance,  at  important  religious  func- 
tions. 

But  with  the  passing  of  the  old  Turk- 
ish Empire  the  Capitulations  no  longer 
exist.  The  privileges  granted  by  the 
Holy  See  were,  as  Cardinal  Gasparri 
has  authoritatively  said,  accessory  to 
the  principle  in  relation  to  the  Capit- 
ulations :  inevitably  they  cease  to  exist, 
in  consequence.  The  old  order  has,  in 
fact,  gone  by  the  board.  In  the  Proto- 
col to  the  Sevres  Treaty,  drawn  up  at 
the  meeting  of  the  Council  of  the  Pow- 
ers at  San  Remo  in  May,  1920,  it  is 
definitely  stated  that  the  old  protec- 
torate and  privileges  have  lapsed;  and 
the  signature  of  France  is  attached  to 
that  Protocol,  together  with  those  of  the 
other  great  powers. 

France  holds  the  mandate  for  Syria, 
Great  Britain  that  for  Palestine;  but 
French  feeling  is  loath  to  surrender  the 
old  privileges  in  the  Holy  Land.  It 
realizes  the  political  advantage  that  the 
favored  position  of  France  there  and  in 
the  Near  East  generally  gave  to  her ;  and 
everything  spoken  and  written  recently 
in  France  on  the  subject  of  the  resump- 
tion of  diplomatic  relations  with  the 
Holy  See  has  shown  how  the  wish  for 
reconciliation  with  Rome  is  motived 
by  the  hope  of  regaining,  through  the 
religious  agency,  the  privileged  politi- 
cal position  of  the  old  days.  No  attempt 
indeed  has  been  made  to  disguise  the 
fact  that  it  is  political  advantage,  par- 
ticularly in  the  Near  East,  that  is  sought. 
On  its  side  the  Holy  See  has  all  good- 
will, in  consideration  of  what  France 
has  done  for  the  Catholic  religion  in  the 
Near  East  during  past  centuries;  but 
the  fact  remains,  and  has  been  stated 
clearly  in  Cardinal  Gasparri's  cele- 
brated letter  to  M.  Denys  Cochin,  of 
June  26, 1917,  that,  when  the  old  Turk- 
ish regime  and  the  Capitulations  ceased 
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to  exist,  the  religious  privileges  granted 
to  France  by  virtue  of  them  came  to 
an  end  as  well. 

Evidently,  then,  there  are  points  on 
which  France  and  the  Holy  See  have 
to  reach  an  understanding.  But  the 
restoration  of  diplomatic  relations,  the 
reconciliation,  is  a  fact.  The  impor- 
tance of  the  event  is  self-evident.  The 
old  policy,  which  Waldeck-Rousseau 
started,  and  Combes  and  Briand  car- 
ried to  lengths  far  beyond  the  original 
intention,  was  summarized,  when  com- 
pleted by  the  Separation  Law,  in  Vivia- 
ni's  famous  phrase,  'We  have  put  out 
the  lights  of  heaven.*  Waldeck-Rous- 
seau dissociated  himself  from  the  acts 
of  his  successors;  Combes  has  died  at 
the  very  moment  the  great  change  is 
being  carried  out;  it  is  no  other  than 
Briand  who  is  carrying  it  out,  while 
Viviani  attends  the  Funeral  Mass  of 
Cardinal  Gibbons.  Au  fond,  it  may 
be  nothing  more  than  the  inevitable 
victory  of  common  sense  over  a  phase 
of  political  fanaticism;  but  in  itself  it 
is  a  striking  event.  And,  further,  it 
carries  beyond  the  limits  just  indicated 
by  France  and  the  Holy  See.  For, 
firstly,  it  has  had  immediate  reper- 
cussion here  in  Italy;  and,  secondly,  it 
has  raised  the  diplomatic  edifice  of 
Rome,  the  world-position  of  the  Pa- 
pacy, to  such  a  height  that  the  world 
cannot  help  noticing  it.  The  Holy  See 
—  to  change  the  metaphor  —  seems  to 
be  riding  on  a  great  wave  resulting  from 
the  storm  of  world-war;  and  the  world 
may  wonder  where,  how  far,  and  in 
what  direction,  it  may  steer  itself  or 
may  be  carried. 

II 

On  the  part  of  Italy  there  is,  of 
course,  not  the  slightest  objection  to 
the  restoration  of  diplomatic  relations 
between  France  and  the  Holy  See. 
When  th(^  British  Empire  determined  to 
send  Sir  Henry  Howard  as  representa- 


tive to  the  Vatican  at  the  end  of  1914, 
Sir  Edward  Grey  took  the  prudent  step 
of  sounding  in  advance  the  Italian  Gov- 
ernment, and  was  assured  that  no  ob- 
jection would  be  made,  or  was  felt. 
The  step  was  diplomatically  cautious 
and  courteous,  but  was  unnecessary. 
Numerous  powers  had  representatives 
at  the  Vatican ;  the  Italian  Law  of 
Guaranties  explicitly  recognizes  that 
the  Pope  may  receive  accredited  rep- 
resentatives from  foreign  powers,  and 
it  gives  them  all  the  prerogatives  and 
immunities  due  by  international  law  to 
such  envoys.  If  an  objection  was  in- 
conceivable when  England  was  making 
a  new  departure,  breaking  a  centuries- 
old  tradition,  it  is  more  inconceivable 
now,  when  France  returns  after  an  in- 
terval of  only  seventeen  years. 

But,  even  though  any  objection  is 
out  of  the  question,  the  arrival  of 
France  at  the  Vatican  has  made  Italians 
think.  In  actual  fact,  during  and  since 
the  war,  numbers  of  states  have  been 
establishing  or  reestablishing  relations 
with  the  Holy  See,  without  any  par- 
ticular notice  being  taken  here.  It  re- 
quired the  striking  nature  of  the  return 
of  France  to  wake  public  opinion  up  to 
the  fact  that  Italy  is  practically  the 
only  great  European  country  unrepre- 
sented at  the  Vatican.  And  in  news- 
papers and  magazines  there  has  been  a 
flood  of  comment  on  that  fact,  ever 
since  M.  Briand  decided  to  send  M. 
Jonnart  to  the  Vatican  as  Ambassador 
of  France.  'Everyone  sees  the  diplo- 
matic advantage  of  being  represented 
at  the  Vatican;  we  are  the  only  great 
nation  out  of  it;  we  lose  thereby;  a 
remedy  should  be  found.'  On  that 
there  is  practical  unanimity,  but  the 
question  then  arises,  'How?' 

The  actual  position,  as  between  Italy 
and  the  Holy  See,  is  to-day  what  it  was 
in  1870,  after  the  Italian  troops  en- 
tered Rome,  or,  to  be  more  accurate, 
in  1871,  after  the  passing  of  the  Law 
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of  Guaranties.^  Officially,  the  protest 
of  Pius  IX  has  been  repeated  by  each 
successor  —  Leo  XIII,  Pius  X,  and  the 
present  Pope.  Benedict  XV  has  been 
as  explicit  as  his  predecessors.  In  his 
first  Encyclical,  of  November  1,  1914, 
he  said:  'Too  long  has  the  Church  been 
curtailed  of  its  necessary  freedom  of 
action,  ever  since  the  Head  of  the 
Church,  the  Supreme  Pontiff,  began  to 
lack  that  defense  of  his  freedom  which 
the  providence  of  God  had  raised  up 
during  the  course  of  centuries.  .  .  . 
While  We  pray  for  the  speedy  return 
of  peace  to  the  world.  We  also  pray 
that  an  end  be  put  to  the  abnormal 
state  in  which  the  Head  of  the  Church 
is  placed  —  a  state  which  in  many 
ways  is  an  impediment  to  the  common 
tranquillity.  Our  Predecessors  have 
protested  —  not  from  self-interest,  but 
from  a  sense  of  sacred  duty  —  against 
this  state  of  things;  those  protests  We 
renew,  and  for  the  same  reason,  to 
protect  the  rights  and  dignity  of  the 
Apostolic  See.' 

Every  thinking  man  recognizes  the 
necessity  for  the  Vatican  to  uphold 
that  official  attitude.  If  it  did  not  do 
so,  it  would  lose  its  base  —  base  of  ac- 
tion, if  there  is  anything  doing;  base  on 
which  to  continue  standing,  if  not.  But 
much  water  has  passed  under  Tiber 
bridges  since  1871.  There  is  no  need  to 
recapitulate  here  all  that  has  happened 
during  the  past  fifty  years.  From  the 
clear-cut  cliffs  on  either  side  of  the 
dividing  river,  rocks  have  been  falling 
into  the  stream  and  forming  stepping- 
stones,  while  the  flow  of  prejudice  and 
bitter  feeling  has  slackened.  Through 
pressure  of  the  World  War,  of  late  the 
line  of  stones  has  become  almost  con- 
tinuous. Has  the  moment  come  to 
cement  them  into  a  bridge?  It  would 
seem  that  there  are  many  thoughtful 
Italians  who  think  it  has;  and  on  the 

^  See  the  author's  paper  on  'The  Temporal 
Power/  in  the  Atlantic  for  June,  1919. 
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side  of  the  Holy  See,  there  have  been 
many  signs  of  good-will  —  tempered 
naturally  by  what  one  may  now  call 
caution,  in  place  of  the  strict  reserve  of 
former  days. 

One  such  sign  appeared  just  twelve 
months  ago,  in  the  Pope's  Encyclical 
Letter  on  Reconciliation  among  the 
Nations  and  the  Restoration  of  Chris- 
tian Peace,  of  which  one  passage  ran: 
*  This  concord  between  civilized  nations 
is  maintained  and  fostered  by  the  mod- 
ern custom  of  visits  and  meetings,  at 
which  the  Heads  of  States  and  Princes 
are  accustomed  to  treat  of  matters  of 
special  importance.  So  then,  consid- 
ering the  changed  circumstances  of  the 
times  and  the  dangerous  trend  of  events, 
and  in  order  to  encourage  this  concord, 
We  should  not  be  unwilling  to  relax  in 
some  measure  the  severity  of  the  con- 
ditions justly  laid  down  by  Our  Prede- 
cessors, when  the  civil  power  of  the 
Apostolic  See  was  overthrown,  against 
the  official  visits  of  the  Heads  of  Catho- 
lic States  to  Rome.' 

That  is  a  very  remarkable  concession. 
In  its  literal  form  it  is  conditional,  for 
the  Holy  See  must  envisage  the  bare 
possibility  of  a  head  of  a  Catholic  state 

—  who  may  not  himself  be  a  Catholic 

—  or  the  Parliament  of  such  a  state, 
making  some  move,  either  in  ignorance 
or  by  premeditation,  not  in  consonance 
with  the  spirit  of  the  present  times  and 
of  the  above  concession,  but  rather  in 
the  spirit  of  the  times  now  past.  The 
Holy  See  must  be  free  to  safeguard  its 
sovereign  dignity  in  view  of  untoward 
eventualities.  But  in  substance  the 
veto  against  the  visits  to  *the  Usurper' 
in  Rome  of  the  heads  of  Catholic  states 
is  lifted.  It  was  on  account  of  this  veto 
that  the  Austrian  sovereign  could  nev- 
er return  the  Italian  sovereign's  offi- 
cial visit;  and,  in  fact,  no  Catholic  head 
of  a  state  —  with  the  accidental  excep- 
tion, on  one  occasion,  of  the  Prince  of 
Monaco,  and,  of  course,  the  notorious 
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case  of  President  Loubet,  whose  visit 
was  largely  responsible  for  the  breaking 
off  of  relations  between  France  and  the 
Holy  See  —  has  been  to  Rome  since 
1870. 

But  here,  too,  the  words  of  concession 
are  followed  up  immediately  by  the 
saving  clause  of  principle:  *But  at  the 
same  time  we  formally  declare  that  this 
concession,  which  seems  counseled  or, 
rather,  demanded  by  the  grave  cir- 
cumstances in  which  to-day  society  is 
placed,  must  not  be  interpreted  as  a 
tacit  renunciation  of  its  sacrosanct 
rights  by  the  Apostolic  See,  as  if  it  ac- 
quiesced in  the  unlawful  situation  in 
which  it  is  now  placed.  Rather  do  We 
seize  this  opportunity  to  renew  for  the 
same  reasons  the  protests  which  Our 
Predecessors  have  several  times  made, 
not  in  the  least  moved  thereto  by  hu- 
man interests,  but  in  fulfillment  of  the 
sacred  duty  of  their  charge  to  defend 
the  rights  and  dignity  of  this  Apostolic 
See;  once  again  demanding,  and  with 
even  greater  insistence  now  that  peace 
is  made  among  the  nations,  that  "for 
the  Head  of  the  Church  too  an  end  may 
be  put  to  that  abnormal  condition  which 
in  so  many  ways  does  such  serious  harm 
to  tranquillity  among  the  peoples." ' 

We  have,  then,  the  attitude  of  the 
Holy  See  outlined  with  sufficient  clear- 
ness: in  principle  it  is  exactly  where  it 
was;  in  practice  it  has  shown  signs  of 
real  good-will.  But,  if  anything  is  to  be 
done,  it  awaits  a  move  from  the  other 
side.  In  that,  it  is  logical.  If  the  Holy 
See  were  to  speak  out  in  the  ordinary 
language  of  the  world  one  may  imagine 
it  expressing  itself  thus:  *You  took 
away  my  independence  when  you  took 
away  the  Temporal  Power  by  which  it 
had  been  guaranteed  for  a  thousand 
years.  Sovereign  freedom  and  inde- 
pendence I  must  have.  Your  Law  of 
Guaranties  does  not  give  it  to  me:  be- 
cause the  text  does  not  contain  it;  be- 
cause such  law  is  unilateral,  and  a 


sovereign  cannot  have  regulations  im- 
posed on  him  by  anyone  or  he  loses  his 
sovereignty;  and  because  the  law,  made 
by  one  Parliament,  could  be  revoked  at 
any  moment  by  another.  It  is  ephem- 
eral. Even  if  it  gave  independence,  it 
could  not  guarantee  it.  But  if  you  offer 
me  independence,  actual  and  apparent 
to  the  world,  and  based  on  a  guaranty 
as  effective  as  the  Temporal  Power  of 
the  old  days,  I  will  consider  the  offer, 
and,  if  satisfied,  will  ratify  the  new  ar- 
rangement in  a  bilateral  contract  as 
between  two  sovereigns.' 

Is  it  possible  for  Italy  to  make  a 
move?  The  government  of  the  day 
could  not  make  concrete  proposals  un- 
less it  had  practical  assurance  that  they 
would  be  acceptable  in  substance  to 
both  interested  parties  —  the  Holy  See 
on  the  one  side,  and  Italian  public 
opinion,  represented  by  Parliament,  on 
the  other.  The  government  should  find 
no  difficulty  in  getting  the  information 
necessary.  As  regards  the  Holy  See, 
it  is  notorious  that  there  has  always 
been  an  unofficial  channel  of  communi- 
cation between  Italy  and  the  Vatican. 
There  are  almost  daily  happenings, 
some  of  little,  some  of  great  importance, 
on  which  mutual  knowledge  and  under- 
standing is  necessary.  The  Italian  rail- 
way authorities  —  to  take  a  very  small 
matter  —  make  special  arrangements 
for  the  journeys  of  cardinals  to  and 
from  Rome;  when  several  Princes  of 
the  Church  are  traveling  at  the  same 
moment,  to  a  Conclave  for  instance, 
a  special  train  is  put  at  their  disposal. 
During  a  Conclave  the  most  elaborate 
precautions  are  taken  to  prevent  any 
inconvenience  to  single  cardinals  while 
they  are  in  Rome,  and  to  ensure  the 
entire  freedom  of  the  Sacred  College 
while  it  is  in  solemn  session  in  the  Vat- 
ican, at  the  moment  when  the  name  of 
the  new  Pope  is  announced  from  the 
balcony  of  St.  Peter's,  and  during 
the  ensuing  functions.  At  great  feasts 
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in  St.  Peter's,  the  Cardinal  Archpriest 
has  an  escort  of  Italian  carabinieri  in 
his  own  basilica,  which  technically  does 
not  belong  to  the  Holy  See. 

When  any  excitement  among  the 
people  here  is  threatened,  the  govern- 
ment keeps  the  Vatican  informed  of  the 
precautions  taken  against  disturbance 
of  public  order  in  its  neighborhood. 
There  are  a  hundred  points  on  which  ex- 
change of  information  between  the  two 
bodies  is  convenient.  During  the  war 
communications  of  a  practically  official 
nature  passed;  as,  for  instance,  during 
the  negotiations  for  exchange  of  Italian 
and  Austrian  prisoners,  a  benevolent 
initiative,  in  great  measure  due  to  and 
organized  by  the  Holy  See,  but  cut  short 
at  the  last  moment  by  the  prejudice 
of  one  Italian  minister.  In  that  case, 
communication  between  the  Foreign 
Office  and  the  Secretariat  of  State  was, 
if  not  official,  actually  direct. 

The  Italian  government  should  find 
no  difficulty  in  learning,  privately  but 
authoritatively,  the  views  of  the  Holy 
See,  if  it  has  concrete  proposals  to  sug- 
gest. On  the  other  side,  the  Chamber  of 
Deputies  is  divided  up  into  clearly  de- 
fined parties,  and  a  prime  minister  can 
estimate  to  a  nicety,  after  private  con- 
versation with  the  party  leaders,  wheth- 
er or  no  he  can  count  on  their  support 
on  any  given  question.  Every  prime 
minister,  too,  has  his  own  ways  of  bar- 
gaining for  such  support  if  he  wants  it. 
Public  opinion  is  largely  influenced  by 
the  press.  In  the  present  case  the  bulk 
of  it  would  surely  be  favorable;  and  if 
the  question  were  put  before  the  Italian 
people  in  the  obvious  way  that  presents 
itself,  after  the  very  explicit  example 
set  by  France  of  renewing  relations 
with  Rome  solely  in  the  country's 
political  interest,  the  proposal  might 
go  through  —  all  other  circumstances 
being  favorable  —  on  a  wave  of  patriot- 
ic enthusiasm,  in  addition  to  religious 
satisfaction  of  the  great  mass  of  the 


people.  The  patriotic  note  would  drown 
what  little  sectarian  clamor  might  arise. 

Recent  Italian  premiers  have  been 
well  disposed  to  the  Holy  See;  one  of 
them,  Signor  Nitti,  is  notoriously  de- 
sirous of  seeing  his  name  go  down  in 
history  as  the  statesman  who  settled  the 
Roman  Question;  and  as  he  is  equally 
notoriously  anxious  to  return  to  the 
place  now  occupied  by  Signor  Bonomi, 
it  is  quite  possible  that  the  latter  might 
have  no  objection  to  doing  the  thing 
himself,  while  he  has  the  opportunity. 

Ill 

As  to  the  lines  on  which  agreement 
could  be  reached,  presuming,  as  is  prob- 
able, that  preliminary  soundings  show 
the  possibility  of  approach,  we  have, 
speaking  generally,  a  new  willingness 
to  consider  the  question  on  the  part  of 
Italy,  and  undoubted  signs  of  good- will 
on  the  part  of  the  Holy  See.  From  that 
it  is  not  a  difficult  advance  to  reach,  on 
the  part  of  Italy,  the  recognition  that 
the  existing  Law  of  Guaranties  does  not 
give  and  guarantee  fully  and  patently 
the  necessary  liberty  and  independence 
of  the  Pope;  and,  on  the  part  of  the 
Holy  See,  an  attitude  of  relaxation  of 
severity,  in  consideration  of  the  changed 
spirit  of  the  times,  to  which  the  Pope 
himself  has  so  often  alluded,  and  which, 
while  it  may  go  some  way  to  meet 
Italian  susceptibilities,  may  be  suffi- 
ciently explicit  and  far-reaching  to  sat- 
isfy such  claims  of  the  Holy  See  as  are 
fundamentally  and  absolutely  vital  be- 
cause founded  on  the  divinely  given 
constitution  of  the  Church. 

Would  it  be  possible  to  draw  up  an 
agreement,  presumably  in  the  form  of  a 
Concordat,  —  a  bilateral  understand- 
ing, that  is,  between  two  sovereign 
powers,  —  by  which  Italy  would  get 
the  political  advantage  of  direct  diplo- 
matic representation  and  communica- 
tion, which  is  so  evidently  desired  and 
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is  now  gained  by  France  and  other  na- 
tions; and  to  embody  also  in  that  agree- 
ment clauses  which  should  subjectively 
recognize  the  full  sovereignty  of  the 
Pope  and  objectively  provide  a  guaran- 
ty of  it  which  he  could  accept  as  satis- 
factory? Sovereignty,  it  is  recognized, 
must  rest  on  territory :  whether  as  much 
as  would  go  in  a  teacup,  —  theoretically 
sufficient,  practically  absurd,  —  or  the 
old  States  of  the  Church,  or  the  City  of 
Rome  —  practically  out  of  date. 

Largely  theory  must  govern  consid- 
eration; to  any  and  every  solution  prac- 
tical objections  can  be  found.  Granting 
that  consideration  of  political  interest 
impels  Italy  to  move;  and  granting, 
as  is  practically  assured,  benevolent 
consideration  by  the  Holy  See,  what 
guaranty  of  his  sovereign  liberty  and 
independence  will  the  Pope  consider 
satisfactory?  That  is  the  point  on 
which  no  one  can  prophesy.  What  is 
quite  certain  is,  that  there  is  no  moral 
obligation  on  him  to  claim  the  old 
guaranty,  the  old  Temporal  Power  as 
it  used  to  exist;  but  he  must  claim 
something,  and  something  satisfactory, 
in  its  place. 

Before  leaving  the  subject  a  passing 
note  must  be  made  of  that  very  remark- 
able phenomenon  of  the  times,  the  rush 
of  civil  governments  to  Rome.  Before 
the  war  the  Holy  See  had  diplomatic 
relations  with  a  dozen  states;  now  it  has 
such  relations,  either  sending  a  repre- 
sentative or  receiving  one,  or,  in  the 
large  majority  of  cases,  both  sending  and 
receiving,  with  twenty-five.  Quality, 
too,  has  increased,  as  well  as  quantity. 
Before  the  war  Rome  sent  to  foreign 
powers  only  five  nuncios,  including 
those  of  the  second  class,  and  two  in- 
ternuncios; it  received  only  two  ambas- 
sadors and  twelve  ministers,  of  foreign 
states.  Now  it  sends  out  nineteen  nun- 
cios and  five  internuncios,  receiving 
eight  ambassadors  and  seventeen  min- 
isters.   Governments  which  had  no 


relations  have  established  them.  Gov- 
ernments which  had  broken  off  rela- 
tions have  restored  them.  Govern- 
ments which  had  second-class  relations 
have  raised  them  to  first  class. 

In  the  first  category  the  British  Em- 
pire is  noticeable.  It  sent  a  minister  on 
special  mission  at  Christmas,  1914,  for 
the  announced  purpose  that  its  policy, 
reasons,  aims,  intentions,  and  conduct 
in  the  war  might  be  rightly  understood 
at  the  Holy  See.  Now  that  war  is  over, 
it  has  converted  its  special  mission  into 
a  permanent  legation,  by  reason  of  the 
proved  value  of  representation  there. 
Holland,  in  the  spring  of  1915,  carried 
through  Parliament  the  proposal  to 
send  a  representative  to  the  Holy  See, 
on  the  ground  that  it  was  the  country's 
special  and  vital  interest  that  peace 
should  be  brought  about  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, and  that  it  was  to  Holland's  in- 
terest to  cooperate  with  the  Vatican. 
Now  that  peace  has  come,  Holland  has 
made  its  relations  permanent,  receiving 
a  separate  internuncio  instead  of  a  sub- 
ordinate share  in  the  Nuncio  at  Brus- 
sels. In  this  category,  too,  come  all  the 
states — Poland,  Czechoslovakia,  Yugo- 
slavia, and  the  rest  —  that  have  risen 
from  the  war.  In  the  second  category, 
France  is  the  outstanding  figure.  The 
third  is  very  numerous:  the  German 
Embassy  replacing  the  Prussian  Lega- 
tion; Belgium,  Chile,  Brazil,  Peru  rais- 
ing their  legations  to  the  full  rank  of 
embassies. 

And  it  is  remarkable  how  this  phe- 
nomenon has  come  about  without  objec- 
tive effort  on  the  part  of  the  Holy  See : 
the  civil  governments  have  approached 
Rome,  not  Rome  the  civil  governments, 
though,  of  course,  she  has  extended  to 
them  the  most  cordial  welcome.  If, 
indeed,  one  regards  the  simple  objec- 
tive historical  facts,  appearing  on  the 
surface,  affecting  the  Holy  See  in  rela- 
tion to  the  war,  the  phenomenon  seems 
more  remarkable  still.    The  Papacy 
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proclaimed  its  neutrality  and  impar- 
tiality; the  Pope  announced  his  policy 
of  doing  everything  possible:  first,  to 
relieve  suffering;  second,  to  bring  about 
peace.  On  the  first  count  his  success 
was  amazing,  showing  to  the  world  in  a 
really  remarkable  manner  the  unique 
character  and  power  of  the  institution 
of  the  Papacy.  On  the  second  count  he 
seems,  to  all  outward  appearances,  to 
have  failed  completely.  A  clause  in  the 
secret  agreement  of  April,  1915,  by  which 
Italy  entered  the  war,  —  a  clause 
which  was,  under  the  resulting  cir- 
cumstances, valueless, — prohibited  him 
from  having  anything  to  do  with  the 
Peace  Conference  whenever  and  how- 
ever that  might  come  about.  It  was 
valueless  because  the  Holy  See  always 
envisaged  peace  by  agreement,  and 
would  never  have  taken  part  in  a  peace 
imposed  by  conquerors  on  conquered; 
whereas  the  Allies  always  held  that  there 
could  be  no  just  and  lasting  peace  — 
such  as  the  Holy  See  itself  desired 
—  unless  founded  on  the  defeat  of  the 
party  responsible  for  the  war  and  the 
consequent  recognition  by  Germany 
that  war  does  not  pay. 

That  was  always  the  fundamental 
difference  between  the  Pope  and  the 
Allies  in  their  outlook  on  peace.  Presi- 
dent Wilson's  reply  to  the  Papal  Peace 
Note  of  August,  1917,  with  which  the 
Allies  associated  themselves,  brought 
that  point  out  clearly.  Strive  as  he 
would  for  peace,  the  Pope  seemed  to 
have  no  success  at  all.  Yet  we  now 
have  the  striking  procession  of  the  na- 
tions of  the  world  toward  the  Vatican, 
which,  on  the  face  of  things,  seems  to 
have  failed  utterly  to  do  what  it  set  it- 
self to  do.  There  is  the  contradiction; 
but  there  is  the  actual,  evident  fact, 
from  which  there  is  no  getting  away,  of 
the  position  of  increased  prestige  and 
power  occupied  by  the  Holy  See  to-day. 

It  is  certainly  one  of  the  great  his- 
torical phenomena  to  be  noted  among 


the  results  of  the  great  war.  But  to 
prophesy  as  to  future  historico-political 
possibilities  arising  from  it  would  be 
premature,  particularly  in  view  of  the 
very  sudden  way  in  which  it  has  come 
about.  There  is  a  point,  however, 
which  rivets  the  attention.  No  one,  in 
considering  to-day's  phenomenon,  can 
help  thinking  of  old  times,  when  the 
Pope  had  relations  and  agreements  with 
all  the  powers  of  the  world  —  the 
historico-political  world  that  counted 
then:  Europe.  Such  relations  were  be- 
tween temporal  sovereigns  of  states 
and  the  Pope  —  who  also  was  tem- 
poral sovereign  of  a  state,  but  at  the 
same  time  supreme  spiritual  sovereign 
of  the  Catholic  princes  with  whom  he 
had  relations. 

There  is  a  varied  history  of  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  those  relations.  But,  as  the 
Pope  has  said  more  than  once  lately, 
times  have  changed.  If  we  run  down 
the  list  to-day  we  find  His  Most  Catho- 
lic Majesty  of  Spain  the  only  remain- 
ing sovereign  of  the  class  of  the  olden 
days;  we  find  states  which  may  be  call- 
ed, in  regard  to  their  peoples.  Catholic: 
Poland,  Belgium,  Bavaria,  even  France, 
and  others;  but  Rome's  diplomatic  re- 
lations with  the  world  to-day  are  not 
with  Catholic  princes,  but  with  *  demo- 
cratic' states,  represented  by  parlia- 
ments and  prime  ministers.  It  has  been 
said  in  disparagement  of  limited  com- 
panies that  they  have  *no  souls  to  be 
saved  or  bodies  to  be  kicked.'  In  the  old 
days  of  Catholic  princes  and  of  the 
Temporal  Power,  both  these  conditions 
stood.  Such  entities  to-day  have  the 
first  half  of  the  phrase  only  in  the  meas- 
ure of  righteousness  of  feeling  expressed 
in  the  policy  of  the  nation  influencing 
the  Government;  and  the  second  half 
stands  only  in  the  lessened  and  entirely 
changed  measure  of  adjustment  of  dip- 
lomatic differences.  In  truth,  to-day, 
Rome's  aspect  in  its  relations  with  the 
world  flocking  to  it  must  be  very  difi*er- 
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ent  from  that  of  olden  days.  How  it 
will  align  itself  will  be  matter  for  in- 
teresting study  by  future  students  of 
history. 

And  it  is  for  the  future  students  of 
history,  not  for  a  passing  note-maker 
of  the  time,  to  comment  on  another 
striking  phenomenon.  There  is  one 
great  country  to  which  the  Pope's  eyes 
turned  specially  in  every  crisis  of  the 
war;  which,  up  to  the  very  last  minute, 
he  believed  never  would  come  in;  to 
which  his  eyes  turned  all  the  same  after 
it  had  done  so;  to  which  the  eyes  of  the 


Vatican  are  still  turned,  the  more  so  in 
view  of  its  evidently  increased  prestige 
and  objective  and  subjective  import- 
ance —  and  that  is  the  one  country 
which  is  not  joining  in  the  rush  to  Rome. 
The  United  States  receives  a  purely 
religious  representative  of  the  Pope  in 
the  person  of  an  Apostolic  Delegate, 
but  it  has  no  diplomatic  relations  with 
the  Holy  See.  That,  too,  is  a  policy 
as  to  which  future  students  of  history, 
at  the  Vatican  and  in  America,  will  have 
opportunity  for  noting  results  and 
forming  judgment. 
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BY  A.  SHADWELL 


The  editor  of  the  Atlantic  has  re- 
quested me  to  explain  the  labor  sit- 
uation in  Great  Britain  to  American 
readers,  and  has  propounded  several 
questions,  which  I  will  try  to  answer  in 
the  course  of  this  essay.  He  asks  for  an 
interpretation,  rather  than  a  resume,  of 
the  facts,  and  I  will  therefore  assume 
that  the  reader  has  a  certain  knowledge 
of  outstanding  events.  My  task  is,  as 
I  understand  it,  to  explain  the  broad 
meaning  of  what  is  going  on  in  Eng- 
land without  entering  into  too  much 
detail.  This,  of  course,  involves  mat- 
ters of  opinion,  and  a  preliminary  word 
on  my  own  standpoint  is  due.  I  write 
as  a  detached  observer,  who  has  for 
many  years  studied  social  conditions 
and  industrial  movements  from  the  life 
in  many  countries,  without  any  parti- 
san predilections  of  any  kind,  poh'iical, 
financial,  or  theoretical;  with  friends 
and  acquaintances  in  every  camp,  from 


the  Duke  of  Northumberland  to  John 
Maclean,  and  with  no  interest  to  serve 
but  the  truth.  If  I  am  wrong,  it  is  due 
to  lack  of  judgment,  not  to  bias,  or  to 
want  of  study. 

I 

Let  me  begin  with  the  summary 
statement  that  so  far  we  have  passed 
through  inevitable  troubles  and  trials 
better  than  we  had  any  sound  reason  to 
expect.  We  are  by  no  means  through 
with  them  yet;  but  as  each  successive 
corner  is  turned,  the  prospect  improves. 

This  view  may  cause  some  surprise 
and  be  set  down  as  *  optimistic ' ;  but  op- 
timism has  nothing  to  do  with  it,  as  I 
shall  show.  It  is  based  on  a  reasoned 
anticipation,  formed  during  the  war 
from  past  and  current  conditions,  of  the 
industrial  situation  likely  to  arise  after 
it,  and  on  a  broad  survey  of  the  actual 
course  of  events  since  the  Armistice. 
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True,  it  runs  counter  to  popular  opin- 
ion; but  popular  opinion  was,  and  is, 
ill  informed  in  two  ways.  The  public 
was  first  led  into  false  anticipations, 
and  then  disillusion  was  unduly  height- 
ened by  a  one-sided  view  of  the  actual 
facts. 

The  war  was  generally  expected  to 
lead  straight  into  a  sort  of  Utopia,  in 
which  the  lion  would  lie  down  with  the 
lamb  and  the  prophecy  contained  in  the 
eleventh  chapter  of  Isaiah  would  be  at 
least  on  the  way  to  fulfillment.  There 
was  no  substance  in  this  sanguine  vi- 
sion; it  was  simply  a  nebulous  hope, 
born  of  war-excitement  and  fed  by 
platform  phrases,  such  as  *  a  land  fit  for 
heroes  to  live  in '  and  the  blessed  word 
*  reconstruction.' 

I  can  remember  no  such  prolific  be- 
getter of  nonsense  as  this  idea  of  recon- 
struction. All  the  socialists,  visionaries, 
and  reformers  saw  in  it  their  oppor- 
tunity, and  interpreted  it  in  their  own 
way;  politicians  hung  their  promises  on 
it,  and  simple  folk  rose  to  it  like  trout 
to  a  fly  in  May.  It  proved  an  irresisti- 
ble lure  and  was  in  everyone's  mouth. 
It  created  a  fool's  paradise,  in  which 
every  wish  was  to  be  gratified.  Under 
its  influence  grandiose  schemes  were 
hatched  and  ail  sense  of  proportion 
was  lost.  The  alluring  prospect  took  a 
thousand  forms,  but  the  general  idea 
was  that  everyone  was  going  to  have  a 
much  better  time  after  the  war  than 
ever  before.  In  particular,  industrial 
conditions  were  to  be  improved  out  of 
recognition;  the  standard  of  living  was 
to  be  raised;  men  were  to  work  less  and 
earn  more;  strife  between  employers 
and  employed  was  to  be  banished; 
peace  and  prosperity  were  to  reign; 
and  all  this  immediately.  The  illusion 
was  too  popular  to  be  resisted;  protest 
was  useless. 

The  currency  obtained  by  these  no- 
tions is  shown  by  the  frequent  refer- 
ences in  recent  disputes  to  the  falsifica- 


tion of  promises  and  expectations.  But 
good  judges  were  not  taken  in  by  the 
rosy  visions  of  reconstruction.  More 
than  five  years  ago  —  ten  months  be- 
fore the  first  Russian  revolution  and 
eighteen  months  before  the  arrival  of 
Bolshevism  —  I  predicted,  in  the  Nine- 
teenth Century  and  After,  great  trouble 
after  the  war.  I  said  that  it  would  be  a 
severer  trial  than  the  war  itself;  that 
the  prospect  was  full  of  menace;  and 
that  everyone  in  a  position  to  judge, 
with  whom  I  had  discussed  the  ques- 
tion, was  of  the  same  opinion.  This 
reading  was  based  on  solid  facts,  which 
I  elaborated  a  year  later  in  the  same  re- 
view. I  gave  reasons  for  anticipating 
'revolutionary  changes,  not  efi'ected 
without  much  tribulation  and  a  period 
of  adversity.' 

I  recall  this,  not  to  vaunt  my  pre- 
science, which  was  shared  by  everyone 
who  knew  the  real  conditions  and  was 
not  blinded  by  illusions,  but  to  show 
that  there  is  nothing  obscure  or  mys- 
terious about  the  present  situation.  It 
is  due  to  forces  recognized  and  under- 
stood years  ago .  Those  forces  have  since 
been  stimulated  by  events  at  home  and 
abroad.  Bolshevism;  high  prices;  the 
spectacle  of  war-fortunes  attributed  to 
profiteering  and  held  to  be  the  cause 
of  high  prices;  successive  increases  of 
wages  extracted  by  demonstrations  of 
force;  the  rapid  growth  of  trade-union- 
ism; artificial  prosperity  created  by 
inflation  of  currency;  war-time  restric- 
tions, especially  of  drink;  revolution- 
ary propaganda  —  all  these  have  had 
their  effect,  and  superficial  observers 
have  freely  attributed  the  present  sit- 
uation to  the  influence  of  one  or  another 
of  them. 

That  is  a  mistake.  The  trouble  is 
more  deeply  rooted  in  the  past  and  can- 
not be  rightly  understood  without  a 
knowledge  of  the  historical  evolution  of 
labor  movements,  which  can  be  indi- 
cated here  only  in  brief  outline. 
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II 

During  the  nineteenth  century  the 
growth  of  industriaUsm  was  accom- 
panied by  the  periodical  appearance  of 
an  active  ferment  among  the  wage- 
earners,  at  regular  intervals  of  about 
twenty  years.  The  outstanding  dates, 
marking  the  rise  of  active  movement, 
are  1831,  1851,  1871,  1889,  and  1911. 
It  will  be  observed  that  but  for  1889, 
which  a  little  antedated  the  lapse  of 
twenty  years,  the  succession  has  been 
remarkably  symmetrical.  To  enumer- 
ate the  signs  of  this  ferment  at  each  ap- 
pearance would  occupy  too  much  space. 
I  can  say  only  that  it  took  both  politi- 
cal and  industrial  forms,  sometimes  one 
and  sometimes  the  other  predominat- 
ing, with  a  sort  of  oscillating  move- 
ment. It  issued  broadly  in  legislation 
and  in  the  advance  of  trade-unionism 
in  numbers,  organization,  legal  status, 
and  privileges.  There  were  collateral 
and  associated  movements,  both  prac- 
tical and  theoretical;  but  I  am  concen- 
trating attention  on  the  points  of  great- 
est activity. 

What  is  the  explanation  of  this  peri- 
odicity? The  state  of  trade  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  it.  Each  successive 
time  of  ferment  was  associated  with  an 
upward  movement  of  trade,  following 
a  depression;  but  this  alone  will  not  ac- 
count for  the  phenomenon.  For  in  each 
period  of  twenty  years  there  have  been 
intermediate  terms  of  rising  trade,  dur- 
ing which  no  corresponding  advance 
in  the  labor  movement  has  occurred. 
In  some  of  them  a  certain  amount  of 
response  was  perceptible;  but  it  was 
very  small  compared  with  the  activity 
of  the  fermentative  years  enumerated. 
These  were  followed  in  each  case  by  a 
period  of  apparent  exhaustion,  during 
which  strength  was  gathered  for  a 
fresh  advance. 

The  chief  explanation  of  this,  in  my 
opinion,  is  to  be  found  in  the  natural 


procession  of  the  generations,  by  which 
the  old  gradually  give  place  to  the 
young.  The  latter  know  nothing  of  the 
struggles  and  exhaustion  of  the  past; 
they  are  fresh,  full  of  energy  and  fight. 
More  than  that,  their  standpoint  is 
different,  their  outlook  wider,  their 
aspirations  higher  —  or,  if  not  high- 
er, more  purposeful,  because  nearer  to 
practical  attainment.  They  start  where 
the  previous  generation  left  off.  This 
development  has  been  particularly 
noticeable  in  recent  years.  It  is  the  re- 
sult of  the  many  educative  influences 
that  have  been  brought  to  bear,  and  of 
the  whole  process  of  social  change  that 
has  permeated  the  population. 

The  notion  that  class-diff*erences 
have  widened  is  quite  erroneous.  In 
Great  Britain,  whatever  may  be  the 
case  in  other  countries,  there  has  been  a 
great  and  multiform  approximation  of 
classes.  I  have  witnessed  it  going  on  all 
my  life  and  at  an  increasing  pace.  Those 
who  do  not  know  it  are  either  bad  ob- 
servers or  too  young  to  be  able  to  com- 
pare the  present  with  the  past.  The 
contemplation  of  figures  showing  the 
extremes  of  nominal  wealth  and  pov- 
erty is  misleading.  It  hides  the  approxi- 
mation in  real  conditions.  To  take  the 
most  visible  thing,  no  one  even  thinks 
of  building  either  the  palaces  or  the 
hovels  that  once  regularly  represented 
the  extremes.  The  hovels  are  abolished, 
the  palaces  are  being  abandoned,  the 
extremes  have  come  much  nearer  to- 
gether, and  the  same  process  is  going 
on  in  all  the  things  that  matter.  There 
has  been  a  great  diffusion  of  real  wealth 
in  comforts  and  conveniences,  a  great 
diffusion  of  knowledge  and  the  means 
of  self-improvement,  a  great  diffusion 
of  political  power  and  administrative 
functions.  Men  of  all  classes  meet  on 
level  terms  in  the  council  chamber  and 
on  the  magisterial  bench;  all  classes 
mingle  on  the  railway  platform,  where 
millionaires  not  infrequently  betake 


THE  LABOR  SITUATION  IN  GREAT  BRITAIN 


409 


themselves  to  a  third-class,  labor  leaders 
to  a  first-class,  compartment. 

Everyday  life  teems  with  such  visible 
signs  of  the  tendency  toward  the  oblit- 
eration of  former  distinctions;  anyone 
who  looks  can  see  it.  Indeed,  it  is  so 
obvious  that  those  who  maintain  the 
obsolete  theory  of  a  widening  gulf  have 
to  close  their  eyes  to  avoid  seeing 
patent  facts. 

But  the  appetite  grows  with  what  it 
feeds  on.  Each  rise  in  the  standard  of 
living  and  social  status  becomes  a 
starting-point  for  a  further  advance, 
which  is  actively  entered  upon  when  a 
new  generation,  with  fresh  aspirations, 
has  gained  sufficient  strength,  by  the 
cumulative  effect  of  growing  up  while 
the  old  dies  off,  to  make  the  essay. 
This  is,  I  believe,  the  chief  explanation 
of  the  periodical  ferment. 

The  last  manifestation  began  in  1911, 
and  several  circumstances  combined  to 
give  it  a  special  character.  Trade  was 
rapidly  improving,  and  wage-earners, 
more  strongly  organized  than  ever  be- 
fore, and  more  conscious  of  strength, 
had  an  unanswerable  case  for  a  larger 
share  in  the  rising  prosperity;  for  prices 
had  been  going  up,  while  wages  were 
stationary.  By  the  formation  of  the 
political  Labor  Party,  ten  years  before, 
the  Socialist  element  had  joined  hands 
with  some  of  the  large  trade-unions 
and  had  exercised  increasing  influence 
in  the  joint  councils  of  the  party.  The 
remarkable  successes  of  labor  candi- 
dates in  the  general  election  of  1906, 
consolidated  in  those  of  1910,  had  given 
a  great  stimulus  to  the  movement  on 
the  political  side  and  inspired  it  with 
confidence. 

But  still  more  conducive  to  a  state 
of  active  ferment  was  the  spread  of  or- 
ganized revolutionary  propaganda,  and 
the  introduction  of  new  ideas,  about 
this  time  or  shortly  before,  —  industrial 
unionism,  syndicalism,  and  a  little 
later,  guild-socialism,  —  which  differed 


from  the  old  by  making  trade-unionism 
the  source,  and  not  merely  the  instru- 
ment, of  revolution. 

These  ideas  made  little  visible  im- 
pression at  the  time,  and  were  ridiculed 
by  the  advocates  of  State  Socialism,  to 
whom  they  were  obnoxious;  but  they 
struck  root  and  began  to  grow,  chiefly 
in  Scotland  and  South  Wales.  They 
were  a  leaven,  and  their  influence  is 
seen  in  the  marked  prominence  of  those 
areas  in  the  turmoil  during  and  since 
the  war.  In  1911,  however,  the  move- 
ment was  still  confined  to  the  old  trade- 
union  line  of  demanding  advances  of 
wages  and  allied  changes,  and  enforcing 
their  concession  by  strikes.  Employers, 
blind  to  the  new  strength  and  vigor  of 
the  unions,  adopted  the  fatal  policy  of 
refusing  legitimate  demands,  which 
they  could  well  afford  to  concede,  until 
a  strike  took  place,  and  then  promptly 
giving  way.  The  result  was  a  series  of 
strikes,  unprecedented  in  number  and 
magnitude,  and  for  the  most  part  suc- 
cessful, which  had  the  effect  of  still 
further  increasing  the  strength  and 
self-confidence  of  the  unions,  enhancing 
the  prestige  of  an  active  policy,  and 
embittering  the  relations  of  employers 
and  employer. 

There  is  always  a  see-saw  going  on 
between  industrial  and  political  action, 
each  having  the  ascendancy  in  turn. 
In  the  years  preceding  1911,  political 
action  was  in  the  ascendant,  but  it  had 
apparently  exhausted  its  potency,  and 
a  reaction  had  set  in,  which  prepared  the 
way  for  another  turn  with  the  industrial 
weapon.  The  striking  success  of  the 
latter  in  1911-12  led,  as  usual,  to  over- 
use and  reaction.  Strikes  were  still 
very  numerous  in  1913,  —  indeed,  they 
were  more  numerous,  —  but  they  were 
on  a  smaller  scale  and  did  not  last  so 
long. 

Then,  in  1914,  the  character  of  the 
conflict  began  to  change.  There  were 
indications  of  declining  trade,  many 
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employers  were  awaiting  an  opportun- 
ity to  retaliate  for  the  squeezing  they 
had  undergone,  and  what  would  have 
followed  in  the  ordinary  course  was  a 
period  of  renewed  strife  on  the  opposite 
line  of  employers'  demands  and  work- 
mens'  resistance. 

This  is  the  background  to  the  present 
situation.  The  prospect  immediately 
preceding  the  war  was  one  of  declining 
trade  and  industrial  conflict,  waged 
with  stronger  forces  and  more  embit- 
tered feelings  than  before.  At  the  same 
time,  it  is  to  be  noted  that  the  period  of 
prosperity-strife  had  produced  other 
and  contrary  effects.  It  had  led  to  a 
better  appreciation  of  the  principle  of 
conciliation  and  to  the  development  of 
conciliation  machinery.  In  some  quar- 
ters the  relations  between  employers 
and  employed  had  improved,  and  this 
element  must  not  be  overlooked;  for  it, 
too,  plays  no  small  part  in  the  present 
situation.  Still,  the  outstanding  fea- 
tures of  the  industrial  position  before 
the  war  were  a  spirit  of  acute  antago- 
nism and  the  prospect  of  a  determined 
conflict,  in  which  the  trade-unions 
would  probably  have  had  the  worst  of 
the  encounter,  with  the  result  of  re- 
action against  the  industrial  weapon  and 
recourse  once  more  to  the  political. 

ni 

Now  the  broad  effect  of  the  war  has 
been  to  reproduce  all  these  conditions 
on  a  higher  scale,  or  in  a  more  acute 
form,  together  with  the  complications 
introduced  by  government  control,  the 
break-up  of  international  economy,  the 
general  impoverishment,  and  other  ag- 
gravating circumstances.  The  economic 
process  just  outlined  was  short-cir- 
cuited, so  to  speak;  and  a  state  of  pros- 
perity was  restored  by  the  war-demands 
on  industry.  It  was  artificial,  of  course, 
paid  for  by  realizing  capital  assets  and 
mortgaging  the  future;  and  it  was  con- 


ditioned by  war-psychology.  But  the 
usual  influence  of  prosperity  on  the 
labor  market  was  rather  heightened 
than  modified  by  the  special  circum- 
stances, as  the  country  settled  down  to 
the  business  of  carrying  on  war  with  all 
its  strength.  The  demand  for  labor  re- 
vived, unemployment  diminished,  wages 
rose,  and  strikes  reappeared  after  some 
months  of  abeyance. 

This  movement  went  on  at  an  in- 
creasing pace  during  the  early  part  of 
1915;  but  it  was  not  until  July  of  that 
year  that  organized  labor  began  to  real- 
ize the  immense  strength  conferred  on 
it  by  the  emergency  of  war  in  indis- 
pensable industries. 

The  occasion  was  a  dispute  in  the 
South  Wales  coal-mining  district,  where 
feeling  between  employers  and  em- 
ployed was  already  much  strained,  and 
revolutionary  theories  had  for  some 
years  been  actively  propagated  among 
miners,  chiefly  by  the  agency  of  the 
Labor  College.  Originally  they  were  in 
the  right.  The  standing  agreement  was 
about  to  lapse,  and  they  asked  for  a 
new  one,  with  certain  advances.  The 
owners  boggled  and  put  them  off,  until 
the  general  mass  of  the  miners,  con- 
vinced that  they  were  being  tricked, 
became  exasperated  and  ripe  for  revolt, 
regardless  of  the  war. 

And  here  I  may  say  that  British 
workmen  never  did  believe  that  the 
Germans  had  any  chance  whatever  of 
winning,  until  their  complacency  was 
somewhat  shaken  by  the  advance  in 
the  spring  of  1918.  This  accounts  for 
their  apparent  indifference  to  the  effect 
of  strikes  upon  the  war:  it  was  not  due 
to  lack  of  patriotism,  but  to  compla- 
cency. I  found  it  out  by  going  among 
them  in  many  districts,  including 
South  Wales.  A  young  miner  there, 
whom  I  knew  personally,  told  me  that 
they  would  have  stopped  out  for  six 
months  rather  than  submit  to  injustice. 

*But  what  about  the  war,  then?* 
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*0h,  if  I  was  n't  at  work,  I  should 
join  the  army  and  fight.' 

They  never  thought  that  there  was 
any  real  danger  of  defeat,  and  conse- 
quently were  ready  to  accept  the  argu- 
ments pressed  on  them  by  revolution- 
aries, pacifists,  and  pro-Germans,  that 
every  compulsory  war-measure  was 
really  unnecessary,  and  that  the  war 
was  merely  an  excuse  for  the  subjection 
of  Labor  by  'Capitalism.'  This  belief 
was  fostered  by  the  ultra-patriotic, 
bombastic  prophets,  who  told  them 
week  by  week  that  the  Germans  were 
practically  beaten  and  that  wonderful 
events  would  shortly  happen.  They 
readily  believed  this  nonsense  because 
it  was  just  what  they  wanted  to  hear; 
and  it  played  into  the  hands  of  those 
engaged  in  promoting  trouble  for  their 
own  ends. 

In  this  mood  the  Welsh  miners  suc- 
cessfully defied  the  government  and  the 
law,  and  their  success  opened  the  door 
to  all  the  trouble  that  followed.  The 
trade-unions  learned  that  they  would 
get  nothing  unless  they  asserted  them- 
selves boldly,  but  that,  if  they  did,  they 
were  irresistible  and  could  coerce  the 
government.  Gradually  the  lesson  sank 
in  by  repeated  experience  in  the  three 
great  indispensable  industries  —  coal, 
railways,  and  engineering.  Employers 
fell  into  the  background  through  gov- 
ernment control,  and  the  hostility  of 
labor  was  transferred  from  them  to  the 
government,  which  inspired  distrust 
and  lost  authority  by  conceding  to 
force  what  it  refused  to  argument. 

This  policy  discredited  the  moderate 
trade-union  leaders  who  were  unwill- 
ing to  go  to  extremes  from  patriotic 
motives,  and  at  the  same  time  exalted 
the  temper  of  the  militant  wing.  The 
trade-unions  waxed  mightily  in  strength 
and  self-confidence;  unemployment  fell 
to  zero,  while  wages  rose  continually. 
It  has  very  often  been  asserted  that  the 
rise  of  wages  only  followed,  without 


overtaking,  the  rise  in  the  cost  of  living. 
That  is  doubtful,  but,  even  if  it  is  sta- 
tistically correct,  it  does  not  apply  to 
earnings,  which  increased  far  more 
through  overtime;  and  it  takes  no  ac- 
count of  family  incomes,  which  swelled 
out  of  all  proportion  through  the  an- 
limited  demand  for  boys  and  girls  ?t 
very  high  wages. 

The  effect  of  all  this  was  a  general 
state  of  prosperity  never  dreamed  of 
before.  I  witnessed  it  myself  repeatedly 
in  all  the  large  centres;  and  the  unani- 
mous testimony  of  health-visitors,  dis- 
trict nurses,  midwives,  and  other  per- 
sons whose  duties  take  them  constantly 
into  the  poorest  homes,  confirmed  this 
impression  with  a  cumulative  mass  of 
detailed  evidence,  to  which  the  decline 
of  pauperism  gave  statistical  support. 
The  standard  of  living  was  visibly  and 
generally  raised  to  an  artificial  height, 
which  made  reversal  proportionately 
difficult  when  the  economics  of  war, 
carried  on  by  an  inflated  currency  and 
State  loans,  came  to  an  end.  The  people 
were  the  less  prepared  for  reversal  be- 
cause they  were  given  very  freely  to 
understand  that  the  conditions  of  life 
were  to  be  changed  all  round  for  the 
better  after  the  war.  The  nonsense 
about  'reconstruction,'  *a  land  fit  for 
heroes  to  live  in,'  and  similar  visionary 
promises  was  taken  seriously. 

Prosperity  did  not  produce  content- 
ment, because  popular  indignation  was 
continually  aroused  by  the  denuncia- 
tion of  *  profiteering,'  which  was  held 
up  to  the  ignorant  by  the  ignorant  as 
the  sole  cause  of  high  prices.  This  put 
a  powerful  weapon  in  the  hands  of  so- 
cial-revolutionary agitators,  who  made 
the  most  of  it.  The  same  tendency 
was  promoted  within  the  trade-unions 
by  the  success  of  militant  tactics,  while 
the  self-importance  of  labor  leaders 
was  fostered  by  incessant  appeals,  con- 
sultations, flattery,  off'ers  of  minis- 
terial jobs,  and  other  marks  of  distinc- 
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tion.  The  theory  that  Labor  produces 
everything  and  ought  to  have  every- 
thing seemed  to  be  convincingly  dem- 
onstrated. 

The  ferment  was  further  increased 
by  the  new  theories  superimposed  on 
the  old  ones,  and  actively  spread  by 
young  intellectuals,  drawn  both  from 
the  trade-unions,  through  the  Labor 
College,  and  from  the  old  universities. 
Both  have  exercised  a  marked  influence : 
the  former  by  educating  young  work- 
men in  revolutionary  theory  and  tac- 
tics, the  latter  by  taking  up  the  man- 
tle of  Fabianism,  permeating  the  Labor 
movement  with  new  ideas,  supplying  it 
with  arguments,  and  guiding  its  action. 

It  is  not  surprising  that  in  the  excited 
state  of  mind  caused  by  the  topsy-tur- 
vydom  of  war,  the  feeling  that  society 
was  ripe  for  a  radical  transformation 
was  already  gaining  ground  in  1917, 
when  the  Russian  Revolution  occurred, 
and  seemed  to  realize  in  a  concrete  form 
the  half-conscious  aspirations  formed 
out  of  the  elements  I  have  indicated. 
A  miscellaneous  gathering  of  excited 
persons  was  hastily  arranged  in  the 
name  of  Labor,  and  it  was  resolved  to 
establish  Soviets  in  Great  Britain. 
Nothing  came  of  it,  but  this  incident  is 
significant  of  the  state  of  mind  then 
prevailing.  Things  had  got  out  of  focus. 
A  good  many  labor  men  had  lost  their 
heads,  and  others,  who  never  had  heads 
to  lose,  thought  their  time  had  come. 

The  Bolshevist  Revolution  followed 
and  increased  the  confusion;  it  sobered 
some,  but  deepened  the  intoxication  of 
others.  The  general  stir  going  on  in 
1917  was  further  marked  by  the  in- 
crease of  strikes,  journalistically  labeled 
*  labor  unrest,'  by  the  rise  of  the  Syn- 
dicalist shop-steward  movement,  and 
by  an  ambitious  reconstruction  of  the 
Labor  Party  which  was  widened  to  in- 
clude individual  members,  with  special 
facilities  for  the  admission  of  women. 
The  intellectual  element  was  formally 


recognized  by  the  phrase  'producers 
by  hand  or  by  brain,'  whom  the  party 
claimed  to  represent  'without  distinc- 
tion of  class  or  occupation.* 

IV 

My  excuse  for  recounting  all  this 
ancient  history  is  that  it  is  indispen- 
sable to  a  clear  understanding  and  a  bal- 
anced judgment  of  subsequent  events. 
I  have  cut  it  down  to  a  minimum,  but 
have  said  enough,  I  hope,  to  show  that 
trouble  was  inevitable  after  the  war, 
and  that  there  were  ample  grounds  for 
expecting  more  trouble  than  has  actu- 
ally occurred.  Any  reader  who  puts 
together  the  several  factors  I  have 
enumerated  can  see  how  greatly  the 
prospect  of  strife  impending  before  the 
war  had  been  enhanced.  The  trade- 
unions  had  been  schooled  in  it,  and  Mr. 
Lloyd  George  himself  had,  in  1917,  ad- 
vised them  to  be  'audacious'  in  de- 
manding an  after-war  settlement. 

My  comment  at  the  time  was  that 
the  advice  was  quite  superfluous,  and 
that  there  would  be  more  audacity 
than  he  would  like.  The  Left  Wing 
felt  that  revolution  was  in  the  air,  that 
the  trade-unions  were  attuned  to  their 
purpose  and  that  the  end  of  the  war 
would  leave  the  field  open  to  them  and 
to  class- war.  They  yearned  to  exchange 
external  for  internal  war,  and  the  Ar- 
mistice was  no  sooner  concluded  than 
they  raised  the  cry  —  '  Get  on  with  the 
only  war  that  really  matters  —  the 
class-war!'  Employers,  on  their  side, 
chafing  under  bureaucratic  control  and 
the  excess-profits  duty,  resentful  at  their 
treatment  by  the  Government,  which 
had  never  consulted  and  flattered  them 
as  it  had  the  Labor  side,  were  prepar- 
ing to  get  their  own  back. 

The  campaign  was  not  long  delayed: 
January,  1919,  saw  it  opened  by  the 
engineers  and  the  'Triple  Alliance,'  a 
combination  of  miners,  railwaymen, 
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and  transport-workers,  which  had  been 
set  on  foot  in  1912,  after  the  general 
coal  strike,  and  fully  established  at  the 
end  of  1915.  All  came  forward  with 
large  demands,  behind  which  the  mili- 
tant revolutionaries  were  busy  stirring 
up  violence  whereby  they  hoped  to 
usher  in  the  revolution  they  believed  to 
be  imminent.  Every  pretext  was  seized 
upon,  and  every  sort  of  provocation 
brought  into  play,  to  stimulate  the 
class-war.  The  editor  has  relieved  me 
of  the  task  of  recounting  events  in  de- 
tail, and  it  will  be  enough  to  summarize 
them. 

The  year  1919  was  marked  by  a 
series  of  attempts  by  the  Left  Wing  to 
bring  matters  to  a  head,  and  they  met 
with  a  certain  measure  of  success.  On 
several  occasions  public  order  was 
threatened,  and  some  collisions  actu- 
ally occurred;  but  they  never  got  very 
far.  The  revolutionary  gim  went  off  at 
half-cock,  or  misfired,  every  time.  The 
public  repiained  calm,  though  by  no 
means  indifferent,  while  the  trade- 
imions  refused  to  go  beyond  a  certain 
point  and  showed  a  general  disposition 
to  abide  by  constitutional  methods. 

The  views  held  at  this  time  by  ad- 
vanced, but  not  the  most  extreme,  men 
in  the  trade-union  movement  were  well 
expressed  by  Mr.  Cramp,  of  the  Rail- 
waymen's  Union,  at  the  annual  meet- 
ing of  the  society  at  Plymouth  in  June, 
1919.  *The  centre  of  gravity,'  he  said, 
*  is  passing  from  the  House  of  Commons 
to  the  headquarters  of  the  great  trade- 
unions.  .  .  .  While  social  in  outlook, 
our  ultimate  aim  is  the  control  of  in- 
dustry.' But  he  did  not  advocate  the 
forcible  seizure  of  control;  they  must 
first  fit  themselves  for  it  by  proper 
training.  I  do  not  think  the  ideas  of 
what  may  be  called  the  rational  revo- 
lutionary section  can  be  better  put. 

Commenting  on  Mr.  Cramp's  state- 
ment, the  moderate  Socialist  paper,  the 
ClarioUy  contrasted  his  view  with  that 


of  the  'hot-heads,'  who  'believe  that 
they  are  fully  qualified  now,  immediate- 
ly, to  take  control  of  the  mines,  the  rail- 
ways, the  shipyards,  the  factories,  the 
government  of  the  country  and  the 
ma,nagement  of  our  international  af- 
fairs. In  this  conceit  of  ignorance  lies 
the  danger  of  the  troubled  time.  The 
wild  men  are  using  all  devices  of  incite- 
ment —  not  excepting  a  plentiful  sup- 
ply of  lying  —  to  prompt  them  to  in- 
stant revolt.' 

They  tried  it,  as  I  have  said,  on 
several  occasions,  but  always  failed. 
Success  depended  on  the  amount  of 
support  they  could  command  from  the 
general  body  of  men  concerned,  and  in 
every  case  the  test  of  actual  experiment 
proved  that,  though  they  had  enough 
influence  to  start  trouble,  they  had  not 
enough  to  carry  it  through.  And  each 
successive  failure  weakened  such  influ- 
ence as  they  had  and  strengthened  the 
forces  of  sobriety. 

This  is  what  I  mean  by  saying  that 
the  prospect  has  improved  as  each  cor- 
ner has  been  turned.  To  observers  at  a 
distance,  it  may  appear  that  the  state  of 
things  here  has  progressively  worsened. 
On  the  surface,  it  has  perhaps  done  so. 
The  last  three  months  have  been  econo- 
mically the  worst  we  have  experienced. 
They  have  been  a  climax,  the  severest 
crisis  we  have  yet  gone  through;  but 
the  more  decisive  by  reason  of  its 
severity.  And  the  issue  confirms  what 
I  wish  to  assert  with  all  the  emphasis 
at  my  command,  namely,  that  super- 
ficial appearances  are  deceptive,  and 
that  under  the  surface  things  have 
steadily  improved. 

The  set-back  of  the  revolutionary 
Left  Wing  is  only  part  of  the  story; 
but  before  going  on  to  other  considera- 
tions, I  will  finish  what  I  have  to  say  on 
that  head. 

The  organizations  and  agencies  rep- 
resenting the  Left  Wing  are  many 
in  number  and  varied  in  complexion,  but 
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only  two  exercise  any  serious  influence 
on  workmen,  and  both  of  them  have 
arisen  within  the  trade-unions.  They 
are  the  Labor  College,  at  which  young 
trade-unionists  are  schooled  in  Marxian 
economics  and  sent  out  to  spread  those 
doctrines  among  their  fellows,  and  the 
Shop-Stewards'  Movement.  The  form- 
er is  an  active  and  vigorous  institution, 
started  in  1909,  and  it  has  produced  a 
number  of  young  trade-union  leaders, 
who  have  become  prominent  in  recent 
years.  It  operates  chiefly  among  min- 
ers in  South  Wales  and  Scotland,  where 
the  gospel  according  to  Saint  Marx  is 
taking  the  place  of  the  old  teaching 
among  a  temperamentally  religious 
people.  Its  influence  has  been  con- 
spicuous in  the  incessant  turmoil  in 
the  mining  industry,  culminating  in 
the  great  dispute  of  this  year;  but  the 
termination  of  the  conflict  marked  the 
limits  of  its  sway,  previously  weakened 
by  the  breakdown  of  the  Triple  Alliance. 
In  both  of  these  crucial  cases  the  plain 
sense  of  English  workmen  asserted  it- 
self against  the  adventurous  policy  of 
the  Left  Wing;  and  that  fact  is  symp- 
tomatic of  the  present  general  trend  of 
events. 

The  Shop-Stewards'  Movement  op- 
erates chiefly  among  engineers  and 
ship-yard  workers.  Led  by  revolution- 
aries, it  is  an  attempt  to  turn  an  old 
trade-union  institution  to  revolution- 
ary purposes.  The  Clyde  is  its  home 
and  headquarters,  but  it  has  been  car- 
ried by  traveling  agents  to  many  cen- 
tres. Its  constructive  aim  is  not  clearly 
defined,  but  it  is  rather  Syndicalist  or 
Guildist  than  Socialist,  especially  among 
electrical  engineers,  though  some  pro- 
minent leaders  profess  Communism. 
But  here  too  the  revolutionary  influ- 
ence has  been  waning,  through  the 
failure  of  several  abortive  demonstra- 
tions, the  general  economic  situation, 
and  the  leaden  weight  of  unemploy- 
ment. 


As  for  the  political  organizations, 
those  that  have  drawn  their  inspiration 
from  Moscow  and  pinned  their  faith  to 
Bolshevism  are  sinking,  with  its  failure, 
into  insignificance.  They  never  had 
any  hold  over  the  general  body  of  work- 
men, who  have  no  use  for  revolution 
or  the  *  dictatorship  of  the  proletariat ' ; 
and  since  the  visit  of  members  of  the 
Labor  Party  to  Russia  in  1920,  Bol- 
shevism has  gradually,  but  steadily  and 
perceptibly,  dropped  into  general  dis- 
favor in  official  trade-union  circles, 
which  once  coquetted  with  it.  The  de- 
cisive refusal  of  the  Labor  Party  to  ad- 
mit Communists,  in  June  last,  put  the 
seal  on  a  long  series  of  rebuff's;  for  the 
Labor  Party  is  more  revolutionary  in 
complexion  than  the  trade-unions, 
which  furnish  the  most  solid  and  sober 
part  of  it. 

The  same  tendency  is  seen  in  the 
gradual  dropping  of  *  direct  action,' 
or  the  attempt  to  dictate  the  public 
policy  by  such  labor-organizations  as 
the  Triple  Alliance  and  the  Trade-Union 
Congress,  which  was  much  in  evidence 
in  1919  and  1920,  when  it  was  believed 
that  the  *  centre  of  gravity  was  passing 
from  the  House  of  Commons  to  the 
headquarters  of  the  great  trade-unions.' 
The  *  Council  of  Action,'  a  self-con- 
stituted  and  irresponsible  junta  of  per- 
sons overconscious  of  their  own  im- 
portance and  wire-pulled  from  Moscow, 
never  did  anything  but  talk,  and  has 
quietly  faded  into  oblivion.  All  that 
Bolshevism  has  achieved  here  is  dis- 
cussion among  Socialists. 

In  short,  the  traditional  sobriety  of 
British  workmen  has  been  steadily  vin- 
dicating itself,  all  through  the  alarums 
and  excursions  of  this  trying  time.  In 
the  end,  it  has  always  carried  the  day. 
The  great  coal  dispute  is  the  culminat- 
ing demonstration  of  its  slow-working 
but  massive  influence.  I  do  not  mean 
merely  the  termination,  in  which  the 
moderate  element  signally  defeated 
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the  extreme,  but  in  the  very  demands  of 
the  Federation,  and  still  more  in  the 
conduct  of  the  dispute.  The  demands, 
and  the  tone  in  which  they  were  made, 
present  a  striking  contrast  to  those  em- 
ployed on  previous  occasions.  Instead 
of  claims  for  ever  more  pay,  less  work, 
and  revolutionary  changes,  put  forward 
in  imperative  language,  the  Federation 
presented  a  reasoned  case  for  modi- 
fying the  proposed  reduction  of  wages 
universally  admitted  to  be  excessive 
and  inequitable.  The  policy  of  ruining 
the  pits,  advocated  by  the  Welsh  and 
Scottish  Left  Wing,  was  defeated,  and 
the  whole  three  months  of  idleness  and 
privation  passed  without  the  slightest 
disorder,  save  for  two  or  three  trifling 
incidents.  Could  that  have  happened 
anywhere  else? 

V 

But  there  is  another  and  a  positive 
side  to  the  story.  It  would  be  a  great 
mistake  to  infer  from  the  failure  of  revo- 
lutionary plans  and  the  subsidence  into 
a  calmer  atmosphere  that  the  Labor 
movement  is  falling  back  into  the  old 
rut  and  yielding  to  reactionary  influ- 
ences. Not  at  all.  It  is  moving  for- 
ward steadily  and  massively,  after  its 
wont.  On  the  side  of  employers  and 
capitalists  there  has  been  a  correspond- 
ing struggle  between  the  Right  and 
Left  wings;  the  Right  Wing  of  modera- 
tion and  acceptance  of  change,  the 
Left  Wing  of  dogged  resistance  and 
pugnacity;  and  in  this  case,  too,  the 
Left  Wing  is  being  defeated.  The  revo- 
lutionary press  talks  much  of  a  grand 
conspiracy  against  Labor  and  a  plot 
to  smash  trade-unionism,  just  as  the 
reactionary  press  talks  of  Bolshevist 
plots  and  a  conspiracy  to  overthrow 
society  and  smash  the  British  Empire. 
There  is  as  much,  and  as  little,  in  the 
one  cry  as  in  the  other.  There  are  reac- 
tionary employers  who  would  like  to 
smash  trade-unionism  and  reduce  work- 


men to  a  state  of  subjection;  and  Bol- 
shevist aims,  which  have  never  been 
concealed,  have  been  furthered  by 
much  underground  intriguing.  But 
neither  are  succeeding.  These  fears  are 
out  of  date  on  both  sides.  There  is  no 
substance  in  them,  and  the  campaign  is 
kept  up  only  by  the  ammunition  which 
each  supplies  to  the  other. 

The  truth  is  that  the  relations  of  em- 
ployers and  employed  are  undergoing 
a  radical  transformation,  which  amounts 
to  a  revolution,  peacefully  and  gradu- 
ally accomplished.  Once  more  the 
British  —  or  perhaps  I  should  say  the 
English  —  people  are  displaying  that 
genius  for  stability  in  change,  for  move- 
ment without  losing  balance,  which 
has  carried  them  safely  through  so 
many  revolutionary  periods  in  the  past. 
I  confess  that  I  hardly  expected  it,  so 
great  was  the  turmoil  and  excitement 
at  one  time;  but  now  I  plainly  see  it  go- 
ing on.  A  test  of  extreme  severity  has 
been  imposed  by  the  artificial  pros- 
perity and  demoralization  due  to  war- 
conditions  and  government  control, 
followed  by  the  difficult  process  of  un- 
winding the  chain,  and,  finally,  by  the 
unprecedented  depression  of  trade,  en- 
tailing unemployment  on  a  scale  never 
heard  of  before  and  reductions  of  wages 
all  round. 

But  the  country  is  standing  the  test 
with  increasing  sureness.  This  has  not 
been  visible  on  the  surface,  because 
only  one  side  of  the  account  is  presented 
to  the  public.  Newspapers  devote  their 
space  to  the  exciting,  not  the  humdrum 
events,  and  foreign  correspondents  are 
particularly  bound  by  this  law.  They 
report  strikes,  disagreements*  and  dis- 
turbances, but  say  nothing  —  indeed, 
know  nothing  —  of  the  peaceful  pro- 
ceedings and  the  far  greater  mass  of 
disputes  avoided. 

To  deal  adequately  with  this  side  of 
the  case  would  take  a  whole  article; 
I  can  treat  it  only  summarily  here. 
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During  the  present  year  reductions  of 
wages  affecting  some  five  million  wage- 
earners,  distributed  over  nearly  all  the 
chief  industries,  have  been  arranged  in 
the  great  majority  of  cases  without  any 
rupture.  They  have  been  effected  by 
three  different  methods:  (1)  sliding 
scales  in  accordance  with  cost  of  living; 
(2)  sliding  scales  in  accordance  with 
selling  price;  (3)  negotiations  between 
employers  and  trade-unions. 

1.  The  Labor  Gazette  (official)  for  De- 
cember last  gave  a  list  of  twenty-four 
industries  having  a  cost-of-living  slid- 
ing scale,  and  I  have  a  further  list  of 
sixteen.  The  most  important  groups 
are  railwaymen,  textile  workers  of 
many  kinds,  dyers  and  cleaners,  police, 
government  and  municipal  services, 
civil  engineering. 

2.  The  most  important  industry  ap- 
plying the  selling-price  method  of  ad- 
justment is  iron  and  steel,  in  which 
reductions  ranging  from  7j  to  20  per 
cent  have  taken  place,  affecting  about 
125,000  persons. 

3.  Arrangement  by  negotiation  has 
been  effected  in  ship-building,  building, 
mercantile  marine,  cotton,  engineering, 
coal,  and  many  other  smaller  groups. 

Several  principles  of  the  first  im- 
portance have  emerged  from  this  time 
of  stress,  greatly  strengthened  and  ex- 
tended. I  place  conciliation  by  joint 
committees  of  employers  and  employed 
in  the  forefront.  Long  established  and 
well  tried  in  a  purely  voluntary  form, 
it  was  advancing  in  favor  and  useful- 
ness before  the  war;  but  the  Whitley 
Inquiry  of  1919  resulted  in  a  great  ex^ 
tension  of  this  principle.  Under  the 
Industrial  Court  Act,  70  joint  councils 
have  been  set  up,  and  140  district  coun- 
cils, where  single  boards  existed  before. 

Most  of  them  have  been  active  and 
efficient.  The  same  act  conferred  pow- 
ers of  intervention  on  the  Ministry  of 
Labor  by  three  methods:  (1)  Concilia- 
tion; (2)  Arbitration;  (3)  Investigation. 


During  1920  the  Ministry  settled  904 
cases:  265  by  negotiation,  633  by  arbi- 
tration and  six  by  inquiry.  This  work 
proceeds  almost  unnoticed. 

I  must  be  content  to  mention  two 
other  highly  important  principles  —  a 
minimum  statutory  wage,  and  insur- 
ance against  unemployment.  Both 
have  been  greatly  extended.  But  of 
greater  significance  than  any  of  these 
more  or  less  mechanical  institutions  is 
a  change  of  attitude  which  has  set  in 
among  employers.  They  have  begun 
to  take  a  new  view  of  the  wage-earners 
and  to  accord  them  a  different  position. 
The  idea  has  dawned  that  they  are 
really  partners  in  a  cooperative  enter- 
prise. It  is  not  profit-sharing,  or  even 
copartnership  in  the  old  sense,  but  a 
new  conception  of  the  true  relationship. 
It  has  not  got  very  far  and  is  not  yet 
clearly  perceived,  but  I  see  it  emerging. 
Employers  are  beginning  to  take  their 
men  systematically  into  consultation, 
and  to  give  them  an  interest  in  the 
common  enterprise.  It  takes  different 
forms  in  different  conditions,  but  the 
spirit  is  the  main  thing. 

The  scheme  proposed  by  coal-owners, 
which  was  accepted  before  the  stoppage 
and  is  the  basis  of  the  new  agreement, 
illustrates  the  spirit.  Mr.  Hodges,  the 
miners'  secretary,  has  called  it  the  most 
far-reachin'g  proposal  made  in  modern 
industry.  It  provides  for  a  standard 
minimum  wage,  as  the  first  charge  on 
the  industry;  then  for  a  standard  profit 
bearing  a  fixed  relation  to  the  aggre- 
gate of  wages,  and  after  that,  for  the 
division  of  further  profits  in  fixed  pro- 
portions. It  is  not  so  much  profit-shar- 
ing as  product-sharing,  which  has  al- 
ways seemed  to  me  the  true  idea;  and 
the  ascertainment  of  the  amounts  by  a 
joint  audit  of  the  books  is  a  recognition 
of  partnership  rights. 

It  is  in  this  direction  that  the  solu- 
tion of  our  most  difficult  industrial 
problem  is  to  be  found  —  the  problem 
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of  output  or  working  efficiency.  The 
worst  effect  of  war-conditions  and  gov- 
ernment control  has  been  to  foster  and 
fix  the  habit  of  restricted  output  and 
slack  work.  The  blame  for  it  rests  pri- 
marily on  employers,  and  it  was  bad 
enough  before  the  war;  but  it  is  far  worse 
now,  and  more  responsible  for  the  ex- 
cessive cost  of  production,  which  has 
ruined  our  market,  than  high  wage- 
rates.  It  is  up  to  employers  to  cure  it 
by  a  large-minded  —  in  effect  a  revo- 
lutionary —  change  of  attitude,  which 
will  give  wage-earners  a  new  status,  a 
new  interest,  and  a  new  responsibility. 

There  are  serious  obstacles.  The  first 
is  the  old  evil  tradition.  A  typical  dis- 
contented but  not  revolutionary  work- 
man said  to  me  lately:  *The  employers 


are  changing  their  attitude,  but  it  is  too 
late.'  No,  it  is  not  too  late,  if  the  old 
tradition  is  sincerely,  consciously,  and 
purposefully  abandoned.  Here  lies  the 
danger  of  reactionary  employers,  who 
are  the  second  obstacle.  They  will  play 
into  the  hands  of  the  theoretical  system- 
mongers,  who  will  seek  to  undermine 
and  break  up  good  relations  and  pro- 
mote strife  by  every  means  in  their 
power.  These  are  the  third  obstacle. 
But  they  will  have  little  power,  if  the 
enlightened  employers  are  sincere  and 
steadfast,  and  if  they  deal  firmly  with 
their  reactionary  colleagues. 

This  is  the  way  things  are  moving 
and  will  move,  because  they  must.  A 
revolution  is  in  progress,  but  a  peaceful 
and  practical  one. 


WHAT  SHALL  WE  DO  ABOUT  COAL? 

BY  ARTHUR  E.  SUFFERN 


The  controversy  between  the  sena- 
tors sponsoring  legislation  affecting  the 
coal-industry  and  the  National  Coal 
Association  again  calls  attention  to  the 
imperious  nature  of  this  question.  If 
every  voter  in  the  United  States  had 
at  one  time  or  another  visited  a  coal- 
mine, we  should  be  in  a  better  position 
to  visualize  some  of  the  problems  in  the 
coal-industry.  Such  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  the  conditions  of  the  industry 
would  make  it  easier  to  obtain  a  com- 
prehensive treatment  of  the  problem 
before  Congress.  However,  a  know- 
ledge of  the  technical  process  of  produc- 
tion will  not  be  sufficient.  An  under- 
standing of  the  inter-relationships  of 
all  the  important  factors  affecting  the 
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industry  is  necessary.  Not  until  we  see 
concretely  the  technical  elements  of  the 
problem  and  the  importance  of  the  in- 
ter-relationship between  mining,  trans- 
portation, and  the  consumption  of  coal, 
shall  we  have  a  sufficient  general  appre- 
ciation of  the  complications  of  the  coal- 
industry  to  formulate  an  intelligent 
public  policy. 

A  strike  of  the  miners  demanding  a 
30-hour  week  and  earnings  that  will  en- 
able them  to  live  during  the  year  seems 
arbitrary  and  absurd  to  most  people. 
But  they  dismiss  the  matter  without  in- 
quiring into  the  conditions  that  have 
occasioned  such  demands.  Those  who 
take  the  trouble  to  analyze  the  prob- 
lem will  find  that  the  miners  are  at- 
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tempting  to  control,  in  a  very  inade- 
quate way,  circumstances  that  properly 
belong  to  the  public.  In  fact,  the  min- 
ers seek  to  do  the  same  thing  we  all  do, 
that  is,  use  collective  effort  to  control 
forces  and  conditions  too  strong  and  ad- 
verse for  the  individual.  In  this  case 
these  forces  and  conditions  are  beyond 
the  control  of  either  the  miners  or  the 
operators,  or  both  combined. 

The  industry  has  been  idle  on  the 
average  ninety-three  working-days  dur- 
ing the  year  for  the  last  thirty  years. 
This  means  that  owners,  miners,  and 
consumers  have  been  paying  a  heavy 
bill  for  waste  and  inefficiency.  We  are 
just  beginning  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
waste  through  idleness  of  capital  and 
labor  in  all  industries.  The  World  War 
demonstrated  to  modern  nations  some 
of  their  latent  possibilities  when  they 
attempted  to  attain  full  productive 
power.  And  this  proved  important 
solely  in  connection  with  the  use  of 
existing  equipment.  A  consideration  of 
full  productive  power  does  not  stop 
with  existing  equipment.  It  takes  into 
account  the  fruits  of  new  invention  and 
better  organization. 

Coal-mining  was  one  of  the  first  of 
the  basic  industries  to  find  out  what  it 
meant  to  run  to  full  capacity.  It  meant 
glutted  markets  for  coal.  This  was  be- 
cause the  industry  was  not  properly  or- 
ganized, and  coordinated  with  other  in- 
dustries. Since  competitive  gain  was 
the  dominant  motive,  anybody  who 
owned  coal-lands  could  open  a  mine  and 
produce  coal  for  the  market.  The  re- 
sult has  been  over-investment  in  peri- 
ods of  prosperity,  and  a  full  productive 
capacity  far  beyond  the  needs  of  the 
country.  This  factor,  along  with  sea- 
sonal demand  and  inadequate  storage 
facilities,  has  made  it  impossible  to 
maintain  continuity  of  production.  No 
element  in  the  problem  is  more  impor- 
tant than  this.  But  no  move  (except  in 
the  anthracite  field)  has  ever  been  made 


to  cope  with  the  over-expansion  of  min- 
ing capacity.  Various  estimates  place 
this  at  from  19  to  33  per  cent  during 
the  last  five  years.  A  proper  balan- 
cing of  mining  capacity  with  our  coun- 
try's needs  is  necessary  to  the  conserv- 
ation of  our  resources,  to  any  attempt 
to  maintain  steady  production,  to  efforts 
to  relieve  the  railroads  of  unreasonable 
demands  upon  their  facilities,  and  to 
the  encouragement  of  improvements  in 
technical  processes. 

The  stage  of  efficiency  in  technical 
process  in  the  industry  is  said  by  pro- 
duction engineers  to  be  on  a  par  with 
an  attempt  to  raise  wheat  by  digging 
the  soil  with  a  spade.  This  is  needless, 
because  adequate  mechanical  equip- 
ment can  easily  be  had.  But  the  owners 
who  seek  to  provide  such  equipment 
and  operate  under  difi'erent  mining 
methods  are  immediately  faced  by  the 
conditions  established  by  the  most 
wasteful  competitive  exploitation.  Such 
equipment  used  in  conjunction  with  the 
*  long-wall '  system  would  force  conserv- 
atism in  opening  mines,  would  involve 
longer  waiting  for  returns  on  invest- 
ment, and  would  necessitate  a  coordina- 
tion between  the  coal-industry,  trans- 
portation facilities,  factory  fuel-needs, 
and  household  consumers*  demands, 
which,  as  yet,  is  little  appreciated. 

Much  criticism  has  been  directed  to- 
ward the  railroads  in  recent  years,  for 
their  failure  to  furnish  sufficient  cars  to 
the  mines.  It  may  be  readily  granted 
that  there  has  been  failure  to  make  the 
best  use  of  car-equipment  under  all  cir- 
cumstances, both  during  the  govern- 
ment administration  and  during  pri- 
vate control  of  the  railroads.  But  a 
more  significant  matter  in  relation  to 
the  transportation  of  coal  is  the  legal  re^ 
quirements  on  the  railroads  for  service. 
Another  factor  of  equal  importance  is 
the  physical  impossibility  of  making 
railroads  keep  pace  with  all  the  vagaries 
of  investment,  arbitrary  operation  of 
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mines,  and  the  whims  of  the  consuming 
pubHc. 

The  railroads  are  compelled  by  law 
to  furnish  cars  to  any  concern  opening 
a  coal-mine  which  can  easily  be  con- 
nected by  a  switch.  The  more  mines 
there  are  to  be  served,  the  more  difficult 
the  problem  of  allotting  the  existing 
cars  and  meeting  the  demands  of  trans- 
portation. Consumers  complicate  the 
situation  still  further  by  their  seasonal 
demand,  and  by  promiscuous  purchas- 
ing, which  involves  much  cross-haul- 
ing. The  Fuel  Administration  saved 
160,000,000  car-miles  a  year  by  a  zon- 
ing system,  and  enabled  the  existing 
car-equipment  to  make  300,000  addi- 
tional trips.  To  force  railroad  invest- 
ment in  car-equipment  to  keep  pace 
with  the  opening  of  an  increasing  num- 
ber of  unnecessary  mines,  is  a  decidedly 
wasteful  process.  It  is  quite  as  waste- 
ful for  consumers  to  insist  upon  a 
car-equipment  to  meet  unreasonable 
demands. 

If  the  high  prices  for  coal  in  the  last 
few  years  shall  make  consumers  more 
responsive  to  measures  of  relief  over 
which  they  have  control,  a  very  useful 
purpose  will  have  been  served.  It  is 
now  known  that  coals  most  subject  to 
deterioration  and  spontaneous  combus- 
tion can  be  stored  successfully  on  a 
large  scale.  Moreover,  production  en- 
gineers say  that  10  to  15  cents  per  ton 
is  a  liberal  estimate  of  the  cost  of  put- 
ting coal  in  and  taking  it  out  of  stock,  if 
the  process  is  well  organized  and  the 
best  equipment  is  used. 

Storage  at  the  point  of  consumption 
would  immediately  affect  the  continu- 
ity of  production,  relieve  railroad  con- 
gestion, and  permit  more  efficient  use 
of  railway  equipment.  This  practice, 
supplemented  by  a  policy  of  *  buying 
early,'  would  enable  the  whole  process 
of  distribution  of  local  supply  to  be  or- 
ganized in  a  way  to  reduce  the  expense 
to  the  minimum. 


To  direct  the  expansion  of  mining 
capacity,  to  change  technical  processes 
in  production,  to  distribute  and  use 
railway  facilities  properly,  to  encourage 
local  storage  and  better  distribution  of 
the  supply,  will  require  a  form  and  de- 
gree of  control  over  the  industry  as 
a  whole  which,  as  yet,  has  not  been 
considered  seriously.  Mere  publicity 
through  investigation,  record-keeping, 
and  reports  may  be  designated  as  the 
loosest  form  of  control.  In  so  far  as  it 
would  give  an  adequate  factual  founda- 
tion for  considering  conditions  in  the 
coal-industry,  it  would  serve  a  useful 
purpose.  It  will  undoubtedly  be  fol- 
lowed by  an  attempt  to  deal  with  waste 
and  inefficiency.  The  greatest  degree 
of  control  is  put  forth  by  advocates  of 
*  nationalization.'  They  rest  their  case 
on  the  assumption  of  the  priority  of  the 
public  welfare  over  all  other  interests. 
Furthermore,  they  found  their  pro- 
gramme upon  what  the  best  production 
engineers  in  many  countries  say  we 
should  do  in  dealing  with  the  industry 
according  to  the  best-known  science  at 
our  command.  It  remains  to  be  seen 
whether  a  form  of  control  in  between 
these  extremes  can  be  had,  and  whether 
it  would  enable  us  to  conserve  our  re- 
sources and  to  reorganize  the  industry. 

Some  who  are  versed  in  constitutional 
law  are  of  the  opinion  that  a  basis  of 
control  could  be  obtained  through  a  law 
extending  the  Federal  powers  to  license 
businesses.  The  question  may  be 
raised,  whether  this  power  would  prove 
effective  enough  to  determine  when  new 
mines  should  be  opened,  to  enforce  the 
exploitation  of  the  thick  veins  or  the 
thin  veins,  and  the  best  grades  or  low 
grades  of  coal  to  suit  our  needs,  to  re- 
quire the  recovery  of  the  maximum  per- 
centage of  coal  at  the  minimum  of  ex- 
pense, to  control  technical  processes  and 
the  use  of  equipment,  to  standardize 
and  enforce  accounting,  to  regulate  dis- 
tribution, to  standardize  coal  according 
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to  quality,  to  deal  with  wages  and  con- 
ditions of  labor,  and  to  provide  for  ade- 
quate cooperation  between  managers 
and  workers. 

The  mere  enumeration  of  these  fac- 
tors forces  the  attention  upon  matters 
with  which  we  shall  have  to  deal.  A 
process  of  mining  that  leaves  from  20 
to  50  per  cent  of  the  coal  in  the  ground 
cannot  long  be  condoned.  Shoveling 
600,000,000  tons  of  coal  into  mine-cars 
by  hand,  at  a  cost  of  89  cents  per  ton, 
when  it  can  be  done  by  loading  ma- 
chines at  a  very  small  expense,  is  as 
primitive  as  digging  the  soil  with  a 
spade.  To  continue  a  method  of  mining 
by  'rooms'  permits  of  little  use  of  ma- 
chinery, whereas  the  *  long-wall'  sys- 
tem is  favorable  to  the  use  of  machin- 
ery and  larger  mine-cars,  recovers  the 
maximum  percentage  of  coal,  and  is 
conducive  to  safety  in  the  industry. 

The  investigations  of  the  Federal 
Trade  Commission  and  the  Fuel  Ad- 
ministration into  costs  demonstrates 
that  one  of  the  best  things  that  could 
happen  to  the  coal-industry  would  be 
an  introduction  to  adequate  and  de- 
pendable record-keeping.  The  existing 
powers  of  regulation  over  transporta- 
tion could  easily  be  extended  to  supple- 
ment a  policy  of  conservation,  and  en- 
courage localities  to  provide  storage 
and  regularize  their  demands.  To  con- 
tinue to  permit  the  buying  and  selling 
of  coal  without  a  classification  accord- 
ing to  quality  is  to  perpetuate  a  disad- 
vantage both  to  the  producer  and  to 
the  consumer.  Wherever  commodities 
have  been  graded  and  standardized,  the 
producer  profits  by  the  sale  of  a  supe- 
rior article,  and  the  purchaser  is  pro- 
tected against  misrepresentation. 

In  the  case  of  coal,  as  in  general  with 
all  industries,  the  last  factor  in  the  in- 
dustry to  receive  careful  consideration 
is  the  human  one.  The  production  en- 
gineers seem  to  be  the  only  people  who 


have  caught  the  meaning  of  the  vision 
of  bringing  three  fourths  of  a  million  of 
men  out  of  underground  work.  Not 
only  would  it  mean  the  release  of  an  im- 
mense labor-power  that  could  be  profit- 
ably diverted  to  other  employment,  but 
proper  organization  and  technical  equip- 
ment would  give  those  remaining  in 
the  industry  better  wages  and  work- 
ing conditions.  The  vista  of  increasing- 
ly harmonious  relationships  between 
capital  and  labor  in  the  industry  would 
be  considerably  widened  by  such  a 
development. 

One  thing  is  certain :  we  shall  make  a 
choice  in  connection  with  the  present 
problem.  Either  we  shall  seek  adequate 
powers  and  procedure  for  regulation,  or 
we  shall  permit  the  waste  and  ineffi- 
ciency to  continue.  But  we  shall  ulti- 
mately face  conditions  in  both  anthra- 
cite and  bituminous  fields  which  will 
compel  a  policy  of  regulation.  Both 
wasteful,  competitive  exploitation  and 
concentration  of  ownership  and  mo- 
nopoly will  lead  to  the  same  result.  Each 
entails  a  consequence  which  will  force 
control  in  the  interest  of  public  wel- 
fare. If  this  is  true,  all  parties  concerned 
—  owners,  workers,  railroads,  manufac- 
turers, and  household  consumers  — 
could  do  no  better  than  agree  upon  and 
work  for  a  plan  of  industrial  control 
founded  upon  adequate  sovereign  pow- 
ers and  enforced  through  effective 
organization. 

It  should  be  entirely  reasonable  to 
suggest  that  a  nation  depending  increas- 
ingly upon  power  and  industries  for 
growth  and  progress  should  turn  to  the 
use  of  technical  equipment  and  organi- 
zation to  conserve  its  resources.  More- 
over, consumers  depending  altogether 
upon  coal  for  power,  warmth,  and  health 
will  ultimately  demand  an  effective  ba- 
sis of  control  to  meet  these  needs,  re- 
gardless of  the  obstacles  that  may  now 
seem  to  hinder  its  attainment. 
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BY  RUSSELL  ROBB 


It  is  easy  for  the  public  to  destroy 
the  value  of  private  property;  it  is  even 
easy  for  the  public  to  take  property 
away  from  the  individual;  but  it  seems 
extremely  difficult  for  the  public  to 
take  property,  or  its  value,  away  from 
individuals,  and  at  the  same  time  in- 
crease the  public's  possessions. 

One  difficulty  seems  to  be  that  the 
mere  taking  away  so  upsets  confidence, 
or  the  equilibrium  of  social  organiza- 
tion, that  either  the  value  of  the  thing 
taken  disappears  or  some  new  burden 
or  privation  arises  which  quite  offsets 
the  value  of  the  takings.  It  seems,  in 
other  words,  to  change  the  conditions 
that  produced  the  value  of  the  proper- 
ty taken,  and  also  the  conditions  that 
produce  new  value  for  the  public. 

In  very  bald  confiscation  it  is  seen  that 
often  very  little  value  rests  in  things 
by  themselves.  A  thing  has  value  only 
when  there  are  joined  with  it  the  per- 
sons who  are  to  enjoy  and  use  it,  and 
also  the  conditions  and  opportunities 
that  make  enjoyment  and  use  possible. 

The  loot  of  the  mobs  in  Russia  had 
great  value  while  the  old  regime  was  in 
power,  but  the  value  depended  prin- 
cipally upon  the  old  social  conditions. 
When  the  social  condition  changed,  and 
the  looting  was  a  symptom  and  a  result 
of  the  change,  many  of  the  articles 
taken  immediately  lost  their  value.  It 
was  easy  to  take  the  objects,  but  noth- 
ing of  value  was  added  to  the  public 
possessions.  Ball-dresses  have  value 
where  there  are  balls,  but  are  of  little 
use  otherwise.  Statuary,  pictures,  fine 
furniture  and  hangings  are  valuable  if 


there  are  fine  houses,  with  owners  who 
want  such  things;  but  their  value  dis- 
appears with  the  disappearance  of  the 
conditions  that  make  enjoyment  and 
use  of  such  property  possible. 

Until  the  rise  of  Bolshevism  and  its 
sympathizers  and  apologists,  it  seemed 
as  if  only  the  most  elemental  minds 
could  imagine  that  anything  was  to  be 
gained  by  the  public  through  such  raw 
confiscation  as  has  happened  in  Russia; 
but' attempts  have  been  made  even  in 
this  country  to  destroy  value  or  take 
away  property  by  more  indirect  meth- 
ods. Often  it  has  been  thought  that 
something  could  be  gained  for  the  many 
by  taking  away  from  the  few;  but  the 
public  benefit  seems  always  to  shrink 
far  below  the  value  that  is  taken  from 
the  individual,  and  usually  both  lose 
through  the  effort. 

For  a  long  time,  for  instance,  the  pub- 
lic was  deluded  into  thinking  that  any- 
thing that  could  be  taken  away  from 
the  railroads,  street-railroads,  lighting 
companies,  and  other  public-service 
corporations  was  pure  gain  for  the  pub- 
lic. They  succeeded,  it  is  true,  in  taking 
enormous  value  away  from  the  utilities, 
but  the  value  was  not  transferred  to 
the  public;  it  was  only  destroyed.  The 
value  that  attached  to  these  utilities 
existed  under  conditions  that  induced 
owners  to  put  new  capital  into  them, 
extend  the  use,  and  maintain  the  great- 
est service.  When  the  public  attempted 
to  take  value  away  from  the  owners  by 
loading  the  properties  with  burdens 
and  by  insisting  upon  prices  that  were 
less  than  worth  and  cost,  the  public 
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did  not  add  to  their  own  profit,  but  be- 
gan to  lose  conveniences  they  wished  to 
have,  and,  in  some  cases,  even  ran  the 
risk  of  losing  service,  or  did  lose  it  al- 
together, to  their  own  great  hardship 
and  cost. 

It  is  curious  that  property  of  this 
kind  has  been  conspicuously  selected 
for  attack.  It  represents  a  large  portion 
of  the  country's  permanent  investment, 
and  the  investment  has  been  made  to 
give  the  public  generally  the  advantages 
of  the  great  useful  agencies  that  have 
been  the  outcome  of  the  last  century's 
scientific  discoveries.  It  is  not  prop- 
erty carefully  sequestered  behind  a 
barbed  fence,  holding  to  itself  technical 
knowledge  devoted  to  creating  benefits 
and  luxury  for  a  favored  class.  It  is  for 
the  very  purpose  of  adding  to  the  na- 
tional life  the  most  widespread  use  of 
advantageous  service.  Of  all  forms  of 
private  property  no  other  approaches 
so  nearly  to  the  ideal  of  socialized  prop- 
erty. It  is  devoted  to  the  service  of  the 
whole  public,  regulated  by  bodies  chos- 
en by  the  public  and  plainly  put  at  their 
mercy.  It  is  not  like  land,  which  the 
individual  owner  may  build  upon  or 
not,  may  use  or  not,  as  he  pleases;  it  is 
not  like  buildings,  which  are  too  similar 
in  kind  to  the  property  of  the  majority 
to  meddle  with;  it  is  not  like  manufac- 
tories, which  may  be  operated  wholly, 
or  in  part,  or  not  at  all,  which  may 
be  torn  down  or  built  up  or  changed, 
which  may  produce  goods  to  be  sold 
at  the  price  that  seems  best  for  the 
good  of  the  property;  it  is  not  like 
mines  or  timber  tracts,  whose  owner 
disposes  of  them  or  keeps  them,  like  any 
personal  property;  it  is  not  like  the 
thousand  and  one  objects  of  portable 
property,  still  the  most  sacred  kind  and 
the  best  protected  because  most  people 
have  some  of  it. 

We  hear  very  much  of  the  *  common 
good,'  and  of  the  Utopian  condition 
when  all  property  will  be  for  the  service 


of  all;  when  the  old  rights  of  ownership 
will  be  less  inviolable;  when  control  of 
all  property  will  rest  with  the  common 
people;  and  yet  the  first  movement  that 
leads  away  from  purely  individualistic 
control  and  use  is  met,  not  with  en- 
couragement, but  with  suspicion  and 
attack.  It  seems  a  pity  that  so  much 
experience  and  loss  is  necessary  before 
the  public  learns  the  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  taking  value  to  themselves. 
The  heartening  fact  is  that  they  do 
learn  it. 

With  the  inauguration  of  the  income 
tax,  with  its  surtaxes,  it  seemed  as  if  at 
last  a  way  had  been  discovered  by  which 
something  of  value  could  be  taken  from 
the  individual  by  the  public,  wholly  to 
the  relief  and  profit  of  the  public.  It 
seemed  such  *easy  money'  for  all  but 
the  few,  that  there  sprang  up  great  sup- 
port for  a  philosophy  of  taxation  which 
holds  not  that  those  who  dance  shall 
pay,  nor  yet  that  all  shall  pay  in  pro- 
portion to  what  they  have,  but  that 
those  who  have  the  most  shall  pay  the 
fiddler. 

As  in  other  cases  of  confiscation,  it 
has  been  easy  for  the  many  to  take  from 
the  few,  but  difficult  to  do  it  to  the  ad- 
vantage of  the  many.  Too  bald  a  taking 
creates  conditions  that  are  more  bur- 
densome than  they  were  before.  It 
looked  like  a  profitable  scheme  to  the 
public,  this  *let  the  rich  do  it';  but 
there  is  usually  some  reason  for  the 
existence  of  all  things,  and  even  the 
possessors  of  wealth  have  their  func- 
tion in  the  life  of  the  people.  The  pos- 
sessor, in  order  to  remain  a  possessor, 
must  perform  the  rare  and  difficult  feat 
of  refraining  from  *  blowing  in'  his  pos- 
sessions. The  self-control  that  makes 
this  possible  has  been  useful  to  society, 
and  it  has  been  worth  while  to  keep  it 
alive  by  a  reward  in  the  form  of  income 
return.  Society  is  likely  to  find  that  it 
cannot  play  hot  and  cold;  that  it  can- 
not bestow  this  reward  with  one  hand 
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and  take  it  away  with  the  other,  and 
still  retain  the  service. 

The  man  with  an  income  of  two 
thousand  dollars  a  year  thinks  *  refrain- 
ing' is  easy  for  all  those  having  over 
two  thousand  dollars  a  year.  Some 
economists  think  it  is  easy  for  those 
having  over,  say,  five  thousand  dollars 
a  year.  They  even  invent  the  term 
*  costless  saving,'  to  apply  to  the  excess 
income  that  they  think  it  is  easy  to  re- 
frain from  spending.  Why  it  should  be 
easy  for  the  individual  in  dealing  with 
his  own  money,  when  it  has  proved  so 
difficult  for  all  those  in  positions  of  trust 
in  institutions  and  in  government,  is 
not  clear.  The  national  government, 
for  instance,  is  now  taking  a  very  large 
proportion  of  the  large  incomes  from 
individuals,  so  that  this  generation  may 
promptly  pay  the  war  cost;  but  with 
the  most  constant  efforts  by  all  those 
seeking  to  hold  down  expenditures, 
there  is  great  difficulty  in  preventing 
government  undertakings  that  would 
require  even  greater  taxes. 

It  has  seemed  wholly  good  to  the  pub- 
lic to  take  large  proportions  of  the  large 
incomes,  and  there  has  been  strenuous 
objection  to  anything  that  looked  like 
taxing  the  dancers  in  proportion  to  their 
dancing.  Experience,  however,  is  grad- 
ually bringing  to  light  the  disadvan- 
tages to  the  public,  even  in  this  case,  of 
taking  from  the  few  for  the  many. 
Great  amounts  that  the  government 
takes  from  individuals  would  otherwise 
be  devoted  to  productive  industry, 
would  go  into  houses,  would  be  lent 
to  railroads  and  other  public  utilities, 
would  serve  generally  to  make  capital 


less  difficult  to  obtain,  and  would  have 
substantial  effect  in  lowering  the  capi- 
tal charges  that  the  consumer  has  to 
pay  in  rent  and  in  the  prices  of  the  goods 
he  consumes.  All  capital  charges  that 
enter  into  costs  are  gradually  being  ad- 
justed to  prevailing  rates.  Nothing  can 
prevent  it,  and  there  is  something 
like  two  hundred  and  fifty  billions  of 
wealth  on  which  capital  charges  must 
be  paid.  As  time  goes  on,  there  will  en- 
ter into  rents,  and  into  the  prices  of 
goods  that  the  public  buys,  a  somewhat 
larger  return  on  two  hundred  and 
fifty  billions  than  there  formerly  was. 
Whether  the  return  will  be  larger  by 
one  quarter,  one  half,  or  one  per  cent,  is 
difficult  to  tell.  The  increased  capital 
charges  that  consumers  will  pay  may 
not  be  six  hundred  and  twenty-five 
million  dollars  a  year,  or  two  billion 
and  a  half,  or  any  amount  between;  but 
comparatively  small  increases  in  supply 
have  often  a  curiously  exaggerated 
effect  on  prices;  and  it  would  require  a 
very  slight  effect  on  the  rate  of  capital 
return  to  raise  costs  to  the  general  pub- 
lic by  more  than  all  that  is  taken  by 
the  government  through  the  surtaxes. 

The  result  of  our  system  of  surtaxes 
seems  to  be  but  another  illustration  of 
the  difficulty  of  bettering  the  public  by 
taking  from  the  few.  Justice,  after  all, 
is  not  so  much  an  ideal  that  shines  aloft, 
unaffected  by  universal  law,  as  it  is 
a  practical  reality.  It  always  seems 
finally  to  be  decided  that  the  *just' 
procedure  is  not  what  someone  has 
imagined  to  be  immutable,  but  what 
experience  proves  must  be,  because  of 
natural  laws. 
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MILLINERY  MADNESS 

A  HAT  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart; 
'tis  woman's  whole  existence  —  or  so 
at  least  one  would  judge  by  the  tense 
and  concentrated  faces  reflected  in  the 
mirrors  of  *Miss  Hattie's  Hat  Shop,' 
as  that  specialist's  consulting-room  is 
euphemistically  called. 

The  purchase  of  a  hat  should  never 
be  undertaken  alone,  any  more  than 
one  should  have  one's  teeth  pulled  out 
without  a  friendly  face  to  confront  one 
when  *  coming  out  '  of  gas.  And,  by  the 
way,  what  a  good  idea  it  would  be  to 
have  a  whiff  of  some  anaesthetic  applied 
to  the  victim  who  enters  a  milli- 
nery establishment  to  have  twenty-five 
dollars  painlessly  extracted.  *  Crown- 
work'  is  sometimes  a  nervous  strain  to 
the  occupant  of  the  dental  chair.  It  is 
often  an  equally  trying  experience  to 
the  visitor  in  the  millinery  parlor. 

To  be  sure  the  sight  of  a  hat  that 
seems  designed  by  Fate  —  or  France  — 
to  suit  one's  own  particular  contour 
and  coloring  frequently  acts  like  a  nar- 
cotic, and  drugs  one's  conscience  into 
Complete  subjection  to  the  saleslady's 
wishes.  No  practitioners  in  psycho- 
analysis or  hypnotic  suggestion  could 
more  successfully  subdue  the  conscious 
will  and  gain  a  mastery  over  the  victim 
than  the  plausible  Miss  Hat  tie. 

This  is  what  happened  when  I  went 
to  look  at  hats  —  not  to  buy  them:  — 

*0h,  no,  madam,  $29.87  is  not  at  all 
dear  for  this  little  toque,'  Miss  Hattie 
protested  to  me  when  I  faintly  mur- 
mured at  the  price. 

*  What,  you  say  that  you  don't  wear 
feathers  because  you  belong  to  the 
Auburn  Society?  Why,  dear,  auburn 
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hair  like  yours  is  very  fashionable  this 
season,  only  we  call  it  henna  now  in- 
stead of  red,  and  black  feathers  look 
real  well  with  it.  What,  you  don't  wear 
birds'  feathers?  Well  now,  is  n't  that  a 
joke!  This  is  nH  a  bird's  feather;  it's 
just  made  out  of  whalebone!  We  don't 
mind  killing  whales,  do  we,  and  yet  I 
suppose  it  hurts  them  to  be  shot  more 
than  it  does  birds,  they're  so  much  less 
fluffy.' 

All  this  time  the  hat  is  being  deftly 
pinned  to  my  head.  It  is  only  by  a  su- 
preme effort  of  will  that  I  can  tear  it 
off,  most  of  my  hair  coming  down  in 
the  struggle;  but  I  am  determined  not 
to  be  hypnotized  into  submission  so 
early:  it  shows  such  pitiable  weakness. 

*I'm  only  looking,  not  buying,  and  I 
don't  like  that  hat,'  I  insist;  *  either  it  is 
too  young  or  I  am  too  old  —  in  fact,  I 
think  the  shapes  are  perfectly  terrible 
this  year.  Now  look  at  that  — '  And  I 
pointed  a  finger  of  derision  at  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a  fruit-basket  filled  with 
oranges  and  bananas  that  w^as  lying  on 
the  table  beside  me. 

Suddenly  a  female  more  like  a  Fury 
than  a  Shopper  bore  down  upon  me  with 
a  look  that  froze  my  blood. 

*  You  are  speaking  of  my  hai,  madam, 
and  it  is  not  for  sale,'  she  announced 
with  bitter  scorn.  *  Perhaps  you  did 
n't  know  that  yellow  is  all  the  rage  this 
year.'  And  she  flounced  away  bear- 
ing her  agricultural  exhibit  with  her. 
{Exit  slave,  hearing  fruit.) 

This  experience  unnerved  me  so  that 
I  felt  a  susceptibility  to  hypnotism  steal- 
ing over  me,  of  which  Miss  Hattie  was 
quick  to  take  advantage  by  producing 
head-coverings  of  other  shapes  and 
shades. 
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*How  should  you  like  something  in 
the  line  of  Burgundy?'  she  suggested, 
awaking  pleasant  memories  of  pre- 
prohibition  days;  *or  maize  is  very 
fashionable  this  year,  as  well  as  peli- 
can. Then  there  is  always  bisque,  or 
jade,  or  even  wistaria.' 

Where  were  the  blues  and  reds  that 
did  not  sail  under  false  colors?  Where 
were  the  browns  of  yesteryear?  I  tried 
to  intimate,  from  my  state  of  partial 
hypnosis,  that,  though  I  recognized  the 
faces  of  all  the  colors  she  was  introduc- 
ing to  me,  I  had  forgotten  their  names. 

*Now  you  just  leave  it  all  to  me,'  the 
skillful  practitioner  purred  soothingly; 
*  I  have  just  the  hat  for  you  —  some- 
thing refined,  and  at  the  same  time 
snappy.' 

She  placed  upon  my  fevered  brow  an 
austere  and  uncompromising  pyramid, 
designed  on  the  antediluvian  lines  of 
Mrs.  Noah's  hat,  as  remembered  in  my 
own  early  Noah's-Arkaic  days. 

'Say,  I'm  just  tickled  to  death  with 
the  way  you  look  in  that  hat,'  my  hyp- 
notizer  w^ent  on,  making  a  few  passes  in 
front  of  my  face,  thereby  completing 
her  mesmeric  success.  *  You 're  just 
stunning  in  it  —  perfectly  stunning.' 
('Yes,  and  stunned,  too,'  I  murmured 
inaudibly.) 

'The  way  the  brim  comes  down  and 
hides  your  face  is  just  too  becoming  for 
words.  Now  I 'm  going  to  put  your  old 
hat  in  a  piece  of  paper,  because  of  course 
you  want  to  wear  the  new  one  and  I 
don't  blame  you  —  not  one  mite.' 

Her  deft  fingers  were  working  as  fast 
as  her  tongue.  She  knew  that  I  must 
not  'come  to'  while  in  her  parlor. 

'Now,  here  you  are.  Miss  Smithkins. 
I'm  so  glad  we  had  just  what  you 
wanted,  and  so  cheap,  too.  Good-morn- 
ing. —  Come  again.  —  I  remember  the 
charge  address.'  And  before  I  knew  it 
I  was  in  the  street  below. 

My  first  coherent  thought  was  that 
I  had  not  even  asked  the  price  of  the 


hat  I  was  wearing;  and  I  did  not  en- 
tirely shake  off"  my  stupor  till  I  saw  my 
reflection  in  a  shop-window  and  awoke 
with  a  scream. 

ON  OUR  STREET 

At  the  risk  of  being  dubbed  egotisti- 
cally mendacious,  I  set  down  the  fact 
that  Pollyanna  would  have  thrived  on 
our  street.  The  typical  pessimist  (some- 
how or  other  I  have  n't  kept  step  with 
the  pessimists  well  enough  to  know  who 
he  may  be)  would  have  shriveled  up 
and  died. 

For  on  our  street  (and  I  set  it  apart 
in  a  paragraph  to  mark  its  importance) 
every  woman  is  in  love  with  her  hus- 
band and  her  home,  and  every  man  is 
in  love  with  his  wife  and  his  children. 

And  we  are  all  poor.  That  is,  in  a 
material  sense  we  are  poor.  We  would 
n't  trade  places  with  Rockefeller, 
though,  any  of  us.  He  has  a  bad  stom- 
ach, you  know.  And  we  can  eat  our 
own  fresh  cabbage  out  of  our  own  back- 
yard gardens,  and  sleep  the  night 
through  with  never  a  hoof-beat  of  the 
nocturnal  mare. 

Every  man  and  every  woman  on  our 
street  could  participate  with  full  privi- 
leges in  the  home-coming  celebrations 
of  several  and  sundry  colleges  scattered 
here  and  there  o^^r  the  globe.  Mr. 
Witwer,  with  his  Rhodes  scholarship, 
makes  this  last  statement  possible. 
Therefore,  the  traditional  spots  may  be 
knocked  forever  from  the  theory  that 
college  women  make  poor  wives  and 
poorer  mothers.  They  do  not.  We  can 
prove  it  on  our  street. 

The  age-limit  on  our  street  seems  to 
be  about  thirty-five.  The  salary-limit, 
so  far,  has  placed  itself  at  three  thou- 
sand; vide  Mr.  Witwer.  The  average  is 
twenty-four  hundred.  But  Mr.  Wit- 
wer's  little  girl  is  crippled,  and  the  dif- 
ference must  be  devoted  to  medical 
attention  for  her.  Last  week  the  doctor 
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told  us  that  in  another  year  she  may 
walk.  The  news  made  us  all  as  happy 
as  if  it  had  been  our  own  Dorothy  or 
our  own  Mary.  There  are  a  number  of 
little  Marys  on  our  street  and  a  cor- 
responding number  of  little  Johns. 
We  have  no  Gwendolyns  or  Percys. 

On  Saturday  afternoons  our  young 
assistant  professors  and  engineers  work 
on  our  lawns  and  our  gardens.  They 
all  wear  khaki  when  they  do  it,  and 
haul  out  their  old  puttees  or  boots.  For 
every  man  on  our  street  spent  his  al- 
lotted time  in  Uncle  Sam's  service,  and 
each  had  a  shoulder  decoration.  Some 
of  the  decorations  extended  to  the  left 
pocket-flap  before  they  returned  home. 
We  are  as  proud  of  these  as  if  the  right 
were  ours,  individually,  to  stow  them 
away  in  our  cedar  chests.  And  we  are  ^ 
as  proud  of  Mr.  Towner  in  his  olive- 
green-and-red  triangle  as  we  are  sym- 
pathetic of  his  fading  sight  that  de- 
barred him  from  more  active  service. 

We  share  three  or  four  *by-the-day' 
women,  to  help  us  over  the  hard  places, 
and,  aside  from  a  schoolgirl  or  two  to 
help  with  the  babies  once  in  a  while 
afternoons,  we  are  servantless.  Our 
husbands  operate  their  own  boot-black 
kits  and  pressing-boards.  They  boast 
about  the  shine  on  their  boots  and  the 
lack  of  shine  on  their  clothing. 

We  save  our  pleasure  pennies  for  the 
movies,  Galli-Curci,  football,  and  Sir 
Oliver  Lodge.  We  browse  about  the 
bookstalls  for  Einstein  and  Lansing, 
Kipling,  de  Maupassant,  *Opal,'  and 
Peter  B.  Kyne.  We  all  flivvered  down 
to  watch  the  bulletin-board  report  of 
the  July  bout,  and  came  back  with  the 
thought  predominant  that  peace  with 
Germany  had  been  consummated. 

Are  we  some  of  the  *wild  young 
people '  John  F.  Carter,  Jr.,  wrote  about 
last  September?  Should  n't  wonder  if 
we  were.  Our  men  were  at  Armaged- 
don. One  or  two  of  our  women  were 
there.  Most  of  us  have  an  easy  time 


convincing  our  parents,  when  they  park 
their  Packard  and  Peerless  plutocracy 
out  in  front  of  our  houses  and  come  in  to 
romp  with  the  children,  that  *this  is  the 
life.'  Our  particular  form  of  *wildness' 
seems  to  be  a  reversion  to  lace-paper 
valentine  days,  to  old-fashioned  gar- 
dens, old-fashioned  religion,  and  old- 
fashioned  marriage  days. 

We're  pretty  happy  on  our  street. 

AN  IMPULSIVE  ODE  TO  A  PICTURE 
OF  BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN  ON 
A  BOX  OF  SUGAR 

(On  or  about  his  ^15th  birthday) 

Great  Benjamin!  I  cheerfully  concede 
That,  to  Miss  Reed, 
As  hungry  and  half-ill 
Along  the  streets  of  Phil- 
adelphia you  sped, 
A-munching, 
A-crunching 

That  loaf  of  baker's  bread. 
You  may  have  seemed 
Beauteous  and  sightly, 
And  have  been  deemed 
A  person  rightly 
To  have  a  place 

—  That  is,  your  face  — 
Upon  a  sugar-box. 

And  afterwards  in  France, 
In  homespun  coat  and  pants. 
With  white  locks  streaming. 
And  from  your  countenance 
Kindness  perspiredly  beaming. 
You  certainly  had  them  clustering 

—  Those  demoiselles  — 

As  with  your  gracious  spells 
(Your  best  French  mustering), 
You  held  them  all 
In  thrall. 

Benjamin,  you  were  great 
In  all  affairs  of  state; 
Your  Almanac's  wise  pages 
Have  hurtled  down  the  ages 
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Its  precepts  terse  and  many, 

Teaching  a  spendthrift  nation 

The  art  of  conservation 

And  how  to  save  the  Penny. 

And  from  that  teeming  brain 

Came  forth  a  streaming  train 

Of  wonderful  inventions; 

And  it  was  thought  a  pity 

If,  in  (nearly)  every  city, 

You  were  not  head  of  each  committee 

At  all  conventions. 

But  You  and  Sugar !  O  Good  Benjamin, 
What  juxtaposition  does  this  put  you 
in! 

What  but  the  brain  of  some  young  pro- 
fiteer 

Would  e'er  have  thought  to  start  on 
A  scheme  to  paint  the  features  of  a 
seer 

Upon  a  sugar  carton? 
When  at  my  daily  task  in  kitchen,  cook- 
ing. 

To  sugar-box  I  go. 

Your  countenance  seems  to  me  severely 

looking, 
As  if  to  say,  *Go  slow.' 
As  in  I  dip,  you  seem  to  be  a-calling, 

*  Go  slow  —  go  slow  —  go  slower  — 
Market  reports  that  sugar 's  still  a-fall- 

ing; 

Wait  till  it  gets  still  lower.' 

And  now  when  early  strawberries  are 
needing  sweeting. 

And  rhubarb  clamors  for  the  sugar-box. 

Your  lips  reproachful  seem  to  be  en- 
treating, 

*  Cease  sugaring,'  and  then  to  be  repeat- 

ing 


Your  adage,  meant  the  prodigal  to 
move, 

*  Who  dainties  love,  you  know,  will  beg- 
gars prove.' 

('Twas  writ  to  touch  the  conscience  of 
the  cook  — 

The  fourteenth  page  in  his  *Poor 
Richard'  book.) 

And  when  it  comes  to  cake  and  lemon 
pie 

(With  all  that  rich  meringue), 
Your  presence  there  upon  my  sugar- 
box. 

Your  disapproving  scowl  —  it  fairly 

mocks; 
No  matter  what  I  try; 
I  fain  would  say,  *Go  'lang.' 
'T  is  true,  of  sugar  cooking  takes  a 

mint; 

Yet  with  all  due  respect  to  Richard's 
thrift, 

I  do  maintain  it  is  a  wondrous  gift 
To  make  good  stuff  to  eat 
And  make  it  sweet 
Yet  put  no  sugar  in 't. 

I'm  glad.  Good  Benjamin,  to  gaze  on 
thee 

Hanging  in  state-house  and  the  halls  of 
Art; 

Your  homely  features,  lit  with  charity, 
Are  of  our  nation's  life  a  treasured  part; 
But  would  you  mind  it  greatly  if  I  say, 
I  believe  it  would  ensure  us 
More  freedom  in  a  culinary  way, 
If  they  would  take  you  off  and  put  on, 

say — 
Say,  Epicurus. 
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Cornelia  J.  Cannon,  wife  of  the  distin- 
guished biologist,  Professor  Walter  B.  Can- 
non, will  be  remembered  as  the  author  of 
the  striking  paper,  'Can  our  Civilization 
Maintain  Itself? '  in  the  Atlantic  for  Novem- 
ber, 1920.  E.  Barrington  is  a  British  traveler 
and  scholar.  That  passionate  pilgrim,  A.  Ed- 
ward Newton,  sends  us  a  post-card  announc- 
ing the  consummation  of  his  pious  journey 
to  Wales,  where  he  has  just  placed  a  memo- 
rial nosegay  on  the  grave  of  his  *  Light-Blue 
Stocking,'  Mrs.  Thrale.  Warren  K.  Moore- 
head,  an  archaeologist  of  long  experience 
and  of  recognized  authority  in  his  chosen 
field,  and  member  of  the  National  Board 
of  Indian  Commissioners,  is  Curator  of 
the  Department  of  Archaeology  at  Phillips 
Academy,  Andover. 

*  *  * 

Mrs.  A.  Devereux  (Cornelia  N.)  writes 
to  the  editor  from  Albany  that  the  experi- 
ences described  in  these  letters  befell  her 

on  the  exact  road  which  is  now  the  Union  Pacific 
R.R.  The  engineers  who  were  so  kind  to  us  were 
part  of  the  1st  Corps  [commanded]  by  Maj.  Gen. 
Dodge,  sent  out  to  survey  the  ground  for  the 
Union  Pacific.  The  date  of  my  husband's  going 
out  on  'the  Plains,'  [she  adds]  ...  is  fixed  in 
my  memory,  definitely,  because  he  was  all  ready 
to  put  his  horses  in  the  wagon  ...  on  Saturday, 
when,  a  last  errand  taking  him  to  the  business 
part  of  town,  he  learned  of  the  death  of  Abraham 
Lincoln;  and  as  he  was  Pastor  of  the  Congrega- 
tional Church  in  Council  Bluffs  at  that  time,  he 
said  he  must  wait  to  start  on  his  vacation  excur- 
sion, reopen  the  church,  and  preach  a  sermon  to 
lead  his  people  in  their  intense  grief. 

At  ninety-three,  she  writes  as  vigorously 
as  if  the  habit  of  correspondence  were  still 
strong  upon  her. 

*  *  * 

Charles  H.  Grandgent,  for  many  years 
Professor  of  Romance  Languages  at  Har- 
vard, is  a  Dantean  of  wide  reputation. 
Stuart  P.  Sherman,  critic  and  philosopher, 
is  Professor  of  English  at  the  University  of 
Illinois.  Edgar  J.  Goodspeed  is  a  professor 
of  Biblical  lore  in  the  University  of  Chicago, 
who  seasons  his  patristic  learning  with  the 
love  of  strictly  (;()jitcrn])orary  life.  Emma 
Lawrence  (Mrs.  John  S.  Lawrence,  of  Bos- 
ton) is  a  new  writer,  several  of  whose  stories 
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will  appear  in  the  Atlantic  during  the  win- 
ter. Amy  Lowell,  critic,  scholar,  and  poet, 
lives  in  Brookline,  Massachusetts.  Joseph 
Fort  Newton  is  pastor  of  the  Church  of 
the  Divine  Paternity,  in  New  York  City. 
Lieutenant-Commander  Kenneth  Chafee 
Mcintosh,  U.S.N.,  is  stationed  at  the  Naval 
Air  Station  at  Pensacola,  Florida.  Cary 
Gamble  Lowndes  is  a  banker  of  Baltimore, 
a  sportsman,  and  an  adventurer  in  letters. 

*  *  * 

L.  J.  S.  Wood,  the  Rome  correspondent  of 
the  well-known  British  Catholic  weekly,  the 
Tablet,  has  lived  in  Rome  for  many  years, 
and  has  devoted  serious  study  to  the  poli- 
tics of  both  the  Quirinal  and  the  Vatican. 
Dr.  A.  Shadwell,  the  veteran  Labor  editor  of 
the  London  Tme^,  after  practising  medicine 
in  his  early  days,  has  given  himself  up  to  the 
study  of  sociological  and  industrial  ques- 
tions. He  has  traveled  widely  and  has  inves- 
tigated conditions  in  Canada  and  the  United 
States,  as  well  as  in  Russia,  Germany,  and 
England.  Any  personal  characterization  of 
Dr.  Shadwell  should  mention  the  list  of  his 
amusements  as  he  gives  them  in  Who's  Who. 
'Recreations:  being  taken  out  by  his  dogs, 
fishing,  music'  —  the  pastimes  of  a  philos- 
opher. Arthur  E.  Suffem,  head  of  the 
Department  of  Economics  at  Beloit  College, 
is  the  author  of  'Conciliation  and  Arbitra- 
tion in  the  Coal  Industry  of  America,'  which 
took  the  first  prize  in  the  Hart,  Schaffner 
and  Marx  Economic  Essay  Contest  in  1913. 
In  1914  he  was  made  Special  Investigator 
of  the  Coal  Industry  by  the  U.S.  Commis- 
sion on  Industrial  Relations.  Russell  Robb 
is  a  member  of  the  famous  Boston  firm  of 
Stone  and  Webster. 

*  *  * 

Here  are  answers  to  questionings  perhaps 
more  frequent  than  any  others,  regarding 
the  *new'  education. 

Antioch  College,  Ohio,  July  15,  1921. 
Dear  Atlantic,  — 

Nothing  constitutes  me  a  spokesman  for  the 
progressive  school  movement  except,  inspired 
thereto  by  the  communication  of  M.  T.  H.  in  the 
July  Contributors'  Column,  my  insistent  desire 
for  expression.  Tf  you  will  humor  me  so  far,  I  will 
limit  myself  to  two  points. 
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It  is  unnecessary  to  teach  a  child  obedience: 
that  is  instinctive.  Every  parent  can  testify  to 
the  beautiful,  implicit  obedience  that  children 
yield  —  sometimes.  In  other  words,  it  is  not  re- 
spect for  authority  which  is  needed,  for  one  can- 
not help  respecting  it  when  one  meets  it.  What 
we  need  to  teach  is,  how  to  recognize  authority 
and  how  to  tell  the  spurious  from  the  genuine. 
Now,  the  trouble  with  the  conventional  school  is 
too  often  that  the  teacher,  though  but  a  scribe, 
as  Dallas  Lore  Sharp  points  out,  attempts  to  ex- 
ercise authority.  Ctf  course,  when  the  children 
find  it  out,  —  as  they  do,  —  they  resent  it,  and 
thus  definitely  learn  disrespect  for  authority- 
claimants  in  general.  In  the  new  schools,  no  one 
claims  the  respect  due  authority,  but  everyone, 
teacher  and  pupil  alike,  strives  to  earn  it. 

Much  the  same  reasoning  applies  to  the  disci- 
pline in  doing  what  you  do  not  want  to  do,  which 
is  thought  so  necessary.  The  only  true  and  use- 
ful discipline  is  that  which  is  seK-imposed.  And 
that  sort  of  discipline  is  abundantly  present  in 
the  progressive  school.  Does  anyone  think  that 
the  sometimes  elaborate  projects  get  miraculously 
done  without  tiresome  details  and  hard  work.? 
Can  it  be  imagined  that  a  school  which  deliber- 
ately seeks  to  keep  its  pupils  under  real  life-con- 
ditions could  or  would  eliminate  the  '  irksomeness 
of  the  steady  grind'?  Drudgery  it  does  virtually 
eliminate,  for  drudgery  is  a  state  of  mind,  due  to 
being  compelled  to  labor  without  illumination 
and  without  understanding  and  without  joy. 
The  pupil  in  the  progressive  school  knows  full 
well  the  'weariness  of  routine';  has  learned  what 
the  pupil  in  the  conventional  school  rarely  learns, 
that  'the  world's  work  must  be  done  somehow' 
—  what  has  the  orthodox  curriculum  got  to  do 
with  the  'world's  work'?  But  he  learns  also  why 
it  must  be  done,  and  how  it  may  be  made  a  thing 
of  joy  because  of  some  imderlying  purpose.  The 
curse  of  our  age  is  that  so  many  are  asking  whe- 
ther the  world's  work  is  worth  doing.  Is  this  be- 
cause so  many  are  more  —  not  better  —  edu- 
cated? The  aim  of  education  for  life  is  to  send  the 
child  forth  to  do  the  work  of  the  world,  even  the 
weary  routine  (no  longer  unintelligible  drudgery, 
however)  with  eager  zest,  because  the  adventure  of 
life  is  worth  while.  Horace  B.  English. 
*  *  * 

Askalon,  too! 

So.  Pasadena,  Cal.,  June  28,  1921. 
Dear  Atlantic,  — 

Does  the  following  incident  suggest  that  there 
is  'culture'  in  Pasadena  like  unto  Chicago  and 
Boston? 

A  few  days  ago  I  made  some  purchases  in  a 
grocery;  the  clerk  who  served  me  offered  to  carry 
my  packages  to  my  automobile,  and  as  we  walked 
to  it,  he  waved  his  hand  toward  the  many  auto- 
mobiles parked  along  the  street  and  said,  '  These 
more  than  anything  fulfill  the  words  of  the 
prophet.' 

'How  is  that?'  I  asked. 

And  he  replied :  * "  The  chariots  shall  rage  in  the 
streets,  they  shall  jostle  one  against  another  in 
the  broadways;  they  shall  seem  like  torches  and 
they  shall  nm  like  the  lightnings." ' 


I  did  not  know  what  prophet  said  it,  and  I  was 
so  amazed  I  had  not  the  wit  to  ask;  but  on  reach- 
ing home  I  found  it  in  the  second  chapter  of  Na- 
hum.  Could  there  be  a  more  apt  description  of 
of  the  ways  and  appearance  of  the  modern 
chariot?      Very  truly, 

Grace  C.  Simons. 

*  *  * 

There  will  be  cramps  in  the  nation's  *  in- 
nards' before  the  last  Jew  is  assimilated. 
That  we  have  always  thought,  and  here  is 
proof  of  it. 

New  York  City,  July  1,  1921. 
Dear  Atlantic,  — 

A  Jew  of  Jews,  like  the  undersigned,  stands 
aghast  before  the  present-day  flood  of  articles  on 
the  Jewish  question.  'T  is  a  veritable  pogrom  in 
printer's  ink.  And  inky  pogroms  are  deadlier 
than  bloody  ones,  and  blacker. 

As  a  Super-Jew,  I  feel  at  any  rate  grateful  for 
the  sympathetic  tone  of  Paid  Scott  Mowrer's 
disquisition  on  'The  Assimilation  of  Israel.' 
But  how  weak  in  its  argument!  The  Jew,  for- 
sooth, does  not  assimilate:  he  refuses  to  inter- 
marry, and  occasionally  attends  the  synagogue. 
Ergo,  his  is  a  double  allegiance!  And  this  in  the 
same  breath  with  the  statement  that  the  Jew  has 
given  evidence  during  the  great  war  of  his  loyalty 
to  America.  In  what  way,  then,  does  religious 
loyalty  interfere  with  political  allegiance? 

And  the  solution  of  the  problem?  Intermar- 
riage —  Q.E.D.  But  this  is  no  solution  of  the  Jew- 
ish question;  rather,  a  dissolution  of  the  Jewish 
people.  It  means,  let  the  Jew  cease  to  be  a  Jew, 
and  he  will  have  no  trouble. 

Mr.  Mowrer's  article  is  an  illustration  of  the 
greatest  of  all  sins  —  the  Sin  of  Being  Different. 
Life  is  a  monstrous  rubber-stamp  affair.  Liking 
depends  on  likeness.  The  Unlike  must  be  anni- 
hilated. The  sympathetic  ones,  like  Mr.  Mowrer, 
would  kill  the  Jew  with  kindness.  Euthanasia  — 

To  many  a  thinking  Jew,  as  to  a  few  thought- 
ful GentUes,  the  remedy  seems  to  be,  not  in  the 
Jews  ceasing  to  be  Jews,  but  in  the  Christians 
becoming  Christians. 

All  this  is  said  with  no  malice,  and  with  a  pain- 
ful consciousness  of  the  nearness  of  the  waste- 
basket  to  the  editorial  desk.  But  I  feel  that  there 
is  a  great  deal  of  amateurishness  in  all  these  dis- 
cussions of  the  Jewish  problem.  The  expert  has 
not  yet  been  heard  from.  The  undersigned  does 
not  claim  to  be  an  expert.  But  he  proudly  pro- 
claims himseK  a  Jew  of  Jews,  and  a  Pharisee. 
And  while  everybody  has  something  unbecoming 
to  say  about  the  Pharisee,  why  should  not  the 
Pharisee  be  given  a  chance  to  state  his  own 
case? 

Respectfully, 
Joel  Blau. 
Rabhi,  Temple  Peni-El,  New  York  City. 

*  *  * 

If  ever  we  showed  disrespect  toward  the 
art  of  Charlie  Chaplin,  may  we  be  forgiven! 
Here's  matter  worth  reading. 
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Arlington,  Fla.,  July  12,  1921. 
Editor  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
Dear  Sir,  — 

The  interesting  article  on  the  movies  in  the 
current  number  of  your  magazine  omits  what 
seems  to  me  to  be  a  very  important  feature  of  the 
film  pictures.  People  leading  the  monotonous 
lives  that  the  largest  numbers  of  our  population 
do  —  and  it  is  the  same  all  over  the  world  —  are 
patronizing  these  shows  for  the  hypnotic  effect 
produced.  Charlie  Chaplin  is  not  merely  a  great 
artist,  but  he  is  a  careful  student  of  psychology, 
and  he  has  proved  that  it  is  the  gliding  move- 
ments of  his  feet  and  entire  figure  which  carry  the 
minds  of  his  guests  along  with  the  smoothly  flow- 
ing current  of  a  pleasant  dream.  He  carefully 
avoids  changing  the  focus'  of  the  eyes  of  the  spec- 
tators by  forcing  them  to  read  any  inserts,  and 
keeps  cleverly  devised  scenes  moving  swiftly 
across  the  screen.  The  audiences  are  lulled  into 
rest  and  f  orgetf  ulness  of  the  incidents  of  everyday 
life,  and  are  unconscious  of  the  lapse  of  time. 

The  movies  take  the  place  of  alcoholic  stimu- 
lants or  drugs,  and  are  so  much  cheaper  that  they 
would  be  used  to  a  much  greater  extent  if  the 
scenarios  were  only  written  in  the  proper  way, 
without  any  attempt  to  transpose  literature. 
Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor,  alike  enjoy  a  pleas- 
ant dream  while  harmlessly  hypnotized.  In  my 
opinion  there  should  not  be  a  line  of  script;  there 
should  not  be  the  slightest  attempt  to  instruct  or 
elevate  or  degrade  —  just  scenes  from  life  and  ac- 
tion. Music  can  be  introduced  if  the  musicians 
are  kept  out  of  sight,  and  if  it  is  of  the  same  soft 
and  low  and  sweet  kind  that  comes  to  us  in  pleas- 
ant dreams.  Nothing  must  be  allowed  to  happen 
in  the  theatre  to  arouse  us  from  our  hypnotic  state. 

There  is  no  telling  what  pleasure  may  be  given 
to  a  world-weary  race  by  the  development  of  this 
new  discovery  of  a  practical  method  of  sending  us 
off  into  those  wonderful  regions  which  Shakespeare 
alone  could  describe.  If  he  could  only  have  had 
this  new  medium,  instead  of  the  crude  genre  of 
language,  we  should  now  be  reveling  in  visions 
such  as  we  have  no  conception  of  in  the  dull  lives 
we  are  now  leading,  amid  the  confusing  noises  and 
ugly  surroundings  of  our  so-called  civilization. 
The  newest  art  may  easily  become  the  greatest  of 
all,  and  its  development  cannot  proceed  too  rap- 
idly if  it  only  moves  along  the  right  lines ;  and  so 
far  Charlie  Chaplin  is  the  true  pioneer  who  is 
pointing  the  way  to  better  days. 

Yours  very  truly, 

R.  S.  Rowland. 

And,  speaking  of  movies,  here  is  another 
letter  with  a  different  story. 

Dear  Atlantic,  — 

Katharine  Fullerton  Gerould's  discerning  and 
thought-provoking  article  on  'Movies,'  in  the 
July  issue,  seems  to  me  of  not  quite  the  even  ex- 
cellence of  most  of  her  papers.  In  the  second  and 
more  academic  section,  on  what  the  movies  might 
be,  her  analysis  is  penetrating.  In  the  first  sec- 
tion, on  what  they  are,  she  tends  to  illustrate  her 
opening  remark  that  there  is  a  lot  about  movies 
she  does  n't  know.  On  any  such  ignorance,  how- 
ever, she  is  to  be,  in  some  ways,  congratulated. 


Incidentally,  there  are  a  number  of  irresponsible 
statements  or  implications:  that  Aristotle  or- 
dained three  'sacred'  unities;  that  an  epic  need 
have  no  unity  of  action;  that  movies  can  be  jas- 
tified  if  they  keep  their  patrons  from  something 
worse;  and  that  the  notion  that  saloons  were 
vicious  is  a  joke. 

The  assertion  that  the  peril  of  the  moving-pic- 
ture is  sensationalism  and  cheap  sentimentalism, 
rather  than  salaciousness,  is  eminently  true.  Life 
once  had  a  picture  of  the  front  rows  of  children 
watching  wholesale  murder  on  the  screen,  with 
the  title,  '  Passed  by  the  National  Board  of  Cen- 
sorship.' Annette  Kellerman  sans  everything  is 
wholesomeness  itself,  compared  to  such  free  play 
of  jealousy,  hate,  and  murder. 

But  I  cannot  agree  that  'motion-picture  pro- 
ducers are  much  more  scrupulous  than  theatrical 
managers.'  The  salaciousness  which  is,  to  a  con- 
siderable extent,  kept  out  of  films  by  the  censors 
is  worked  for  all  it  is  worth  in  uncensored  adver- 
tisements. The  movies  have  made  'vamp'  (a 
savage  euphemism  for '  courtesan')  a  word  lightly 
used  by  young  girls,  have  familiarized  patrons 
with  low  dance-halls  and  dens  of  crime,  and,  if 
'they  have  closed  up'  any  'literary  red-light  dis- 
trict,' it  was  only  to  reopen  it  under  new  manage- 
ment. 

The  one  fault,  sex-appeal,  which  has  been 
partly  checked  in  moving-pictures,  is,  except  for 
an  occasional  undesirable  crook  play,  about  the 
only  'positive  moral  charge  which  can  be  brought 
against  the  regular  stage.  (Even  here  the  some- 
times under-dressed  chorus  is  balanced  by  the 
bathing-girls  so  featured  in  the  movies,  and  the 
most  undressed  revues  are  often  quite  free  from 
vulgar  lines.)  On  the  other  hand,  moving-pic- 
tures have  evil  contacts  with  many  more  phases 
of  life.  They  are  at  their  worst  when  they  take 
themselves  seriously,  and  they  do  preach  inces- 
santly. The  movies  have  taken  over  the  problem- 
play  and  are  always  attacking  marriage,  divorce, 
or  birth-control  —  championing  some  supposed 
reform  which  will  give  them  license  to  portray 
what  may  be  advertised,  and  to  some  extent 
filmed,  pruriently,  or  in  some  other  sensational 
manner. 

The  film  comedies  have  this  much  of  palliation, 
however:  they  do  not  insist  on  being  taken  seri- 
ously. No  wonder  Mrs.  Gerould  is  not  proud  of 
Charlie  Chaplin  as  American  Ambassador-at- 
Large.  But  this  much  can  be  said  for  the  stock 
characters  of  slap-stick  comedy  (those  of  the  old 
Italian  farce,  Punchinello,  Mutt  and  Jeff,  Char- 
lie Chaplin) :  the  whole  point  of  them  is  their  in- 
destructibility, though  they  '  die  daily,'  and  their 
lack  of  amenability  to  moral  sanctions,  —  that  is, 
their  unreality.  It  is  not  Mutt  or  Charlie  (or  the 
characters  of  the  real  stage,  for  that  matter) 
whom  romantic  youngsters  pattern  after  and  so 
get  into  trouble  —  as  in  the  last  of  the  'Juvenile 
Court  Sketches'  in  the  June  Atlantic;  it  is  the 
characters  of  the  movie  'dramas,'  for  they  seem 
convincing  and  real. 

A  last  serious  charge  against  the  pictures  is 
that  they  disregard  the  laws  of  physical  and 
moral  cause  and  effect,  except  for  a  few  yards  of 
hasty,  hypocritical  reconciliation  with  them  at 
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the  end  of  the  film.  A  man  or  woman  may  go  the 
hmit;  but  an  easy  reformation,  feebly  motived, 
the  opportune  deaths  of  a  few  extra  wives,  hus- 
bands, or  incriminating  witnesses,  and  other 
deus-ex-machina  contrivances,  readily  clear  the 
way  for  them  to  retain,  under  a  semblance  of 
righteousness,  their  ill-gotten  gains  or  pleasures. 
Whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  he  can  reap  some- 
thing else  with  a  little  manipulation  at  the  studio. 

Mrs.  Gerould's  constructive  criticisms  of  the 
cinema  are  admirable;  in  her  destructive  criti- 
cisms she  has  praised  them  with  faint  damnation. 

Clyde  Murley. 

And,  by  way  of  final  suggestion,  this :  — 

Dear  Atlantic, — 

Mrs.  Gerould's  article  on  the  movies  is  one  of 
the  happiest  of  her  many  delightful  contributions 
to  the  Atlantic.  She  pungently  phrases  what 
many  of  us  have  been  soberly  feeling  about 
the  movies'  vulgarity,  sensationalism,  and  senti- 
mentalism.  She  also  feels  the  big  epic  and  realis- 
tic appeal  that  may  be  made,  and,  for  that  mat- 
ter, has  been  accomplished,  to  a  certain  extent. 

May  I  make  a  supplemental  suggestion,  along 
the  lines  of  what  we  want  the  movie  to  become  — • 
namely,  a  work  of  art.^*  The  movie  is  not  drama, 
says  Mrs.  Gerould.  Very  true.  But  it  is  a  picture 
—  not  necessarily  a  realistic  or  epic  picture,  at 
that.  All  the  world  loves  good  pictures.  We  hang 
them  in  galleries  and  call  them  art.  A  moving- 
picture  has  all  the  advantages  of  a  static  picture, 
save  one,  —  color,  —  and  that,  we  are  told,  will 
soon  be  supplied  by  a  new  process  of  color-photo- 
graphy. Moreover,  the  movie  has  an  advantage 
which  the  painting  has  not,  namely,  motion. 

Why  can't  we  have  the  tragedy  and  comedy  of 
life  portrayed  by  motion.?  In  other  words,  why 
should  not  the  art  of  pantomine  be  revived? 
Likewise,  the  art  of  dancing.  Sculpture,  too, 
might  come  to  life.  New  phases  of  art  might  be 
tested,  —  cubist,  futurist,  what  not,  —  and  new 
theories  of  stagecraft  would  inevitably  develop. 
As  for  suggestions  from  the  past,  I  can  imagine  a 
farcical  skit,  Moliere-like  in  texture,  in  which  gro- 
tesquerie  would  prove  an  art;  another,  a  dancing 
pantomime  of  lyric  love,  a  veritable  spring  song; 
Judith  of  Bethulia,  a  pantomime  of  tragic  intensi- 
ty; and  the  Book  of  Ruth,  one  of  solemn  beauty. 

If  only  the  movie  would  stop  trying  to  talk,  it 
might  act.  It  could  move  the  world  with  the 
poetry  of  motion.  LeRoy  Arnold. 

*  *  * 

How  often  must  we  be  told  that  in  the 
wilderness  true  values  appear? 

Camp  Yale,  Daily,  Col.,  July  6,  1921. 
Dear  Atlantic,  — • 

It  is  tough,  as  well  as  inconvenient,  to  be  poor, 
but  honest,  and  I  am  wandering  if  the  opposite 
life  is  any  better  —  that  is,  less  inconvenient.  I 
have  stopped  working,  and  therefore  my  income 
ceases  to  flow  into  my  coffers,  if  such  an  old- 
fashioned  thing  still  exists  in  this  modern  age.  I 
am  enjoying  a  sort  of  enforced  exile  up  8000  feet 
in  the  air,  camping  by  my  lonesome,  and  I  assure 
you  it  is  great  fun. 

The  dreaded  hour  has  arrived  when  my  sub- 


scription to  Boston's  only  magazine  has  expired, 
and  I  must  decide  between  two  alternatives: 
shall  I  renew  my  subscription  immediately  and 
live  for  a  while  on  beans,  which,  though  a  Boston- 
ian,  I  dislike,  or  shall  I  expend  the  money  on  food 
for  the  body?  Here  is  where  the  inconvenience  of 
being  poor  but  honest  comes  in.  I  might  borrow 
the  magazine  from  some  good  Samaritan;  but  I 
very  much  doubt  if  the  ranchers  around  here  ever 
read  the  Atlantic. 

I  must  confess,  Atlantic,  that  I  have  literary 
ambitions,  which  one  of  my  English  professors  in 
college  seemingly  tried  to  destroy;  for  he  had  a 
very  disagreeable  habit  of  selecting  my  themes 
and  exposing  their  crudeness  to  the  public  gaze. 
According  to  him,  my  sins  of  ommision  and  com- 
mision  were  like  the  sands  of  the  sea.  First,  he 
began  to  howl  over  my  scarcity  of  commas;  and 
when  I  tried  to  satisfy  him  by  scattering  them 
liberally  around,  he  objected  very  sarcastically. 
Then,  at  another  time,  he  read  a  short  story  of 
mine  in  which  the  hero's  name  changed  very  fre- 
quently. I  wrote  that  story  in  a  hurry  and  could 
not  remember  my  hero's  name.  Fortunately,  I 
did  not  have  a  heroine.  I  hope,  Atlantic,  you  are 
not  so  particular  as  to  commas  and  the  changing 
of  the  hero's  name. 

During  the  past  few  months,  the  Atlantic  has 
contained  many  articles  on  education,  and  I 
think  that  something  is  the  matter  with  our  edu- 
cational system,  for,  in  spite  of  a  college  educa- 
tion, and  some  experience  in  teaching,  I  am  hav- 
ing the  deuce  of  a  time  to  spell  some  words,  and  I 
have  no  dictionary  here.  If  I  have  mispelled  a 
few  words,  please  overlook  them  and  blame  it  not 
on  my  ignorance  but  on  the  system. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Abraham  Segal. 

P.S.  Have  decided  to  live  on  beans. 

*  *  * 

How  we  came  to  say  it  is  past  understand- 
ing, but  say  it  we  did.  We  make  tardy 
amends  to  our  readers  by  printing  these 
pleasant  paragraphs  from  a  friendly  reader, 
Mr.  H.  W.  YozaU. 

I  am  sorry  to  see  in  the  June  Atlantic  one  of 
your  contributors  assigning  Lewis  Carroll  to  the 
University  of  Cambridge.  Shades  of  Wolsey  and 
Henry  VIII,  the  faculty  of  whose  great  iEdes 
Christi  Dodgson  so  originally  adorned! 

My  father  once  told  me  of  dining  at  the  high 
table  of  the  House,  and  listening  with  eager  ex- 
pectation for  the  witticisms  of  Dodgson,  who  was 
sitting  opposite.  But  not  one  word  did  he  speak 
during  the  whole  meal.  They  adjourned  to  the 
senior  common  room  for  nuts  and  wine,  and  talk 
fell  on  the  subject  of  notes  used  by  famous  speak- 
ers and  various  systems  of  memorizing.  The 
Dean  told  how  Charles  Dickens  always  visualized 
his  lecture  as  a  wheel,  with  the  different  divisions 
as  its  spokes.  After  completing  each  division,  he 
would  strike  away  a  spoke  with  a  curious  gesture 
of  the  right  arm.  '  And  when  he  came  to  the  last 
spoke,'  said  the  Dean  —  '  Then  he  had  spoken,' 
Dodgson  interrupted,  and  relapsed  into  silence 
for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 
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Finally,  you  of  course  have  heard  how  Queen 
Victoria,  having  read  Alice  in  Wonderland,  wrote 
to  the  author  commanding  him  to  send  her  his 
next  book;  to  which  request  Dodgson  responded 
by  sending  his  Symbolic  Logic. 

*  *  * 

Many  readers  to  whom  Miss  Converse's 
miracle  play  gave  pleasure  will  care  to  learn 
that,  besides  a  great  number  of  perform- 
ances in  many  American  church  communi- 
ties, the  play  was  given  by  the  International 
College  in  Smyrna,  under  extraordinarily 
picturesque  conditions. 

To  THE  Editors  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly 

Boston,  Massachusetts 
The  Best  Country  in  the  World 
Dear  Atlantic,  — 

There  are  a  lot  of  people  out  here  in  Smyrna, 
and  in  other  parts  of  the  Near  East,  who  are  very 
grateful  to  you  for  publishing  in  your  March  issue 
that  beautiful  little  play  by  Florence  Converse, 
'  Thy  Kingdom  Come.' 

Each  year  we  hold  a  student  conference  here 
at  Smyrna.  The  conference  is  held  on  the  campus 
of  the  International  College  at  Paradise.  (We  did 
not  name  the  place.  The  Romans  called  it  Para- 
diso  long  years  ago.  We  try  to  make  good  on  the 
name.)  This  year  there  were  delegates  from  the 
Balkans,  Asia  Minor,  Greece,  Syria,  and  Egypt. 

On  one  evening  of  the  conference,  just  at  sun- 
set, we  presented  Miss  Converse's  *  Thy  Kingdom 
Come.'  Faculty,  students,  and  faculty  children 
took  part.  Some  three  hundred  watched  the  play 
in  reverent  silence.  The  play  was  given  outdoors, 
in  a  little  natural  theatre  on  a  hillside  overlooking 
a  valley,  where  the  ruins  of  old  Roman  aqueducts 
added  to  the  impressiveness  of  the  hour.  In  the 
background  was  a  hill  that  might  have  been  Cal- 
vary. Natural  rocks  formed  the  tomb. 

The  parts  had  been  studied  for  weeks,  and  the 
costumes  were  perfect.  The  speaking  and  the  ac- 
tion were  so  natural  that  one  forgot  for  the  time 
that  it  was  but  a  presentation.  It  thrilled  with 
present  life.  Of  course  the  conference  helped 
create  an  atmosphere  almost  ideal,  and  the  play 
was  given  the  week  following  the  Eastern  Easter. 
We  left  out  a  little  of  the  doughboy  slang,  which 
many  of  these  students  would  not  have  under- 
stood, and  we  added  one  thing.  As  the  angels 
came  over  the  brow  of  the  hill,  to  roll  the  stone 
away,  a  chorus  of  girls,  hidden  in  a  cleft  of  rocks 
below  in  the  valley,  sang,  — 

*  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day. 

Alleluia! 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say. 

Alleluia ! ' 

There  was  truly  a  thrill  as  those  clear  young 
voices  carried  the  song  of  triumph  through  verse 
after  verse.  It  seemed  as  if  angelic  voices  had 
joined  the  earthly  choir. 

Cordially  yours, 

S.  Ralph  IIaulow. 


Not  the  lost  Atlantis,  but  the  lost  Atlan- 
ticy  gives  the  fine  tragic  note  nowadays. 
Here  is  a  sequel  to  the  grim  story  in  the  June 
Column. 

Dear  Atlantic, — 

I  was  more  than  ordinarily  interested  in  your 
published  account  of  the  man  who  stole  a  copy  of 
the  Atlantic  Monthly.  Here  in  Portland,  Oregon, 
I  stepped  to  a  newstand  at  Morrison  and  Fourth 
streets,  to  buy  a  Saturday  Evening  Post  contain- 
ing an  article  by  H.  G.  Wells,  and  had  recrossed 
the  street,  when  two  men  came  running  up. 

'You  got  an  Atlantic,'  one  of  them  said. 

'  No,'  I  replied,  thinking  they  had  brought  me 
a  copy  they  supposed  I  had  bought  and  left  on 
the  coimter.  '  I  got  a  Saturday  Evening  Post.' 

'No,  you  got  an  Atlantic  on  the  stand  across 
the  street.' 

I  did  not  yet  grasp  the  situation,  and  replied 
that  I  bought  my  Atlantic  some  days  before. 

'But  you  were  seen  to  take  it.  You  took  it 
from  the  stand.' 

Then  I  understood  what  had  happened.  Some- 
one not  myself  had  stolen  a  copy  from  the  stand. 
It  appears  that  out  here  the  Atlantic  is  one  of  the 
fundamental  needs  of  the  human  race;  so  much  so 
that,  lacking  the  price,  one  must  steal  it.  The  in- 
cident you  publish  seems  to  prove  that  human 
hunger  for  the  Atlantic  is  not  confined  to  the 
Pacific  Coast.  M.  O.  N. 

*  *  * 

Now  and  again  brides  have  written  us 
that  they  are  taking  the  Atlantic  with  them 
on  their  honeymoon.  Those  were  pretty 
compliments,  of  course;  but  here  is  incense. 

Dear  Atlantic, — 

This  is  not  Boston —  far,  far  from  it.  Yet  the 
other  day,  when  caring  for  a  young  mother  (a 
country  girl  —  Texas-born  and  bred),  I  entered 
her  room  and  found  the  young  mother  lying  be- 
side her  half-hour-old  son,  happy  and  comforta- 
ble —  reading  the  last  Atlantic. 

Our  Texas  sunshine  seems  to  produce  vigorous 
bodies  and  minds.         Alice  I.  B.  Masset. 

Why  drag  in  Texas  sunshine! 

*  *  * 

When  Miss  Dora  M.  Briggs  wrote  us  the 
interesting  letter  regarding  her  unpleasant 
experience  before  a  Naturalization  Board, 
which  we  published  in  the  Atlantic  for  July, 
she  dated  her  communication  from  Spring- 
field, Massachusetts.  We  published  the  let- 
ter with  the  date-line,  and  thus  passed  on  to 
our  readers  the  mistaken  impression  we  our- 
selves received  —  that  it  is  upon  Springfield 
that  the  stigma  rests.  At  the  time  it  seemed 
extraordinary,  for  Springfield  is  famous  for 
its  civic  sense.  We  are  glad  to  announce  that 
the  responsibility  should  be  placed  elsewhere. 
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We  cleared  our  editorial  throat  a  month  ago  for 
a  few  remarks  about  the  October  publications  of 
the  Atlantic  Monthly  Press.  Since  that  time  good 
luck  has  thrown  in  our  way  a  saying  of  Vauve- 
nargue's,  which  applies  with  peculiar  aptness  to 
Major  Higginson,  whose  Life  and  Letters,  by 
Professor  Bliss  Perry,  is  one  of  the  autumn  books 
about  which  a  gi-eat  deal  might  be  said.  'What 
makes  a  fine  life,'  the  saying  runs,  'is  a  great 
thought  of  youth  realized  in  maturer  years.' 

Henry  Lee  Higginson,  studying  music  abroad 
in  the  fifties,  had  the  great  thought  of  providing 
for  the  people  of  his  own  city  and  country  orches- 
tral music  just  as  beautiful  and  uplifting  as  that 
which  he  was  hearing  in  Vienna.  In  his  maturer 
years,  after  hard  work  with  a  definite  object  in 
view,  he  realized  this  thought  through  the  foun- 
dation of  the  Boston  Symphony  Orchestra,  which 
he  maintained  for  nearly  forty  years.  The  French 
moralist  could  not  have  found  a  better  embodi- 
ment of  the  truth  contained  in  his  generalization. 

If  Major  Higginson's  contribution  to  the  cause 
of  music  in  America  had  been  all  that  he  accom- 
plished, it  would  have  been  much.  But  many 
other  good  causes  —  education,  the  best  citizen- 
ship, and  human  betterment  in  many  forms  — 
were  close  to  his  heart,  and  to  all  of  these  he  made 
the  contribution  of  a  great  personality.  For- 
tunately this  was  expressed  through  a  steady  out- 
pouring of  highly  characteristic  letters,  fiUed  with 
the  writer's  own  generosity,  humor,  and  vigor. 
His  biographer  thus  found  himself  provided  with 
a  wealth  of  excellent  material  that  was  almost 
embarrassing. 

This  was  material  of  a  kind  which  Professor 
Perry  is  peculiarly  qualified  to  handle  —  all  the 
more  because  he  is  one  of  those  Bostonians  by 
adoption  who  can  regard  the  Brahmin  annals  of 
New  England  primarily  in  their  human  and 
broadly  American  significance.  His  book  is, 
therefore,  addressed  to  readers  in  Chicago  and 
San  Francisco  quite  as  much  as  to  those  in  Boston 
and  New  York.  After  all,  in  life  as  in  fiction,  it  is 
only  when  the  local  and  personal  partake  a  uni- 
versal quality,  that  a  character  commands,  or  de- 
serves, general  attention.  Such  a  character  was 
Major  Higginson, 

The  regular  edition  of  Professor  Perry's  biog- 
raphy will  appear  in  a  single  volume.  For  the 
benefit  of  collectors  and  of  friends  of  Major  Hig- 
ginson who  will  value  a  more  personal  memorial, 
a  small  limited,  'large  paper'  edition,  in  two 
volumes,  containing  illustrations,  portraits,  and 
facsimile  letters,  not  appearing  in  the  one- volume 
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edition,  will  also  be  printed.  On  the  day  before 
Christmas  it  will  still  be  possible  to  buy  the  book 
in  the  so-called  'trade  edition.'  We  should  be 
sorry  to  believe  that  this  may  also  be  said  of  the 
'  limited  edition  '  —  and  mention  this  feeling  for 
whatever  it  may  suggest. 

*  *  * 

Wild  Brother  is  the  title  finally  chosen  for  the 
extraordinary  bear  story  by  William  Ljnnan 
Underwood,  of  the  Massachusetts  Institute  of 
Technology,  which  we  mentioned  last  month. 
Its  sub-title,  Strangest  of  True  Stories  from  the 
North  Woods,  does  not  at  all  overstate  the  claims 
of  this  narrative.  If  there  had  been  photograph- 
ers in  the  days  of  Romulus  and  Remus,  and  if  the 
early  narrative  of  those  worthies  could  have  been 
made  a  matter  of  pictured  records,  fact  might 
have  supplanted  fable  in  the  story  of  the  founding 
of  Rome.  Mr.  Underwood  is  a  photographer  of 
uncommon  skill,  and  his  story  of  a  Maine  woods 
cub  and  his  human  foster-sister,  Ursula,  is  so  in- 
contestably  documented  with  pictures  covering 
all  the  episodes  in  the  strange  life  of  a  strange  pet 
that  what  might  well  appear  as  fable  is  estab- 
lished as  fact.  Picture  and  text  are  joined  to  re- 
markable purpose  in  a  story  both  of  human  kind- 
ness and  of  animal  life  under  unique  conditions. 
The  narrative  and  the  photographs  are  equally 
certain  to  take  a  distinctive  and  permanent  place 
in  the  chronicles  of  animal  lore. 

*  *  * 

'The  time  and  the  place  and  the  loved  one  all 
together,'  is  a  phrase  which  may  be  applied  with- 
out undue  strain  to  a  small  volume  which  the 
Atlantic  Monthly  Press  will  issue  in  October. 
Its  title  is  Many  Children;  its  author,  Mrs. 
Schuyler  Van  Rensselaer;  its  illustrator,  Flor- 
ence Wyman  Ivins;  its  printer,  Mr.  D.  B.  Up- 
dike, of  the  Merrymount  Press.  Text  and  pic- 
ture and  format  have  not  often  been  combined 
to  better  purpose.  The  verses  and  the  designs 
are  concerned  wholly  with  children;  and  child- 
ren with  any  instinct  for  beauty  are  sure  to  re- 
spond to  the  charm  of  fancy,  of  rhythm  in  word 
and  line,  which  the  little  book  embodies.  The 
adult  book-lover  —  if  he  may  be  likened  remote- 
ly to  the  kind  uncle  who  cannot  be  restrained 
from  escorting  small  nephews  to  the  circus  — 
will  share  it  with  'the  children,'  and  thoroughly 
enjoy  it  himself,  especially  if  he  cares  for  both 
the  outside  and  the  inside  of  books. 

The  work  of  Mrs.  Ivins,  by  the  way,  has  re- 
cently been  honored  by  a  special  exhibition  in 
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one  of  the  Class  Rooms  al  tlie  Metropolitan 
Museum  in  New  York,  under  the  designation  of 
'The  Children's  World,  in  Drawings,  Woodcuts 
and  Sketches,  by  Florence  Wyman  Ivins.' 

It  happens  that  Mrs.  Ivins  has  also  provided 
the  colored  woodcuts  which  will  decorate  the 
reprint  of  A  Visit  from  St.  Nicholas,  which  Mr. 
Bruce  Rogers  and  Mr.  William  Edwin  Rudge  are 
producing  for  publication  by  the  Atlantic  Month- 
ly Press.  This  is  something  more  than  a  CJhrist- 
mas  card.  Indeed,  it  presents  the  American 
Christmas  classic  in  a  form  which  will  bespeak 
the  permanence  of  careful  preservation. 

A  fire  that  consumed,  in  June,  one  of  the 
buildings  of  the  Rumford  Press,  at  Concord, 
New  Hampshire,  where  the  three  magazines  is- 
sued from  this  office,  besides  many  of  our  books, 
are  printed,  caused  some  delay  in  the  delivery  of 
July  periodicals,  and  might  well  have  played 
havoc  wth  a  number  of  publications  in  process 
of  manufacture.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  made 
only  one  appreciable  change  in  our  publishing 
programme.  This  was  the  postponement  of  the 
publication  date  of  The  Little  Garden,  by  Mrs. 
Francis  King,  which  was  to  have  appeared  early 
in  the  summer,  and  now  is  scheduled  for  issue 
with  our  September  books.  The  silver  lining  of 
this  particular  cloud  is  found  in  the  fact  that 
many  members  of  the  gardening  brotherhood  — 
and  sisterhood  —  may  find  in  this  latest  book  by 
Mrs.  King  one  of  those  Christmas  remembrances 
(they  are  none  too  abundant!)  which  are  equally 
blessed  to  receive  and  to  give. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  Atlantic  a  review  of 
Shackled  Youth,  by  Edward  Yeomans,  will  be 
found.  It  cannot  be  amiss  to  supplement  this 
notice  by  some  words  from  the  author,  though 
they  were  written  without  any  thought  of  pub- 
lication. In  a  recent  letter  he  says:  '  I  am  not  so 
much  interested  in  this  book's  fortunes  as  a 
thing  in  itself,  but  because  it  is  a  part  of  a  gen- 
eral effort,  by  various  people  you  and  I  both 
know,  to  keep  a  clear  and  steady  point  of  view  in 
the  terrible  turaioil  of  modern  life.  This  point 
of  view  is  not  a  luxury,  but  a  necessity.  It  is  in 
the  general  direction  of  beauty,  which  term  can 
be  safely  extended  to  include  everything  worth 
while  —  social  justice,  discipline,  music,  religion, 
anything  at  all.' 

If  there  are  those  who  believe  that  Mr.  Yeo- 
mans is  a  mere  voice  crying  in  the  wilderness, 
let  them  secure  such  a  document  as  the  report  of 
a  <;onvenlion  for  the  Progressive  Education  As- 
sociation, held  in  Dayton,  Ohio,  last  April,  just 
before  Shackled  Youth  made  its  appearance;  or 
let  them  take  note  of  such  a  gathering  as  the 
joint  meeting,  in  July,  of  the  Harvard  Crraduate 


School  of  Education  and  the  Progrewsive  Edu- 
cation Association.  Through  .such  <x)nferenc<'!s 
as  these  it  is  made  manifest  that  the  very  aspira- 
tions for  the  unshackling  of  youth  to  which  Mr. 
Yeomans  has  given  so  effective  a  voice  are  those 
which  are  now  stirring  the  organized  effort  of 
considerable  bodies  of  men  and  women  in  the 
profession  of  teaching  all  over  the  country.  Thus 
are  things  wont  to  go  forward.  A  single  book  may 
serve  as  a  light  through  eastern  windows;  a 
'  movement '  .spreads  —  and  westward,  look,  the 
land  is  bright. 

*  *  * 

One  of  the  first  substantial  reviews  of  The 
Founding  of  New  England,  by  James  Truslow 
Adams,  appeared  in  the  Springfield  Republican. 
The  reviewer  declared  that  the  book,  '  so  far  as 
contributions  to  American  historical  writing  are 
concerned,  is  the  real  joy  of  the  tercentenary'  pe- 
riod,' and  especially  commended  the  author  for 
attempting  to  serve  no  end  but  historic  truth. 
This  review  caused  Mr.  Adams  to  address  to  the 
Republican  a  letter  of  appreciation  which  should 
really  have  a  wider  reading  than  the  columns  of 
any  single  newspaper  canafford.  Two  paragraphs 
from  it  will  interest  both  those  who  have  been 
reading  Mr.  Adams's  book  and  the  general  com- 
pany of  believers  in  sound  historical  writing:  — 

'Although,  as  the  writer  notes,  I  have  no  New 
England  blood,  by  chance  I  am  quite  as  much  an 
American  as  any  of  the  Mayfiower  descendants, 
for  my  first  Adams  ancestor  came  to  Maryland  in 
1659,  and  on  my  Spanish  side  my  ancestors  have 
been  settled  in  South  x\merica  since! 55 8,  or  sixty- 
two  years  before  the  celebrated  little  ship  left  the 
shores  of  England.  I  have  been  in  all  but  five 
states  in  the  Union,  have  lived  in  a  number  of 
them  as  well  as  knocking  around  other  parts  of 
the  world,  and  on  the  one  hand,  am  conscious  of 
no  local  prejudice,  and,  on  the  other,  am  devoted 
to  this  country  and  its  past.  But  I  believe  there 
are  few  things  more  dangerous,  nationally  and 
internationally,  than  falsifying  history  and  mis- 
interpreting the  men,  movements,  and  conditions 
of  an  earlier  time.  It  not  only  vitiates  the  value 
of  history  as  a  guide,  but  gives  a  .seeming  basis  for 
all  sorts  of  false  and  dangerous  movements  and 
prejudices  in  the  present. 

Mn  writing  my  book,  I  trie<i  to  hold  the  scales 
of  justice  as  even  as  a  fallible  man  can,  and  J 
have  been  extremely  interested  in  .seeing  how  the 
public  would  receive  it,  not  l)ecause  it  is  my  l)ook, 
but  because  it  is  an  at  tcnii)t  to  tell  the  truth.  One 
of  my  friends,  ixM-haps  the  ablest  student  of  the 
Revolutiotiitry  ix'riod  among  .Vmerican  scholars, 
toldnic  rc<  (Milly  I  lia  I  ho  found  a  decided  improve- 
ment since  the  war  in  the  openmindedness  of 
the  average  American  toward  the  truth  of  that 
period.' 

So,  indeed,  may  it  be! 


A  sure  market  tip 

It  pays  to  buy  Campbell's  Soup.  When  you 
count  up  your  time,  the  cost  of  materials  and  fuel, 
Campbell's  Soup  is  so  much  cheaper  that  you 
simply  can't  afford  to  make  soup  at  home. 

Campbell's  Tomato  Soup 

has  a  delicious  flavor,  tempting  and  appetizing. 
Choice  red-ripe  tomatoes,  grown  from  selected 
seed,  are  prepared  with  pure  granulated  sugar, 
creamery  butter  and  other  tasty  foods.  Put  this 
delightful  soup  first  on  your  market  list. 

21  kinds  12c  a  can 
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Through  the  Ages 
with  Father  Time 


One  of  the  Corsican 
Series  of  Elgin  Watches 
— ''-with  the boim shaped 
like  Napoleon'' s  cam- 
paign haf    *   *   *  * 


The  Gor§ican --Then  ana  Now 


^li  /^APOLEON  wore,  at  the  battle  of  Austerlitz 
\\    in  1805,  a  Pedometer  Watch  made  for  him  by 
/   f      Breguet.    The  great  Corsican' s  restless  stride 
^/  automatically  kept  this  novel  timepiece  rewound. 

"That  famous  gesture,"  ventures  a  modern  wit, 
"that  impressive  pacing  up  and  down  with  bent  head, 
was  believed  by  most  biographers  to  register  meditation' 
— but  doubtless  Napoleon  was  only  winding  his  watch ! ' ' 
Time,  to  this  Nineteenth  Century  Caesar,  was  the 
biggest  word  in  the  world.  Time  fought  on  his  side  at 
Austerlitz — tardiness  proved  his  Waterloo.  It  is  fitting 
that  his  amazing  grasp  of  the  value  of  Time  should  be 
commemorated  in  modern  watchmaking. 

The  *  'Corsican' '  of  today — a  series  of  super  watches — 
is  considered  the  most  notable  example  of  distinctive 
period  design  yet  produced  by  the  creators  of  those 
masterpieces  of  the  Twentieth  Century — 


PecLometer  Watch 


To  the  Children- 
Captain  Tick  is 
back!  Hisjifth  pic- 
ture book,  ''Adven- 
tures in  Search  of 
Father  Time,'"  is 
now  ready.  Ask 
your  fcweler  for 
your  FREE  copy 
of  this  beautiful 
new  book    *    *  * 


Material ,  caiislrHction,  ad 
justmcnis  and  service  cov 
ered  by  t  he  HI uinCiuarant  ec 
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Tiffany  &  Co. 

Pearls  Jewelry  Silverware 

Quality  Variety  and  Value 

Illustrations  with  Prices 
Sent  upon  Request 

Fifth  Avenue  &37^  Street 
New  York 
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Hours  o£  uninviting  cleaning  drudgery  each weekare  pleasantly 
shortened  by  The  Hoover^  and  surely  a  womans  time  has  value. 
Outlays  of  cash  for  carpet-cleaning,  for  laundering  curtains 
and  redecorating  interiors  soiled  by  dusty  sweeping,  are 
ended;  and  that  is  an  aid  to  thrift.  Then,  too,  this  efficient  deaner 
saves  many  times  its  cost  by  the  additional  years  of  use  and 
beauty  it  imparts  to  your  rugs.  For  The  Hoovers  exclusive 
process  of  gently  beating  out  all  nap -wearing,  buried  grit 
as  it  sweeps  up  stubbornest  litter,  erects  crushed  nap, re- 
vives colors  and  cleans  by  air,  is  guaranteed  to  prolong  rug 
life.  You  are  more  than  paying  for  a  Hoover.  Why  not  have  it? 

0;^^  HOOVER 

It  Beats  —  as  it  Sweeps  —  as  it  Cleans 

Write  for  booklet  ,*'How  to  Judge  an  Eleclltic  CleanerVand  names  of  Author- 
ized Dealers  licensed  to  sell  and  service  Hoovers  bearing  our  guarantee 

Tm  Hoovi  r  SucrioN  SwnriK  CoMtANY,  TKCroiuts  at  Nokht  CantcM,  Ohio,  and  Hamiitok,  OKtMUO 

mifmmmmumr.  Jim'        'j<f^^  Hoover  lifts  the  ruK  from  the   ^ 

floor,  like  this — gently  beats  out  its 
embedded  grit,  and  so  prolongs  its  life 
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Tools  of  Industry 


In  industry,  art,  science,  in 
fact  in  all  kinds  of  work,  good 
results  require  good  imple- 
ments kept  in  good  condition. 

If  the  right  sort  of  implement 
is  important  to  an  individual 
workman,  efficient  tools  for  in- 
dustry and  commerce  are  a 
vital  necessity  to  the  nation., 

Telephone  service  is  one  of 
the  tools  of  American  industry 
and  commerce  in  most  common 
use  and  upon  which  much  de- 
pends. The  American  public 
cannot  aflFord  to  let  this  tool 
get  dull. 


To  provide  over  twelve  mil- 
lion subscribers  with  telephone 
connection;  to  transmit  the  vi- 
brations of  the  human  voice 
thirty  million  times  a  day  and 
from  any  point  to  any  other 
point  throughout  the  land,  de- 
mands an  expensive  mechanism 
of  the  highest  order  of  scientific 
precision,  and  an  efficient  or^ 
ganization. 


It  is  the  aim  of  the  Bell  Tele- 
phone System,  with  the  co- 
operation of  the  public,  to  be  the 
most  dependable  tool  of  Ameri- 
can industry. 

"  Bell  System" 
American  Telephone  and  Telegraph  Company 

And  Associated  Companies 
One  Policy,  One  System,  Universal  Service,  and  all  directed 
toward  Better  Service 
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On  the  foot  of  Caesar  was  laced 
the  ancestor  of  the  modem  boot 

Laced!   Science  hasn't  yet  invented  any  better 
method  for  doing  that  important  work.    It  is 
remarkable  how  some  simple  methods  stand  the 
test  of  time.  Since  its  invention,  more  than  a  third 
of  a  century  ago,  the  Mimeograph  method  has 
remained  unchanged — its  application  only  has  been 
modified  and  improved.   It  has  stood  the  test  of  time 
because  it  is  the  simplest,  quickest,  and  least  expensive  way  of 
doing  important  work.  Five  thousand  perfect  duplicates  of  a 
typewritten  sheet  is  its  habitual  hourly  output — forty  thousand 
and  more  a  day.  And  by  the  use  of  the  new  dermatype  stencil, 
diagrams,  plans,  maps,  charts,  etc.,  may  be  as  easily  and  quickly 
duplicated — on  the  typewritten  sheet  if  desired.  Private  printing! 
Low  cost  printing!  Let  us  show  you  why  the  Mimeograph  is  the  most 
widely  used  duplicating  device  in  the  world.  Ask  for  catalog  "Q-S" 
and  particulars.  A.  B.  Dick  Company,  Chicago — and  New  York. 

^""r  x,^^ 


 !>'' 


'^fVe  ^rer  Had  Such  Comfort — 


and  besides,  we  have  burned  Ys  LESS  COAL,  with  a 
corresponding  reduSlion  in  labor  and  attention.  A  uto- 
matic  damper  control  stops  cellar-trips  to  fix  the  fire." 
The  Ideal  Type  "A"  Heat  Machine  thrives 
ON  LITTLE  FUEL  in  the  blustery  storms  of 
winter.  In  mild  weather  it  is  equally  econom- 
ical because  of  its  sensitive,  automatic  control. 

Kills  the  Sting  of  Zero  Weather 
During  the  coldest  weather  [or  18%  of  the  heat- 
ing season]  the  Ideal  Type 


During  the  moderate  winter  weather  [or  82% 
of  the  heating  season]  the  Ideal Type"A"  Heat 
Machine  runs  without  attention  on  one  full  fuel 
charge  from  ten  to  twenty-four  hours,  depend- 
ing upon  weather  fluctuations. 
Ad  Now!  Be  Prepared  for  a  Cold  Winter 
Provide  your  family  with  complete  protection 
from  the  ills  and  discomforts  of  all  future  winters 
by  installing  an  Ideal  Type  "A"  Heat  Machine. 

Yourheatingcontractorwill 


A'HeatMachinedelivers  CTUp  TJjFAl  ^/V^^  t/1  gi^^y^^^^^^^^^^^^^'^^^"^ 
uU  heating  service  for     Xii'O  J.J^J^MJ^  ^J'jr 


full  Jieatmg 
more  than  eight  hours 
without  attention. 


Heat  oMachine 


any  obligation  on  your  part. 

Write  for  catalog  with  test-chart 
records  of  efficiency  and  fuel  econ- 
omy. 


Write  Dept.  Q-50 
NEW  YORK  and 
CHICACO 


American  Radiator  foi^PANY 

makers  of  the  rvorld-famous  IDEAL  "toilers  andoAMERICAN  Radiators 


Sales  Branches 
and  Showrooms  in  all 
large  cities 


Stucco  Textures  as  an  Expression 
of  Home  Building  Individuality 

ARE  you  accustomed  to  thinking  of  stucco  as 
^  merely  a  smooth-troweled  or  slightly  rough- 
ened application  of  cement? 

Real  stucco  is  more  than  that.  In  its  application, 
the  variety  of  pronounced  and  individual  textures 
and  color  tones  obtainable  is  almost  limitless. 
Properly  applied  stucco  lends  itself  harmoniously 
to  architectural  design  in  smooth,  even  tones;  in 
soft,  mottled  effects;  or  strongly  contrasting  light- 
and'shadow  surfaces. 

True  stucco— made  with  ATLAS -WHITE  Port- 
land Cement — becomes  more  than  a  background 
for  window  and  door  trim.  It  can,  and  should 
be,  made  the  dominant  expression  of  home  build- 
ing individuality. 

Atlas  literature  on  the  building  of  stucco  homes, 
or  the  stucco  remodeling  of  old  homes;  will  be 
sent  on  request  addressed  to  our  office  nearest  you. 

THE  ATLAS  PORTLAND  CEMENT  COMPANY 
New  York  Boston         Philadelphia  Birmingham 

Chicago  Dayton         Des  Moines  St.  Louis 


JOHNS  ^MANVILLE 
COLORBLENDE 
ASBESTOS  SHINGLES 


.  /f  COLORBLENDE  roof  not  only  lends  charm  and 
^  unusual  distinction  to  the  home  it  covers,  hut 
affords  complete  protection  from  the  elements  and  the 
menace  of  the  roof -communicated  fire.  And  these  quali- 
ties in  other  Johns-Manville  roofings  render  each  type 
the  best  for  its  particular  use:  Built-up  Asbestos  Roof- 
ings, Asbestos  Ready  Roll  Roofings,  Corrugated  Asbestos 
Roofings  —  all  given  highest  ratings  by  Underwriters' 
Laboratories,  Inc.  The  booklet,  gladly  sent  you  for  the 
asking,  shows  numerous  interesting  combinations'  of 
Johns-Manville  Colorblende  Asbestos  Shingles. 


JOHNS-MAN  VILLE,  Inc. 

Madison  Avenue,  at  41st  Street,  New  York  City 
Branches  in  66  Large  Cities 
For  Canada: 

CANADIAN  JOHNS-MANVILLE  CO.,  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Ont. 


The  Man— TheHarse-TAe  Cigarette 

The  Man  —  chosen  from  a  hundred  polo  players  for  skill 
and  nerve. 

The  Horse  —  chosen  from  a  thousand  polo  ponies  for  speed 
and  courage. 

The  Cigarette— MUR AD— chosen  everywhere,  for  Quality 
and  Enjoyment,  by  men  who  know.  MURAD  is  made  of 
100%  pure  Turkish  tobaccos,  personally  selected  by  our 
own  experts,  from  the  finest  varieties  grown  in  the  far-away 
Oriental  fields. 

''Judge  for  Yourself-! 


MURAD 


THE 
TURKISH 
CIGARETTE 
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MAGEE  Combines  Coal  and  Electricity  by  using 
EDISON  Electric  Equipment  with  their  Coal  Ranges 

THE  MAGEE  ElectriCoal  Range  is  dual  in  its  make-up,  combining  a  complete 
coal  range  and  a  fully-equipped  electric  range.  The  electrical  equipment 
(Edison)  includes  an  oven,  broiler,  and  three  top  cooking  discs.  The  electric 
oven,  insulated  on  all  sides,  is  a  perfect  fireless  cooker.  The  coal  range  is  com- 
plete, from  the  large  baking  oven  to  the  efficient  brass  coil  for  heating  water. 
The  Magee  ElectriCoal  Range  is  made  in  gray  Por-cel-a  (washable  enamel)  or 
in  ebony  black,  both  nickel- trimmed,  with  polished  tops. 

These  ranges  are  carefully  crated,  with  complete  instructions,  so  that  they  can 
be  shipped  and  installed  anywhere. 

Sold  through  local  dealers  or  direct.     Send  for  illustrated  booklet 

MAGEE  FURNACE  COMPANY 

(Dept.  F)  Boston,  Massachusetts 
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At  aU 
druggists, 

$1.25 
a.  large  bottle 


The  Water  Way 
To  Health 

There  is  hardly  a  reaction  or  process  that 
goes  on  inside  the  body  in  which  water  is  not 
indispensable.  A  thirsty  body  easily  becomes 
diseased. 

Plenty  of  water  taken  daily  helps  materially 
in  keeping  the  internal  system  cleansed  and  whole- 
some. Yet  most  people  do  not  drink  a  sufficient 
quantity  of  water — either  because  they  do  not  like  it, 
that  it  seems  to  upset  the  stomach,  or  for  some  like 
reason.    Try  this:  Sift  a  little 

ENO's 

FRUIT  SALT 

(Derivative  Compound) 

into  a  glass  of  water — watch  it  effervesce — and  when 
the  sparkling  bubbles  have  settled  on  the  glass,  drink. 

This  agreeable,  clean-tasting,  refreshing  health-drink 
quenches  thirst,  helps  to  correct  a  too  acid  stomach, 
to  relieve  symptoms  of  indigestion,  overcome  sick 
headache  and  unavoidable  errors  of  diet. 

A  larger  amount  of  ENO  in  water  serves  to  assure 
mild  but  efficient  laxative  action  and  effect.  ENO  has 
been  the  regulator  of  health — used  by 
young  and  old — for  over  fifty  years. 

Prepared  only  by 
J.  C.  ENO,  Ltd.,  London.  S.E.,  England 


Saki  Agents:  HAROLD  F.  RITCHIE  &  Co,,  Inc. 
New  York—Toronfor-Sydnei) 


;>  riuiAHT.cosiMC. 
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They  Have  Found 

A  better  way  to  clean  teeth 


Dental  science  has  found  a 
better  way  to  clean  teeth. 
Modern  authorities  approve  it. 
Leading  dentists  everywhere 
advise  it.  Millions  of  people 
already  employ  it, 

A  ten-day  test  is  offered  to 
anyone  who  asks.  Get  it  and 
see  the  delightful  effects. 
Learn  what  this  new  way 
means. 

Combats  the  film 

You  feel  on  your  teeth  a 
viscous  film.  It  clings  to  teeth, 
gets  between  the  teeth  and 


stays.  The  tooth  brush,  used 
in  old  ways,  does  not  end  it. 
So  nearly  everyone  has  suf- 
fered from  some  film  attack. 

Film  absorbs  stains,  mak- 
ing the  teeth  look  dingy.  It  is 
the  basis  of  tartar.  It  holds 
food  substance  which  ferments 
and  forms  acid.  It  holds  the 
acid  in  contact  with  the  teeth 
to  cause  decay. 

Millions  of  germs  breed  in 
it.  They,  with  tartar,  are  the 
chief  cause  of  pyorrhea.  Thus 
most  tooth  troubles  are  now 
traced  to  film. 


New-day  methods 

After  diligent  research, 
methods  have  been  found  to 
fight  film.  Careful  tests  have 
amply  proved  them.  Now  they 
are  being  very  widely  adopted, 
largely  by  dental  advice. 

The  methods  are  embodied 
in  a  dentifrice  called  Pepso- 
dent.  They  can  thus  be  twice 
daily  applied.  And  to  millions 
they  are  bringing  a  new  den- 
tal era. 

Important  effects 

Pepsodent  combats  the  film 
in  two  effective  ways.  It  also 
aids  Nature  in  three  ways 
which  faulty  diet  makes  essen- 
tial. 

It  stimulates  the  salivary 
flow  —  Nature's  great  tooth- 
protecting  agent.  It  multiplies 
the  starch  digestant  in  the 
saliva,  to  digest  starch  deposits 
that  cling.  It  multiplies  the 
alkalinity  of  the  saliva,  to 
neutralize  the  acids  which 
cause  tooth  decay. 

These  things  should  be  daily 
done  for  better  tooth  protec- 
tion. 

See  the  benefits 

Send  the  coupon  for  a  10- 
Day  Tube.  Note  how  clean 
the  teeth  feel  after  using. 
Mark  the  absence  of  the  vis- 
cous film.  See  how  teeth 
whiten  as  the  film-coats  dis- 
appear. Watch  the  other  good 
effects. 

Judge  then  by  what  you  see 
and  feel  and  know.  Decide  if 
the  people  in  your  home 
should  brush  teeth  in  this 
way.  Cut  out  coupon  now. 


10-Day  Tube  Free 

THE  PEPSODENT  COMPANY, 
Dept.  998, 1104  S.  Wabash  Ave.,  Chicago,  111. 
Mail  10-Day  Tube  of  Pepsodent  to 

Only  one  tube  to  a  family 

The  New -Day  Dentifrice 

A  scientific  film  combatant,  whose  every 
application  brings  five  desired  effects.  Ap- 
proved by  highest   authorities,  and  now 
advised  by  leading  dentists  everjrwhere. 
All  druggists  supply  the  large  tubes. 
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What  is  there  more  beautiful,  more  enduring,  more  use- 
ful, more  prized  than  the  gift  of  Sterling  Silverware? 

What  "Lady  of  the  House",  if  asked  to  name  a  gift  that  her 
home  lacked,  would  not  eagerly  say,  "Give  me  a  set  of  Sterling 
Silverware." 

And  of  all  Silverware  there  is  none  —  Yes,  none  so  beautiftil 
in  design  as  Heppelwhite  Sterling  Silverware.  • 

Heppelwhite  is  the  "pattern  of  patterns."  See  it.  Test  it  by  all 
your  culture — any  standard  —  past  or  present. 

oAsk  your  Jeweler  to  show  you  Heppelwhite, 

REED  &  BARTON 

'^STJi'BLlSJi'EV  9624- 

^orhatTAVNTONMASS. 
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"LJOIV  expressive  of  a  woman's 
personality  her  dressing  table 
may  be !  Her  exquisite  old  lace;  her 
fragrant  perfume;  and  her  Pyralin, 
each  dainty  piece  shining  with 
mellow  lustre  in  the  soft  light. 

E.  I.  DU  PONT  DE  NEMOURS  &  CO.,  Inc. 
Sales  Department:  Pyralin  Division 
Wilmington,  Del. 


DU  BARRY  IVORY  PYRALIN  is  illustrated.        in  colors  or  plain.   Sold  at  the  leading  stores  in  corn- 
There  are  many  other  beautiful  patterns.  Made        plete  sets  or  single  pieces,  all  of  standard  design  easily 
also  in  Shell  Pyralin  and  Amber  Pyralin — decorated        matched  anywhtre. 
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'*Betsy,  you'll  ruin  me  yet!    When  did  you  buy  that  desk?'' 

'*Why,  Tommy  Boy,  that's  the  little  old  desk  mother  gave  us 
when  we  started  housekeeping.  I  just  gave  it  two  coats  of 
Gray  Vitralite.    Isn't  it  a  beauty  now?'* 

You  too,  can  make  old  desks,  chairs, 
tables  and  odd  pieces  of  furniture  har- 
monize or  match  the  professional  Vit- 
ralite finish  on  your  woodwork, 

Vitralite  is  the  same  distinctive  enamel 


used  by  the  foremost  master  painters, 
in  the  finest  of  residence  work. 

As  you  dip  the  brush  into  the  creamy 
Vitralite,  you  will  instantlynote  the  differ- 
ence between  this  and  ordinary  enamels. 
You  will  then  realize  why  it  flows  on  so 
easily  without  brush  marks  or  laps  and  why 
it  spreads  and  covers  so  much  surface. 

Thcbeautiful  porcelain-like 
White  and  the  delicate  tints, 
Ivory,  Cream,  Gray,  Leaf 
Green  and  Chinese  Blue,  in 
which  Vitralite  is  made,  are 


totally  unlike  the  common  painty" 
enamel  colors.  They  radiate  an  in- 
describable charm  and  give  genuine 
decorative  character  to  the  surroundings. 

And  Vitralite  beauty  is  not  fleeting. 
Contradicting  its  seeming  fragile  appear- 
ance, Vitralite  actually  lasts  longer  than 
paint;  a  matter  of  joy  and  satisfaction 
as  the  years  go  by. 

Send  for  Color  Card  and  Name  of  Dealer 

Pratt  &  Lambert  Varnish  Products  are  used 
by  painters,  specified  by  architects  and  sold  by 
paint  and  hardware  dealers  everywhere. 

Our  Guarantee:  If  any  Pratt  &  Lambert  Var- 
nish Pro  Juct  fails  to  gi-ue  satisfaction, 
you  may  ha've  your  money  back. 

Pratt  &  Lambert-Inc,  14 1  Ton- 
awanda  Street,  Buffalo,  N.  Y.  In 
Canada:  87  Courtwright  Street, 
Bridgeburjr,  Ontario. 


MATT  ^  LAMBERT  VARNISH  PRODUCTS 

"fij"  Boor  MarmshyiiTaiiit  Emmel-EffectoAutoFimshesMmeilaneousVamishesEnamelsStam^^ 
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The  JVo.  2C  Autographic 

KODAK,  Junior 


equipped  with 

Kodak  Anastigmat 
yi7.7  lens  and  Kodak 
Ball  Bearing  shutter 


$25. 


GO 


This  Camera  Jits  into  a  niche,  all  its  own.  The  size  of  the  picture  it  makes,  2^  x4^ 
inches,  is  particularly  pleasing ;  is  almost  tip  to  the  full  post  card  size — and  yet  the  camera 
itself  is  small,  light j  convenient. 

The  Kodak  Anastigmat  lenses  are  made  to  exactly  fit  Kodak  requirements.  They 
are  not  merely  an  adaptation  of  a  lens  to  the  Kodak.  They  are  a  Kodak  product  designed 
to  fit  Kodaks,  and  in  each  case  designed  with  particular  reference  to  the  size  and  type  of 
Kodak  and  Kodak  shutter  that  they  are  to  be  used  with.  The  f.l.l  lens  used  on  the  2C  Kodak 
has  more  speed  than  the  best  of  the  rectilinear  lenses  and  is  at  least  equal  to  the  best  anastig- 
mats  in  depth,  sharpness  and  flatness  of  field. 

The  Kodak  Ball  Bearing  shutter  has  speeds  of  ^V,  A-  and  of  a  second  for  "snap- 
shots", has  the  usual  time  and  "bulb"  actions  for  prolonged  exposures.  It  is  an  unusually 
reliable  shutter,  works  smoothly  and  is  quiet  in  its  action. 

The  No,  2C  Junior  is  covered  with  genuine  grain  leather,  is  finely  finished  in  every 
detail,  is  extremely  simple  in  operation,  is  "autographic",  of  course  and,  with  the  Kodak 
Anastigmat  lens,  producers  negatives  having  that  crispness  and  sharpness  that  are  character- 
istic of  the  true  anastigmat. 

The  price,  $25.00,  includes  the  excise  war  tax. 

An  Dealers' 

EASTMAN  KODAK  COMPANY,  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  The  Kodak  City 
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"BUILT-IN'       Q^UALITY       INSURES       FAITHFUL  SERVICE 


Have  you  noticed  the  advertising  of  your  local  Coffield  dealer — 
your  "Washday  Smile  Shop"? 

If  you  have,  you  know  where  he  is  located  so  that  you  can  call  on 
him  at  any  time  and  find  out  more  about  the  Washer  that  cleans  any 
kind  of  clothes  the  best  and  easiest  and  cheapest  way —  and  without 
constant  tinkering  to  bother  both  you  and  the  dealer. 

If  you  don't  know  him,  write  us  immediately  so  that  we  can  send 
you  his  address.  Even  if  you  do  not  intend  to  purchase  right  now, 
you  should  at  least  know  more  of  what  your  Coffield  dealer  has  to  offer. 

If  there  should  be  no  "Washday  Smile  Shop"  near  enough  to  give 
you  efficient  service,  we  will  be  glad  to  do  so  direct  from  our  factory 
office. 

THE  COFFIELD  WASHER  CO. 

DAYTON,  OHIO 

"Producers  of  Washday  Smiles"  for  Seventeen  Years. 


THE  COFFIELD  WASHER  CO.,  of  CANADA,  LTD. 
HAMILTON,  ONTARIO 


WASHES       THE       DAINTY       AS       WELL      AS       THE  DURABLE 
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TRIANON 


ytmucfh  t  from 
Solid  SJU'cr 


INTERNATIONAL  Sterling, 
wrought  from  solid  silver,  h 
a  possession  that  will  endure 
—a  treasure  that  will  enrich 
the  association  of  your  home 
— a  heritage  you  will  be  proud 
to  bequeath. 

The  Trianon  Design  is  one 
of  the,  "Mi^ste;rpieces  of  the 
Classics-*  that 'give  distinction 
to  Internatioiial  Sterling* 

Your  jeweler  has  the  Trianon 
in  complete  table  service. 

Write  for  Book  155,portray' 
ing  Trianon  in  all  its  elegance. 

This  craftsman's  mark  idmtifies 
the  genuine 


Ijg^^^^^^glimLVER  CO. 
Meriden  Connecticut 


INTERNATIONAL 

STERLING 


i'fasierpicces'  of  fhe  Glassies' 


62 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY 


ill 


lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllli 


A  FINANCIAL  MEETING  PLACE 

Q  In  the  pages  immediately  following.  The  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  groups  the 
announcements  of  banks  and  bankers,  with  particular  Reference  to  those  which 
offer  a  service  in  Commercial  and  Investment  Banking.  We  believe  it  is  to  the 
interest  of  our  readers  to  present  such  advertisements  in  this  manner  and,  on 
our  part,  we  undertake  to  accept,  for  this  Department,  only  such  announcements 
as,  in  our  judgment,  are  submitted  by  firms  and  institutions  which,  through 
their  character  and  experience,  are  worthy  of  the  confidence  of  pur  readers. 


iniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiy^^ 

That  GRATIFYING 
Moment 


THRIFT  and  the  rewards  of 
thrift  find  expression  in  the  act 
of  cutting  the  coupons  from  your 
carefully  chosen  bonds. 

At  present  prices  the  liberal  yield 
from  high-grade  bonds  appeals  to 
the  foresight  of  men  who  habitually 


think  ahead. 

On  our  Current  Purchase  Sheet  you 
will  find  a  wide  range  of  securities 
investigated  with  painstaking  care 
— from  which  you  may  make  desir- 
able selections.  Sent  on  request 
for  A166. 


The  National  City  Company 

National  City  Bank  Building,  New  York 


BONDS 


Offices  in  more  than  SO  cities 
SHORT  TERM  NOTES  ACCEPTANCES 
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KIDDER,  PEABODY 
&  COMPANY 


Foreign  trade  relations  are  as  yet  far 
from  normal;  domestic  industry  is 
at  a  low  ebb» 

But  there  is  every  reason  to  believe 
that  because  of  these  facts  the  pres- 
ent offers  an  opportunity  for  the 
conservative  investor  to  buy  securi- 
ties at   unusually    attractive  prices* 

We  shall  he  pleased  to  send  you  our  list  of  investments 


FOUNDED  1865 


115  DEVONSHIRE  STREET 
BOSTON 


18  BROAD  STREET 
NEW  YORK 


BRANCH  OFFICES 


216  BERKELEY  STREET 
BOSTON 


45  EAST  42nd  STREET 
NEW  YORK 


CORRESPONDENTS  OF 

BARING  BROTHERS  &  COMPANY,  Ltd. 

LONDON  ENGLAND 
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Is  Your  Bank  Earning 
All  the  Money  It  Should? 

Is  it  taking  full  advantage  of  every  opportunity  to 
make  money? — Without  a  Cary  Equipped  Safety 
Deposit  Box  Department,  your  bank  is  overlooking  one  of  its  most 
profitable  sources  of  revenue. 

The  Cary  system  is  simple.    It  consists  of  uniform 
Sectional  Deposit  Box  Units 

You  can  install  them  one  at  a  time.  All  Units  are  alike, — the  same 
in  size,  and  the  same  in  appearance,  but  they  are  furnished  with 
26  to  52  boxes,  according  to  your  needs. 

You  need  not  install  a  complete,  costly,  built-to-order  department. — 
You  merely  order  one  inexpensive  unit  of  26  to  52  boxes.  Then  when 
all  those  boxes  are  rented,  you  add  another  unit,  exactly  like  the  first 
one,  and  put  it  in  place,  the  same  as  with  a  sectional  book  case. 
No  matter  how  small  your  available  vault  space  may  be,  you  can 
find  room  for  one  or  two  CARY  SECTIONAL  UNITS.  Each 
Unit  will  yield  a  substantial  profit  on  your  initial  investment. 
Let  us  tell  you  more  of  Cary  Sectional  Units — or  allow  us  to  work  up 
a  plan  to  install  this  profit-making  equipment  in  your  bank.  Con- 
ference or  correspondence  with  our  engineers  involves  no  obligation 
whatsoever. — On  the  other  hand,  it  will  prove  profitable  to  you. 


CARY  SAFE  COMPANY 


Department  102 


Established  1H78 


BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 


Vaults 

Cabincis 

Dcposiit 

BOXGS 


CARY  SATCiS  VAe  Safe  Imlesimmt' 
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(lA  Country- Wide 
Investment 
Service 
New  York 

140  Broadway 
FifthAve.  &  44th  St. 
Madison  Ave.  &  60th  St. 
268  Grand  St. 

Albany,  N.  Y. 
Atlanta,  Ga. 
Baltimore,  Md. 
Boston,  Mass. 
Buffalo,  N.  Y. 
Chicago,  III. 
Cincinnati,  O. 
Cleveland,  0. 
Erie,  Pa. 
Harrisburg,  Pa. 
Hartford,  Conn. 
Jamestown,  N.  Y. 
Johnstown,  Pa. 
Los  Angeles,  Cal. 
Minneapolis,  Minn. 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
Portland,  Maine 
Providence,  R.  I. 
Reading,  Pa. 
Rochester,  N.  Y. 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 
San  Francisco,  Cal. 
Scranton,  Pa. 
Washington,  D.  C. 
Wilkes-Barre,  Pa. 


Our  nearest  Office 
will  serve  you 
promptly 


The  Current  of 
Civilization 

ELECTRIC  LIGHT  
electric  power — - 
have  become  fundamen- 
tal needs  in  modern  life. 
With  cities  and  towns 
growing  in  number  and 
population  and  the  in- 
creasing electrification 
of  industry,  the  oppor- 
tunity of  electric  light 
and  power  producers  for 
both  service  and  profit  has  been  correspond- 
ingly broadened  in  scope. 

The  bonds  of  many  such  utilities  are 
attractive  investments.  Over  a  long  period 
these  companies  have  shown  unusual  stability 
of  earning  power.  With  the  gradual  decrease 
of  operating  costs,  net  earnings  are  increasing. 

As  an  example,  for  the  year  ended  April 
30, 1 92 1 ,  a  group  of  light  and  power  companies 
which  we  have  selected  shows  an  average 
increase  in  net  earnings  of  \o.%%  as  compared 
with  the  calendar  year  1920,  and  an  increase 
of  25.9%  as  compared  with  191 9. 

We  shall  be  pleased  to  give  you  detailed 
information  regarding  bonds  of  these  com- 
panies, which  we  recommend  for  investment. 

Guaranty  Company 
of  New  York 


J 
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The 

First  National  Bank 
of  Boston 


Transacts  commercial  banking  business  of 
every  nature.    Make  it  your  New  England  Bank 


Capital)  Surplus  and  Profits 
$37,500,000 


41  YEARS  INVESTMENT  EXPERIENCE  SAEEGUARDS 
CLIENTS'  INTERESTS 

Safety  and  7  to  8%  i 

It  is  just  as  simple  to  buy  one  of 
our  8%  First  Mortgage  Real  Estate 
Serial  Gold  Bonds  as  to  make  a 
household  purchase. 
We  sell  millions  of  dollars  worth 
of  bonds  each  year,  to  banks, 
insurance  companies  and  other 
investors,  large  and  small. 
Take  advantage  of  our  Partial 
Payment  Plan  and  make  your 
money  earn  the  highest  interest 
rate. 

AMERICAN 
BOND  &  MORTGAGE 
COMPANY 

127  N.  Dearborn  St.,  Chicago,  111. 

562  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  City 
Columbus,  Ohio  Davenport,  Iowa 

Rockford,  Illinois        Grand  Rapids,  Mich. 

Please  send  without  obligation  on  my  part  full  par- 
ticulars on  your  Partial  Payment  Plan.  Booklet  Q19. 

Name  

Address  

Cily  


Every  Person 
with  Dependents 

Should  secure  and  read  a  copy 
of  *  *Saf  eguarding  Your  Family' s 
Future,'*  which  may  be  ob- 
tained at  a  local  Trust  Com- 
pany,   or  by   addressing  the 

TRUST  COMPANY  DIVISION 

American  Bankers  Association 

Five  Nassau  Street  New  York 


The  Founding  of  New  England 

By  James  Truslow  Adams 

The  Springfield  Republican  says: 

"  So  far  as  contributions  to  American  historical  writing 
are  concerned,  it  is  the  real  joy  of  the  Tercentenary 
period. 

"  The  work  makes  a  new  interpretation,  and  the  fine- 
ness of  its  historical  and  literary  temper  commends  it  to 
a  wide  public,  to  a  large  portion  of  which  it  will  have 
something  piquant  and  relatively  unfamiliar  to  say." 

Illustrated  with  facsimile  documents  and  maps,  blue  silk 
cloth  binding,  gold  stamping,  482  pages,  list  $4.00 

THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS 
8  Arlington  Street,    Boston  (17),  Mass. 
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Leadership 


IN  every  industry — in  every  branch  of  commerce 
— some  man  is  inexorably  rising  to  leadership 
because  his  fellows  have  confidence  in  his  judg- 
ment and  faith  in  his  honesty  and  purpose. 

Leadership  is  not  a  reward  but  a  job — a  com- 
mand from  society  to  make  selfish  interest  serve 
the  interest  of  all — to  point  the  way  for  all  to 
prosper. 

The  greatness  of  a  merchant  is  measured  by 
the  number  of  people  who  believe  in  him. 

To  build  a  powerful  organization,  an  employer 
must  first  win  the  loyalty  of  his  employes  by 
being  loyal  to  them. 

Business  is  pushing  forward  toward  the  solu- 
tion of  many  problems.  Men  look  for  a  broader 
acceptance  of  economic  truths  and  for  the  obser- 
vance of  higher  standards.  From  the  tangle  of 
international  conflict,  social  unrest  and  com- 
mercial uncertainties  must  come  an  era  of  better 
methods,  better  banking,  better  business. 

The  leaders  of  business  must  assume  respon- 
sibilities greater  than  men  have  heretofore  been 
asked  to  shoulder. 

Upon  the  character  of  our  leaders— upon  their 
vision,  courage,  determination,  wisdom  and  hon- 
esty— depends  our  progress  toward  better  times. 

The  National  Bank  of  Commerce  in  New 
York  cooperates  with  business  leadership  which 
measures  up  to  the  requirements  of  the  times. 


NaUonal  Bank  of  Commerce 

inNew\brk 


Capital.  Surplus  and  Undivided  Profits  Over  Fifty- five  Million  Dollars 
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A  Record  Book 

For  Your 
Investments 

Disti^juted  Free  to  Mortda^e  Bond  Buyers 

To  make  it  easy  for  owners  of  First  Mortgage 
Real  Estate  Bonds  to  maintain  an  accurate 
record  of  their  holdings,  we  have  prepared  this 
simple  Investment  Record. 

The  book  provides  a  most  convenient  method  for 
keeping  a  correct  account  of  your  non-fluctuating 
securities.  It  is  a  flexible,  pocket-size,  loose-leaf 
book. 

The  preparation  of  this  book,  for  your 
convenience,  is  only  a  small  part  of  the  thoroughly 
comprehensive  service  to  investors  maintained  by 
the  House  of  Greenebaum.  Extreme  safety,  plus 
efficient  service,  is  the  basis  for  the  complete 
satisfaction  enjoyed  by  Greenebaum  Investors 
for  over  66  years. 

If  you  wish  a  copy  of  this  Investment  Record, 
without  obligation,  just  sign  and  mail  the  coupon 
below. 

Greenebaum  Sons 
Investment  Comi>aiiy 

66  Years  Proven  Safety 
Correspondents  in  Many  Cities 

Stockholders  of  Greenebaum  Sons 
Investment  Company  are  identical 
with  stockholders  of  Greenebaum 
Sons  Bank  and  Trust  Company 

Oldest  Banking  House  in  Chicago 

FOUNDED  1855 

Greenebaum  Sons  Investment  Company 

S.  I"..  Cor.  La  Salic  and  Madison  Sts.,  Chicago 
Send  a  copy  of  your  Investment  Record  to 

NAME  I   

SrUEET  ,  ;  - 

CITY  _  -  - 

STATr;  -  400 


Practical  Bank 
Operation 

Prepared  by  L.  H.  Langston,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Educational  Committee  of  the 

National  City  Bank 
OF  New  York 

Describes  in  full  detail  all  the  operations  of 
banking,  basing  its  material  on  the  methods 
of  the  National  City  Bank  of  New  York.  The 
two  volumes  deal  with  the  characteristic  func- 
tions of  a  highly  organized  bank — deposit, 
note-issuing,  exchange,  loaning  and  fiduciary 
and  trust  functions — as  well  as  such  facilitating 
operations  as  accounting,  purchasing,  per- 
sonnel management,  etc. 

Every  Banking  Operation 
Fully  Described 

With  many  illustrative  forms  and  diagrams, 
Mr.  Langston  gives  a  detailed  description  of 
all  banking  operations, 

Receiving  Drafts  and  Transfers 

Paying  Foreign  Exchange 

Clearing  Fiduciary  and  Trust  Functions 

Collections    ■  Auditing  and  Bookkeeping 

Discounts  Mail,  Telegrams,  Supplies 

Loans  and  Credits  Special  Employment  and  Edu- 
Letters  of  Credit  cational  Systems 

Valuable  to  All  Who  Deal  with  Banks 
as  Well  as  to  Bankers 

•'Practical  Bank  Operation"  will  be  of  definite  value 
to  all  who  want  to  take  advantage  of  the  many 
services  every  bank  offers.  Although  based  on  the 
methods  of  one  of  the  world's  largest  banks,  it  re- 
quires no  special  knowledge  of  banking  terms.  The 
volumes  can  be  secured  at  bookstores  or  by  the  use 
of  the  attached  form.  Published  1921,  two  volumes, 
713  pages,  price.  $8.00.  • 

The  Ronald  Press 
Company 

Publishers 

20  Vesey  Street,  New  York 

Publishers  of  Administration  and  Management 
Engineering. 

At  5ooy&j/ow  illiiiliiiiiiliiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiliiiliiliii^?/'  by  Mail 

The  Ronald  Press  Company, 
20  Vesey  Street,  New  York. 

Please  send  me  the  two  volumes  of  "Practical  Bank 
Operation."  Within  five  days  I  will  either  send  you 
$8.00,  payment  in  full,  or  return  the  books.  (All 
orders  from  outside  the  territorial  limits  of  the  United 
States  must  be  accompanied  by  remittance.  In  case 
the  book  is  not  kept  the  money  will  be  Promptly 
refunded.) 

Name  

Address  

 ; (391)  ■ 

Business  Connection  

For  catalog  of  publications  on  business,  check  here  □ 
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Once  the  cloth  of  kings — now  milady favorite 

To  GOWN  FEMININE  AMERICA  today  requires  the  importation 
of  three  million  pounds  of  raw  silk  each  month — far  more  than 
'  any  other  nation  uses.    Boston,  with  exceptional  harbor  and  import 
facilities,  is  very  well  prepared  to  handle  a  large  share  of  this  traffic. 

Since  the  18th  century,  Boston  has  been  an  important  portal  for  trade 
with  the  Far  East.  Always  a  community  of  manufacturers,  New  Eng- 
land in  colonial  days  foresaw  the  advantages  of  commercial  alliances 
in  these  distant  lands.    Mutual  trust  born  of  centuries  of  square  dealing 

4 cements  these  old  business  friendships,  which  have  become  increasingly 
important  with  the  rapid  expansion  of  silk  importations. 
The  National  Shawmut  Bank,  in  serving  importers  and  exporters 
since  1836,  has  built  up  an  excellent  organization  for  transacting  busi- 
ness in  China  and  Japan.  Shawmut  is  represented  in  the  Orient  by 
affiliated  local  banks  rather  than  by  branches.  In  matters  concerning 
Amencan  business  these  banks  adhere  to  Shawmut  policies. 

THE  NATIONAL  SHAWMUT  BANK  of  BOSTON 

dially  invited.  Capital,  surplus  and  undivided  profits,  $21,650,000 
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All  the  Advantages  of  Cash 

But  None  of  Its  Disadvantages 


K.  N.  &  K.  Travelers  Checks  are  an  improvement  on  cash.  They  com- 
bine the  advantages  of  identification,  convenience  and  safety.  Cash  pos- 
sesses only  the  one  advantage — convenience. 

IDENTIFICATION— Your  countersignature  placed  on  a  K.  N.  &  K. 
Travelers  Check  when  you  cash  it  identifies  you  wherever  you  may  be. 

CONVENIENCE — Banks,  shops,  hotels,  railroad  and  steamship  lines 
accept  K.  N.  &  K.  Travelers  Checks. 

SAFETY — K.  N.  &  K.  Travelers  Checks  are  safe  because  they  cannot  be 
used  until  countersigned  by  the  original  owner.  Their  value  may  be  re- 
placed if  lost  through  fire,  theft  or  negligence. 

Your  own  bank  is  probably  one  of  the  thousands  which  sell  K.  N.  &  K. 
Travelers  Checks  and  Letters  of  Credit. 

Write  for  information 

Knauth.Nachod  &  Kuhne 

Seventy  Years  in  Serving  the  Public 

^Equitable  Building   -  New  York 

Foreign  Exchange  Investment  Securities 


qA  Sure  ^^ad  to 
Financial  Independence 

The  Halsey,  Stuart  &  Co.  Investment  Plan  enables 
you  to  invest  a  part  of  your  income  regularly  in 
SAFE  BONDS  and  thus  build  up  a  substantial  in- 
come from  investments.  Bonds  may  be  purchased 
from  us  with  10%  [par  value]  initial  payment  and 
the  balance  in  monthly  payments,  on  which  we 
allow  6%  interest  until  bonds  are  paid  for. 

ff^rite  for  full  details 
contained  in  our  booklet  AM-7 


HALS  EY,  STUART  &  CO. 


INCORPORATED 


NEW  YORK 
49  Wall  Kt. 
DETROIT 
Ford  Bldg. 


CHICAGO 
209  S.  La  Sallo  St. 
PHILADKLFHIA 
Land  Title  Bldg. 


BOSTON 
10  Post  Office  8q. 
ST.  LOUia 
Security  Bldg. 


MILWAUKEE 
First  Wis.  Nat.  Uk.  Bldg. 


MINNEAPOLIS 
Motropolitan  Uk.  Bldg. 


The  Right  Bank 
In  The  Right  Place 

The  Continental  and  Commercial 
Banks  are  situated  at  a  point 
from  which  they  can  serve  Amer- 
ican business  interests  to  the  best 
advantage. 

Ty^eCONTINENTALW 
COMMERCIAL 

BANKS 

CHICAGO 

More  than  ^55,000,000  Invested  Capital 


PILGRIM  TRAILS 

A  Plymouth-to-ProvincetoWn  Sketchbook 
By  FRANCES  LESTER  WARNER 

Illustrated  by  C.  Scott  White  . 

"Sketchbooks  of  travel  of  the  'statistical'  type  can  never 
so  reproduce  the  atmosphere  of  a  given  locality  as  a  book 
of  this  delectable  kind,  breathing  the  very  spirit  of  the 
country  described.  In  a  way,  just  now,  'all  roads  lead 
to  Plymouth.'  And  if  we  may  not  travel  them  in  reality, 
wc  can  gain  from  a  book  like  this,  not  only  a  wonder- 
fully clear  impression  of  the  Pilgfim  Country,  but  a  new 
realization  of  the  purposes  and  the  staunchness  of  heart 
and  of  deed  with  which  they  were  carried  out." 
— Boston  Transcript.  $1.75 

THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS,  Inc. 
8  Arlington  Street         Boston  (17),  Mass. 
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For  Motorists 

i! 

—as  welcome 
as  good  roads — 

A-B  -A  j^^r.  Cheques 


"A-B-A"  Cheques 

■universally  used  and  accepted 
-your  countersignature  in  presence  of 

acceptor  identifies  you 
-safe  to  have  on  the  person  because 

they  cannot  be  used  until  they  have 

been  countersigned  by  the  original 

holder 

-safer  than  money,  and  frequently 
more  convenient  than  Letters  of 
Credit  because  the  bearer  is  less  de- 
pendent on  banking  hours 

-issued  by  banks  everywhere  in  de- 
nominations of  ^10,  $20,  00,  and 
^100 

-compact,  easy  to  carry,  handy  to  use 


Bankers  Trust  Company 


New  York  City 
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What's 
Coming 
This  FaU? 

Will  we  see  a  Bull  Market  yl 
this  Fall?  I 

Will  bond  prices  rise  I 
materially?  I 

How  about  Foreign  Exchange?  IJ 

BabsoiDs  Reports 

^Babson's  recent  Barometer  Letter^ 
"Wfiat's  Coming  this  Fall?"  gives  you 
the  plain,  unbiased  facts  on  the  preS' 
.ent  situation,  and  forecasts  coming 
conditions  with  remarkable  accuracy. 
It  contains  information  of  vital  im- 
portance to  every  investor. 

REPORT  ON  REQUEST 
This  Barometer  Letter  and  booklet — "Qet' 
ting  the  Most  from  Your  Money" — is  available 
for  distribution  to  interested  investors,  gratis. 
Tear  out  the  Memo— now— and  hand  it  to 
your  secretary  when  you  dictate  the 
mornings  mail. 

Merely  ask  for  Bulletin  No,  J -22 

Roger W.  Babson's  Statistical  Organization 
WeUesley  Hills,  82,  Mass. 

(Suburb  of  Boston) 
The  Largest  Organization  of  Its  Character 
  tn  the  World   


CUT  OFF  HERE 
iiiiiiiimimiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii  iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!iiiii 

1       Memo  Secretary  | 

S  Write  Roger  W.  Babson,  founder  of  the  Babson  i 
1  Statistical  Organization,  WeUesley  Hills,  82,  i 
=  Mass.,  as  follows:    Please  ~ 


send  me  Bulletin  J-22 
and  booklet— "Getting  the 
Most  From,  Your  Money" — 
gratis. 


bison's  Reports 

Economic  '  CoSpgw/^.Tto'^ 


Shackled  Youth 

By  Edward  Yeomans 

IN  ten  brief  chapters  that  are  charged  with  feeling, 
Mr.  Edward  YeomanvS,  a  Chicago  manufacturer, 
shows  for  the  benefit  of  teachers,  parents,  and  readers 
generally  something  of  what  he  thinks  the  schools  of 
to-fluy  should  be  doing.  Mr.  Yeomans'  vim,  combined 
witli  his  sense  of  the  comic,  should  actually  accomplish 
Hoinething  in  the  very  face  of  "  the  oceanic  inertia  of 
school  administration"  and  "the  generally  oily  calm 
that  pervades  it."  —  Chictifio  Journal  of  Commerce. 


Dark  green  cloth  binding,  nHl  top 


Lom  vtnatnfi,  ntu  lop  and  stamping, 
13^  pages,  list  $i.6o 
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DURAND 

Steel  Racks 


r\URAND  Steel  Racks  are 
used  in  hundreds  of  widely 
di£Fering  kinds  of  business. 

They  are  as  suitable  to  the  type- 
writer business  with  its  two 
thousand  small  parts  as  the  auto- 
mobile business  with  its  radiators 
and  fenders.  They  are  equally 
useful  in  manufacturing,  whole- 
sale and  retail  businesses. 

They  are  strong,  fireproof,  and 
can  be  easily  rearranged  to  meet 
varying  seasonal  needs. 

Send  for  catalog  ofDurand  Steel  Lockers, 
or  of  Durand  Steel  Racks  and  Shelving 

DuRAND  Steel  Locker  Co. 


1506  Ft.  Dearborn  Bank  Bldg. 
Chicago 


506  Park  Row  Building 
New  York 
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Serving  the  Corporation 
and  Municipality 

THERE  are  few  corporations  and  municipalities  that 
cannot  employ  the  facilities  of  a  well-equipped  trust 
company  to  good  advantage.  This  institution  is  now  ren- 
dering invaluable  assistance  in  handling  all  phases  of 
corporate  and  municipal  finance. 

In  serving  corporations,  the  Old  Colony  Trust  Company 
acts  in  a  wide  variety  of  fiduciary  capacities,  relieving  its 
clients  of  a  vast  amount  of  routine  labor,  large  overhead 
expense  and  much  responsibility.  Through  the  Transfer 
Department  it  acts  as  transfer  agent  and  registrar  of  stock; 
depositary  under  corporate  agreements,  reorganizations 
and  consolidations;  and  as  the  Boston  agent  for  the  pay- 
ment of  bonds,  coupons  and  dividends,  in  which  connec- 
tion the  corporation  merely  deposits  the  full  amount  with 
us.  Our  Transfer  Department  also  executes  such  incidental 
details  as  the  mailing  of  notices,  annual  reports  or  announce- 
ments of  interest  to  security  holders  of  the  corporation. 

Furthermore,  the  Old  Colony  Trust  Company  acts  as  cus- 
todian of  securities  for  corporations,  municipalities  and 
individuals,  and  as  trustee  under  corporate  mortgages.  It 
underwrites  and  certifies  entire  issues  of  municipal  bonds 
and  notes. 

The  authorized  powers  of  this  company  are  adaptable  to  almost  every 
conceivable  financial  requirement.  Our  officers  will  be  glad  to  confer 
with  corporation  and  municipal  executives  and  explain  at  greater  length 
our  complete  fiduciary  services  as  they  may  apply  to  any  given  problem. 

We  shall  be  pleased  to  forward  you  upon  request  a  copy 
of  our  booklets,  **  The  Services  of  this  Company  as  Your 
Agency  and  *^The  Certification  of  Municipal  Bonds'\ 
Please  address  Department  A. 

Old  Colony  Trust  Company 


Member  of  the  federal  Reser've  System 
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I  Far-* Seeing  | 
Investors 

I  judge  securities  by  | 

I  their  record  and  | 

I  the   safeguards  | 

I  which  insure  their  | 

I  stability.  | 

I  To  such  investors,  | 

I  Straus  ^ondsy  backed  | 

I  by  a  record  of  39  | 

I  years  without  loss  | 

1  or  delay  in  pay-  | 

I  ment,  make  a  | 

I  powerful  appeal.  | 

I  They  are  safe  in  | 

1  bad  times  as  well  as  | 

i  good*  I 

I  Write  for  our  new  | 

1  booklet,  ^'Common  | 

i  Sense  in  Investing  | 

I  money***     Ask  for  | 

I  BOOKLETL1128  1 

s  = 

!  S.W:  STRAUS  I 

I  &ca  I 

i  Established  1882                  Incorporated  E 

1  NEW  YORK  -  Straus  Building  1 

I  CHICAGO  -  Straus  Building  | 

I  OfTices  in  Fifteen  Principal  Cities  | 

I  39  years  without  loss  to  any  investor  | 

illllUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII  I  IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIli*^ 


INVESTORS' 
LIBRARY 

'T^HE  search  for  information  on  the  part  of 
individual  investors  is  one  of  the  encouraging 
signs  of  the  times. 

The  Atlantic  Monthly,  in  connection  with  its  Financial  Adver- 
tising Department,  wishes  to  encourage  this  by  the  publication 
of  the  following  hst  of  booklets,  which,  it  is  believed,  should 
prove  useful  to  those  readers  who  are  concerned  over  the  prob- 
lems of  the  investment  of  their  surplus  funds. 

It  is  recommended  that  readers  write  directly  to  the  Invest- 
ment Houses,  making  reqilest  for  such  booklets  as  seem  most 
likely  to  be  useful,  or  for  such  information  as  the  booklets  may 
suggest.  Our  banker  friends  will  be  glad  to  be  of  service  to 
Atlantic  Monthly  readers. 

"Investment  Securities";  Kidder,  Peabody  &  Co.,  17 
Wall  St.,  New  York,  or  115  Devonshire  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 

"Let's  Choose  Executors  andl  Talk  of  Wills,"  a  booklet 
on  the  fiduciary  activities  of  a  large  bank;  Bankers'  Trust  Co., 
16  Wall  St.,  New  York. 

"Shawmut  Service,"  an  interesting  booklet  setting  forth 
the  many-sided  service  rendered  by  a  present-day  big-city  bank. 
Of  much  interest  to  business  men.  Offered  by  the  National 
Shawmut  Bank,  Boston,  Mass. 

"Common  Sense  in  Investing  Money  and  Safety  and 
6%,"  well-prepared  booklets  explaining  the  investment  of 
money  in  improved  real  estate,  as  developed  by  S.  W.  Straus 
&  Co.,  specialists  in  6%  real  estate  mortgage  bonds,  Straus 
Buildings,  New  York  and  Chicago. 

"Equipment  Trust  Securities,"  a  form  of  securities  arising 
out  of  the  financing  of  railroads'  locomotives  and  cars.  This 
booklet  gives  individual  investors  an  opportunity  of  learning 
how  the  securities  are  created  and  why  they  are  desirable  as 
investments.  Offered  by  Cassatt  &  Co.,  Commercial  Trust 
Building,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

"Getting  the  Most  from  Your  Money."  Investment  in- 
volves method.  Some  follow  one  plan,  some  another.  This 
booklet  sets  forth  plans  and  suggestions  useful  to  men  and  wom- 
en who  take  more  than  ordinary  interest  in  their  investment 
problemg.  Offered  by  Babson's  Statistical  Organization,  Welles- 
ley  Hills,  Mass. 

'  'The  Safe  Keeping  Account. ' '  This  booklet  sets  forth  the 
need  for  greater  care  in  the  handling  of  investment  securities 
after  they  have  been  bought.  Offered  by  the  Equitable  Trust 
Company,  37  Wall  Street,  New  York  City. 

"An  Organization  for  Investment  Service,"  a  booklet 
describing  interestingly  the  nation-wide  facilities  which  are 
placed  at  the  disposal  of  investors  by  the  Guaranty  Company, 
140  Broadway,  New  York  City. 

"Choosing  Your  Investment  Banker,"  a  worth-while 
booklet  for  investors,  giving  them  an  idea  of  what  to  look  for 
in  their  investment  banker.  Offered  by  Halsey,  Stuart  &  Co., 
209  So.  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago,  111. 

"Systematic  Savings  Plan,"  a  pamphlet  which  discusses 
the  partial  payment  method  of  buying  real  estate  mortgages. 
Offered  by  Greenebaum  Sons  Bank  &  Trust  Company,  La  Salle 
and  Madison- Streets,  Chicago,  111. 

"Concerning  Trusts  and  Wills,"  a  booklet  outlining  the 
advantages  of  a  trust  company  over  an  individual  in  fiduciary 
capacities.  Offered  by  the  Old  Colony  Trust  Company,  Boston, 
Mass. 

"Northern  Pacific-Great  Northern,"  a  study  of  two  great 
railroad  systems  in  connection  with  the  issue  of  $230,000,000 
bonds  popularly  known  as  "Burlington  Joints."  Offered  by 
Brown  Brothers  &  Co..  59  Wall  Street,  New  York  City. 

"Safeguarding  Your  Family's  Future,"  a  booklet  of 
interest  to  men  and  women  in  the  careful  making  of  their  wills 
and  particularly  to  present  the  idea  of  a  corporate  executor  as 
compared  to  the  individual  acting  as  executor.  Offered  by 
American  Bankers'  Association,  Trust  Company  Division,  S 
Nassau  Street,  New  York  City. 

■  "Men  and  Bonds,"  an  illustrated  booklet  describing  in 
detail  tlie  work  of  a  modern  investment  house  in  terms  of  the 
National  City  Company's  scope  and  service.  Of  much  interest 
to  investors.  Offered  by  National  City  Company,  SS  Wall 
Street,  New  York  City. 

"Wool  and  Wool  Manufacture,"  a  booklet  giving  infor- 
mation of  interest  to  investors  in  connection  with  one  of  our 
great  industries.  Offered  by  the  First  National  Bank,  Boston, 
Mass. 


Ooprrifbt  1021  br  S.W.Straoa&Co. 


Protect  your  checks! 

When  you  write  a  check  on  National 
Safety  Paper  you  protect  every  part  of  it 
— 1-amount,  2- payee's  name,  3-date, 
and  4  -  endorsements. 

This  protection  is  automatic.  The  mo- 
ment anyone  tries  to  alter  the  writing 
with  acid,  eraser  or  knife,  a  glaring  white 
spot  is  produced  in  the  paper.  The  fraud 
is  exposed  before  it  can  be  carried  out. 

National  Safety  Paper 

can  be  identified  by  the  wavy  lines 
shown  in  the  border  of  this  advertisement. 
Ask  your  bank  for  checks  on  this  paper. 
If  you  buy  your  own  checks,  specify  Na- 
tional Safety  Paper  to  your  lithographer. 

Our  book  '*The  Protection  of  Checks" 
exposes  the  check-changer.  Write  for  it. 

George  La  Monte  CBl  Son,  61  Broadway,  New  York 


Founded  1871 
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TH  E  pride  of  craftsmanship  that  dis- 
tinguished those  who  worked  with 
Daniel  Baird  Wesson  in  1853  to  pro- 
duce Superior  Revolvers,  has  become 
a  tradition  jealously  guarded  and  main- 
tained by  those  who  now  work  with 
his  direct  descendants. 


Smith  Wesson 

^Manufacturers  of  Superior  T^e^olvers 


SPRINGFIELD 
MASSACHUSETTS 


Catalogue  sent  on  request 
Address  Department  B 


FORNIA. 
•WOOD 


Good  ^^dwooa  needs  no  stain— 
Ask  your  Architect 
Redwood  is  one  of  the  very  few  woods 
^  which  may  be  efFecftively  utilized  for  interior 
finish  in  its  natural  color  and  grain,  without 
treatment  of  any  kind,  except  for  a  light  coat 
of  wax.  Age  merely  deepens  the  warm,  rich 
tones  of  this  thousand'year'old  wood,  which 
never  loses  its  distinction.  However,  if  either 

  a  light  or  a  darker  stain  is  required  to  harmo' 

nize  with  furnishings,' Redwood  takes  stain,  paint,  varnish,  and 
enamel  exceptionally  well,  being  free  from  pitch  and  resin. 

Because  of  the  fine  possibilities  of  Redwood  when  used  for  in' 
terior  trim,  panelling,  moulding,  etc.,  architects  and  builders  have 
come  to  emphasize  theseuses.  However,  Redwood  is  used  in  prac 
X  tically  every  kind  of  home  construction,  and  because  of  its  une- 
quailed  resistance  to  decay  when  exposed  to 
the  weather  or  to  moist  earth  is  also  employed 
very  extensively  for  mud-sills,  tanks,  pipe  lines 
and  other  industrial  purposes. 

Before  deciding  on  your  building  plans,  you 
should  have  the  facits  about  this  most  interest' 
ingof  woods.  Go  to  your  archited:,  building 
contrador  or  lumber  dealer,  and  ask— 
**lVhat  about  ^dwood?" 


Redwood  is  unequalled  for 
the  special  uses  to  which  it  is 
best  adapted,  and  for  these 
uses  the  available  supply  is 
adequate  for  generations. 
Meanwhile,  according  to  U.S. 
Forest  Service  Bulletin  38, 
merchantable  second 'growth 
Redwood  is  produced  in  less 
than  sixty  years  by  natural 
growth  from  the  stump. 


You  Stopped— but 

what  did  the  man  behind  do?  If  you  didn't 
signal  him  instantly  and  forcibly,  then  you're 
to  blame  for  the  damage  done. 

In  the  congested  traffic  of  today,  a  tardy  and 
careless  sweep  of  the  arm  is  confusing.  You 
must  have  an  infallible,  instantaneous  and 
powerful  way  to  warn  the  man  behind. 

There  is  only  one  signal  of  this  kind—Protex, 
distinctive,  noiseless,  automatic.  Protex  warns 
the  car  behind  and  protects  the  car  ahead,  day 
and  night,  in  sunshine,  rain  or  fog. 

Protex  sells  for  $7.50— the  smallest  premium 
that  ever  bought  such  big  insurance.  Guar- 
anteed for  life  against  all  defects  in .  material 
and  workmanship. 

THE  PROTEX  SIGNAL  CO. 

310  PARK  BUILDING,  CLEVELAND,  OHIO 


An  intense  red  flash 
"Stop"  the  instant  you 
press  the  brake.  Auto- 
matic. No  buttons  — no 
arms— no  levers. 


IGN 
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^-^^n^he  Watch  of  Railroad  Accuracy" 


You  Might  as  Well  Own 
a  Watch  with  a  Record 


From  steam  to  electricity, 
from  the  invention  of  the 
first  engine  to  the  air-brake, 
inventors  have  constantly- 
sought  two  things — speed  and 
safety. 

The  speed  and  safety  of 
modern  railroad  traffic  are  made 
possible  through  carefully  pre- 
pared schedules.  Back  of  these 
schedules  is  the  Hamilton 
Watch,  the  favorite  timekeeper 
of  American  railroad  men. 

The  engineer  shown  above 
is  S.  W.  Powers.  He  has  been 
with  the  Boston  &  Albany  R.  R. 
for  25  years.    He  runs  his 


trains  by  a  Hamilton  Watch — 
has  for  years. 

You  might  as  well  choose  a 
watch  not  only  beautifully  made 
but  also  keeping  time  with  day- 
in-and-day-out  accuracy. 

There  is  a  great  variety  of 
models,  for  women  as  well  as 
men.  Prices  range  from 
to  $2^0.  Movements  alone, 
$22  (in  Canada  $2S)  and  up. 
Send  for  * 'The  Timekeeper" 
— an  interesting  booklet  about 
the  manufacture  and  care  of 
fine  watches.  The  different 
Hamilton s  are  illustrated,  and 
prices  given. 


HAMILTON  WATCH  CO.,  Lancaster,  Pennsylvania 
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IMPORTANT 

There  are  many  imitations 
but  only  one  genuine  Kum- 
a-part  Kuff  Button.  The 
registered  name  is  on  the 
hack  for  your  protection. 


key  do  noiice  your 
cuFP  buiions- 


Though  you  may  not  be  conscious  of  it,  the 
eyes  of  other  people  are  often  rivited  on 
your  cuff  buttons.  They  mark  your  exact- 
ness and  taste  in  dress. 

The  whole  gamut  of  fashion,  beauty  and  art  is 
summed  up  in  the  many  exquisite  patterns  of 
Kum-a-part  Kuff  Buttons,  which  your  jeweler 
is  ready  to  offer  you  in  10  Kt.  and  14  Kt.  gold 
from  $2.50  to  $25.00  the  pair. 

The  Kum-a-part  Kuff  Button  clicks  open  and 
snaps  shut  —  the  soft  cuff's  own  button. 

Write  jor  Style  Book.  No.  7,  with  correct  dress  chart 

TlvQ  BaoT  &WildQ  Company 


ATTLEBORO 


OMAPA^T 


BUTTON 


TRADE  MARK  RBC.  U.S.PAT.  OPF. 

a  snap  to  buiion 
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IFhat  is  it  that  saps  your  energy  and  shortens  your  period  of  youth? 


Sleep  uncertain— finicky  appetite 
—easily  tired  out 

These  danger  signals  are  now  known 
to  have  one  deepy  underlying  cause 


A RUN-DOWN   condition    has  many 
different  symptoms — perhaps  it  is  tooth 
trouble,  or  indigestion,  or  over-fatigue. 

If  we  are  not  full  of  health  and  vigor  we  cannot 
resist  these  minor  ailments.  We  then  fall  off  in 
health  and  perhaps  pay  heavily  in  later  years  by 
serious  illness  or  even  loss  of  life. 

Scientists  now  know  that  the  deep,  undei^lying  • 
cause  of  these  various  ailments  is  often  lack  of  one 
single  element  in  food. 

The  lack  of  this  element — ^vitamine— is  largely 
responsible  for  the  lowered  vitality  of  the  thou- 
sands who  succumb  to  old-age  diseases  before  they 
are  forty  years  old. 

To-day  men  and  women  are  getting  this  essen- 
tial food  factor  by  eating  Fleischmann's  Yeast,  for 
yeast  is  its  richest  known  source. 

Fleischmann's  Yeast  builds  up  the  body  tissues, 
keeps  the  body  resistant  to  disease. 

In  addition,  because  of  its  freshness  (you  get  it 
fresh  daily)  Fleischmann's  Yeast  helps  the  intes- 


tines in  their  elimination  of  poisonous  waste  mat- 
ter. Eat  2  to  3  cakes  a  day  of  Fleischmann's  Yeast 
before  or  between  meals.  Have  it  on  the  table  at 
home.  Have  it  delivered  at  your  office  and  eat 
it  at  your  desk.  Ask  for  it  at  noontime  at  your 
lunch  place. 

You  will  like  its  fresh,  distinctive  Havor 
and  the  clean,  wholesome  taste  it  leaves  in 
your  mouth.  Only  one  precaution:  if  troubled 
with  gas,  dissolve  yeast  first  in  very  hot  water. 
This  does  not  affect  the  efficacy  of  the  yeast. 
Place  a  standing  order  for  Fleischmann's  Yeast 
with  your  grocer  and  get  it  fresh  daily.  Keep  it 
in  a  cool,  dry  place  until  ready  to  use. 

Send  4c  in  stamps  for  the  valuable  booklet, 
"The  New  Importance  of  Yeast  in  Diet."  So 
many  requests  are  coming  in  daily  for  this  booklet 
that  it  is  necessary  to  make  this  nominal  charge 
to  cover  cost  of  handling  and  mailing.  Address 
The  Fleischmann  Company,  Dept.  EE-31,  701 
Washington  St.,  New  York,  N.Y. 


So 
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REPORT  OF  THE  NEW  ENGLAND  COMMITTEE 
ON  CHINA  FAMINE  RELIEF 


In  late  December  the  following  proclamation 
by  President  Wilson  was  made: 

"A  famine,  alarming  in  its  proportions,  to-day- 
holds  in  its  grip  several  important  provinces  in 
China.  The  crop  failure  is  complete,  and  the  pres- 
ent distress,  which  is  great,  is  likely,  before  winter 
has  run  its  course,  to  become  appalling.  In  fact  our 
diplomatic  and  consular  agencies  in  China  inform 
me  that  the  lo3S  resulting  from  death  in  distressing 
form  may  run  into  millions  of  souls.  It  is  certain 
,  that  the  local  government  and  established  agencies 
of  rehef  are  unable  to  cope  with  the  magnitude  of 
the  disaster  which  faces  them.  .  .  .  Therefore,  not 
only  in  the  name  of  humanity  but  in  that  of  the 
friendliness  which  we  feel  for  a  great  people  in  dis- 
tress, I  venture  to  ask  that  our  citizens  shall,  even 
though  the  task  of  giving  is  not  to-day  a  light  one, 
respond  as  they  can  to  this  distant  but  appealing 
cry  for  help." 

Mr.  Thomas  W,  Lamont  was  appointed 
Chairman  of  the  General  Committee,  and  later, 
various  State  committees  were  appointed.  The 
New  England  Committee  was  composed  of: 

Charles  W.  Eliot,  Chairman, 
James  L.  Barton, 
Robert  Winsor, 
Ellery  Sedgwick, 
George  R.  Nutter, 
Galen  L.  Stone. 

Mr.  MacGregor  Jenkins  was  appointed  Exec- 
utive Chairman. 

Investigation  showed  that  the  five  northern 
provinces  of  China,  Chili,  Shensi,  Shansi, 
Honan,  and  Shantung,  were  all  affected.  The 
famine  zone  covered  100,000  square  miles,  pop- 
ulated by  45,000,000  Chinese.  Of  this  number 
15,000,000  were  facing  immediate  starvation, 
and  victims  were  dying  at  the  rate  of  10,000 
a  day. 

The  cause  of  this  famine  was  due  prirnarily 
to  three  continuous  droughts,  with  practically 
no  rainfall  in  three  years.  Not  only  had  the 
people  endured  prolonged  suffering  from  starva- 
tion and  intense  cold,  but  privations  due  to 
homelessness  and  separation  from  family  ties. 

The  situation  was  desperately  critical  at  the 
time  your  Committee  undertook  its  work  of  life- 
saving,  and  organization  was  rapidly  developed, 
the  objective  point  being  to  raise  immediate 
funds  to  cable  across  the  water  for  food.  It  was 
not  practicable  to  send  foodstuffs  from  America 
direct,  because  of  the  excessive  expense  of  trans- 
portation, due  to  distance. 

China  possesses  not  more  than  7,000  miles  of 
railway,  of  which  1,000  miles  are  in  Manchuria, 
the  food-distributing  centre.  The  foodstuffs 
were  brought  from  vast  distances  in  the  interior 
not  covered  by  railways,  wherever  they  were 
obtainable,  anfl  frequently  were  carted  by  men 
without  conveyance  of  any  sort.  As  Man- 
churia covers  a  large  territory  (approximately 
the  size  of  Texas)  and  the  farms  are  scattered 
throughout  this  territory,  access  to  the  neces- 
sary points  of  distribution  was  difficult  and 
slow. 


The  New  England  Committee  forwarded 
funds  as  quickly  as  they  were  collected  to  any 
appreciable  amount,  retaining  only  enough  for 
actual  running  expenses.  Funds  were  sent  to 
New  York,  through  Kidder,  Peabody  &  Co., 
our  local  bankers,  and  cabled  thence  direct  to 
Peking,  so  that  money  contributed  in  America 
was  translated  into  terms  of  food  in  approxi- 
mately ten  days'  time,  a  really  remarkably 
speedy  process  when  one  takes  into  considera- 
tion the  factors  of  distance  and  inaccessibility 
of  supplies. 

The  work  continued  with  unabated  energy 
until  June  loth,  when  advices  reached  America 
from  our  American  Ambassador  to  China,  Mr. 
Crane,  who  cabled  that  the  collection  of  further 
funds  might  be  discontinued,  owing  to  recent 
abundant  rainfalls  in  the  famine-district,  thus 
assuring  a  plentiful  harvest  from  the  first  crop 
due  in  late  June  or  early  July,  and  sufficient 
funds  to  provision  the  people  until  harvest. 

All  collective  monies  received  subsequent  to 
this  date  were  retained  for  post-famine  work 
and  rehabilitation  of  the  homeless,  but  indi- 
vidual contributions  were  returned  to  the  donors 
with  an  explanation  of  the  happy  change  of 
situation. 

The  Committee  has  been  able  to  collect  a 
total  of  $260,205.98.  The  operating  expenses 
were  reduced  to  the  lowest  possible  terms. 
Headquarters  were  established  at  the  home  of 
the  Atlantic  Monthly,  8  Arlington  Street,  thus 
eliminating  the  expense  for  rental  and  general 
overhead  expenses.  Extreme  care  was  taken 
to  minimize  expenses  so  as  to  save  every  penny 
possible  for  actual  life-saving. 

The  Committee  wishes  to  make  a  public 
expression  of  thanks  to  the  many  thousands  of 
individuals,  societies,  clubs,  schools  and 
churches,  and  whomever  so  generously  contribu- 
ted to  this  Fund.  Special  acknowledgment  is 
made  the  generous  cooperation  of  the  readers 
of  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  who  contributed  a  large 
proportion  of  the  funds  ($141,601.97). 

It  is  particularly  pleasant  to  suspend  our 
activities  on  account  of  improved  conditions  in 
China,  rather  than  on  account  of  a  paucity  of 
funds,  as  it  indicates  relief  to  millions  of  Chinese 
who  are  released  from  the  plague  of  starvation 
and  now  face  a  prospect  of  renewed  usefulness 
to  civilization. 

Respectfully  yours 

Charles  W,  Eliot,  Chairman, 
James  L.  Barton, 
Robert  Winsor, 
Ellery  Sedgwick, 
George  R.  Nutter, 
Galen  L.  Stone, 

For  the  New  England  CommiUee  for 
China  Famine  Relief. 

MacGregor  Jenkins, 
Executive  Chairman. 
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UTiere  Main  Street 

meets  Main  Street 


EVERY  town  has  its  "Main 
Street''.  Even  though  it 
may  be  disguised  by  another 
name.  New  York,  in  its  im- 
mensity, has  two.  One  is  called 
Broadway.  The  other — -Fifth 
Avenue.  Their  meeting  point 
was  the  logical  site  for  a  great 
commercial  structure.  So  rose 
The  Fifth  Avenue  Building. 

An  adequate  definition  of  the 
building's  functions  is  difficult. 
An  office  building?  Yes.  But, 
more  than  an  office  building.  A 
market  place  ?  Yes — and  more. 
It  houses  activities  so  varied 
that  neither  term  covers  all. 

Here  philanthropies  are  pro- 
jected and  promoted.  Across 
the  corridor  dental  appliances 
are  exhibited.  Below  may  be  dis- 


played the  latest  ingenuities  in 
toys.  Just  above  is  a  bit  of  the 
Orient  with  antiques  that  Mon- 
gols may  have  made  when  Fifth 
Avenue  was  a  forest  trail. 

Here,  potteries — there  paper, 
or  men's  clothing.  Again,  gleam- 
ing glassware  in  exquisite  dis- 
play and  infinite  variety.  Next, 
the  utilitarian  wares  for  the 
kitchen.  Behind  another  door 
clients  consult  attorneys.  Again, 
insurance  is  bought  and  sold. 

There  is  but  one  Broadway 
— one  Fifth  Avenue.  Thus  the 
importance  of  their  meeting 
point  is  obvious.  The  building 
here  located  enjoys  an  unique 
and  perpetual  advantage  of  the 
best-known,  easiest- reached 
location  in  America. 


THE    FIFTH    AVENUE  BUILDING 

Broadway  and  Fifth  Avenue,  at  Madison  Square,  New  York 
*'More  than  an  office  building'^ 
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In  the  Colleges  and  Schools  of  To-day 

are  many  intelligent  students  with  original  ideas  who  will  become  the  great  writers 
of  the  next  generation.  These  deserve  the  best  and  most  stimulating  books  to 
guide  them  at  this  formative  period  in  their  lives. 

Scores  of  letters  have  come  to  us  within  the  last  year  from  teachers  who  have  tested 
and  proved  to  their  entire  satisfaction  the  remarkable  influence  of  Atlantic  textbooks 
when  used  in  the  classroom.  These  letters  are  not  confined  to  any  one  section  of 
the  country,  but  have  come  from  California,  Oregon,  Washington,  Nebraska,  Minne- 
sota, Illinois,  Indiana,  Ohio,  Texas,  Virginia,  Pennsylvania,  New  York,  Massachu- 
setts, and  other  states.  Each  teacher  emphasizes  the  fact  that  Atlantic  textbooks 
have  been  found  a  wonderful  encouragement  to  freedom  of  expression  and  an  inspiring 
and  companionable  guide  to  the  study  of  contemporary  literature. 

When  preparing  your  orders  for  the  coming  term,  be  sure 
to  include  the  following  Atlantic  textbooks: 


Atlantic  Classics 
First  and  Second  Series 

For  courses  in  American  literature. 

Price  1 1. 50  each 

Gay's  Writing  Through  Reading 

For  advanced  courses  in  English 
composition.  Price  90  cents 

The  Voice  of  Science  in  Nineteenth- 
Century  Literature 

For  literature  courses.  A  collection 
from  the  works  of  Victorian  Poets, 
Critics,  and  Scientists.    Price  $2.00 

Bleyer's  The  Profession  of  Journalism 

For  courses  in  Journalism. 

Price  $1.25 

Tanner's  Essays  and  Essay- Writing 

For  Freshman  courses  in  essay  and 
composition.  Price  $1.25 

Atlantic  Narratives 
First  and  Second  Series 

For  the  study  of  the  short  story  and 
courses  in  contemporary  literature. 

Price  $1.25  each 


Atlantic  Prose  and  Poetry 

For  junior  high  school  and  upper 
grammar  grade  literature. 

School  edition,  $1.00 

Americans  by  Adoption 

For  Americanization  courses  and 
high  school  biographical  reading. 

Price  $1.50 

Uncle  Zeb  and  His  Friends 

For  third,  fourth,  and  fifth  grade 
supplementary  reading  and  oral 
English  work. 

School  edition,  90  cents 

Little  Gateways  to  Science 
Bird  Stories 

For  nature  study  and  supplementary 
reading  for  third,  fourth,  and  fifth 
grades.  School  edition,  $1.00 

Little  Gateways  to  Science 
Hexapod  Stories 

For  first,  second,  and  third  grade 
nature  study  and  supplementary 
reading.      School  edition,  90  cents 


Liberal  Discounts  on  All  Orders  for  School  Use 

THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS,  Inc. 


8  Arlington  Street 


Boston  (17),  Mass. 


TEE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY 


''FOR  DISTINCTIVE  AND  BEAUTIFUL  EFFECTS  ' 


tAmer^ican 

''The  Cabinet-wood 
of  Infinite  Variety/' 

American  Walnut's  historic 
pre-eminence  as  a  cabinet- wood 
is  due  to  tiie  following— among 
a  long  list  of  virtues: 

Natural,  rich  brown  color  (in 
the  wood,  not  on  the  surface) 
requiring  no  stains  or  other 
"beauty  aids"  to  bring  out  its 
charms,  and:  Natural  stability 
and  freedom  from  the  frailties 
of  many  other  so-called  cabinet- 
woods. 

Vv^ell  designed,  well  made 
'American  Walnut  furniture 
and  interior  woodwork  repre- 
sents an  inimsfment  of  enduring 
worth. 

Buy  it  with  full  confidence  in 
its  pennan^d  value,  but  first 
know  what  you  are  buying, 

''Be  Sure  Your  WalnM  hAU  Wainat' 

May  we  send  you  with  our  com- 
pliments the  American  Walnut 
Brochure  de  Luxe?  An  interest- 
inj^  story  <>*  Walnut's  history. 

American  Waxnut 
Manufacturers'  Assn.,  ■ 

i<oorn  1003..  616  South  Michigan  Blvd. 
Chicago 
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Subscription  Price  Reduced  to  Five  Dollars 

THE 

LIVING  AGE 


N 


EVER  before  was  it  so  important  for  Americans  to 
know  what  the  rest  of  the  world  is  thinking. 

To  understand  the  people  of  other  lands,  you  must  see 
through  their  eyes. 

To  follow'  the  events  of  the  world  intelligently,  it  is  necessary 
to  read  the  journals  of  the  world  — •  a  gigantic  task. 

No  one  can  do  this  for  himself.  It  would  necessitate  reading 
hundreds  of  magazines,  newspapers,  books,  and  reviews. 
It  would  leave  time  for  nothing  else. 

Let  THE  LIVING  AGE  do  this  for  you.  Every  week  it 
will  bring  the  best  articles  published  in  every  quarter  of  the 
globe.  Every  week  it  will  tell  of  the  most  important  events 
in  World  Politics,  Business,  Literature,  the  Arts  and  Sciences. 
Every  week  it  will  put  your  finger  on  the  world's  pulse. 

Recent  Contributors: 

Marshal  Foch  General  Ludendorff 

Walther  Rathenau         •      August  Strindberg 
Gordon  Craig  Queen  Marie  of  Rumania 

The  President  of  China 


WE  ARE  GLAD  TO  ANNOUNCE  THAT  IT 
HAS  RECENTLY  BECOME  POSSIBLE  TO 
REDUCE  THE  SUBSCRIPTION  f\f\ 
PRICE  TO   ..  4)D.UU 


There  are  special  trial 
offers  to  NEW  subscribers 
on   the  coupon  below 


Special  Rates:  $1.00  for  three  months;  $2.00  for  six  months  ATL.  9-21 

THE  LIVING  AGE  CO. 

10  Depot  Street,  Concord,  N.H.,  or  8  Arlington  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 

Gentlemen:   Enclosed  please  find  $  for  which  please  enter  my  name 

for  a   subscription  to  THE  LIVING  AGE. 


Name 


Address . 
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The  Small  Faucet  and  the  Big  Valve— 


FROM  the  lavatory 
fai 


faucet,  regulated  by      both   Craiie  PtOduCtS 

a  slight  movement  of  the 

fingers,  to  the  titanic  valveS  towering  above  their 
attendants  at  the  distant  pumping  station,  all 
requirements  of  the  pipeline  system  come  within 
the  scope  of  Crane  Service. 


The  success  of  such  systems  depends  on  tiniform 
reliability  and  it  is  the  basic  principle  of  Crane 
Service  to  insure  that  essential  uniformity  of 
stamina  and  performance  by  supplying  complete 
equipment  through  one  source  and  with  one 
standard  of  quality. 

This  policy  permits  of  safeguarding  any  pipe- 
line installation  and  its  incidental  equipment 
with  Crane  dependability  throughout.  It  en- 
ables the  home-owner  to  protect  his  entire  heat- 
ing,  plumbing,  sanitation,  vacuum  cleaning  and 


refrigeration  systems 
with  the  desired  quality, 
concealed    fittings  and 
pipelines  as  well  as  the  visible  fixtures. 

What  Crane  Service  does  for  the  private  home  it 
also  does  for  business  buildings,  apartments,  hotels, 
industrial  establishments,  hospitals,  schools  and 
other  public  institutions,  consistently  interpret- 
ing its  keynote  — "Anything  for  Any  Pipeline." 

A  service  capable  of  providing  your  home 
faucet  and  the  mammoth  valves  of  a  pumping 
station  with  equal  facility  must  be  organized  to 
give  an  exceptional  kind  of  thoroughness,  se- 
curity and  convenience. 

If  you  will  call  with  your  architect  at  the 
nearest  Crane  branch  you  will  find  that  it  is  as 
pleasant  to  utilize  Crane  Service  as  it  is  satisfy- 
ing to  profit  by  its  results. 


BOSTON 
SPRINGFIELD 
HARTFORD 
BRIDGEPORT 
ROCHESTER 
NEW  YORK 
HARLEM 
ALBANY 
BROOKLYN 
PHILADELPHIA 
READING 
ATLANTIC  CITY 
NEWARK 
CAMDEN 
BALTIMORE 


WASHINGTON 

SYRACUSE 

BUFFALO 

SAVANNAH 

ATLANTA 

KNOXVILLE 

BIRMINGHAM 

MEMPHIS 

LITTLE  ROCK 

MUSKOGEE 

TULSA 

OKLAHOMA  CITY 
WICHITA 
ST.  LOUIS 
KANSAS  CITY 


TERRE  HAUTE 


CRANE  EXPORT  CORPORATION. 


THERE  IS  A  NEARBY  CRANE  BRANCH  TO  GIVE  YOU  CRANE  SERVICE 

CRANE  CO. 

836  S.  MICHIGAN  AVE.  CHICAGO 
VALVES-PIPE  FITTINGS -SANITARY  FIXTURES 

CRANE  EXHIBIT  ROOMS 

23  W  442  ST  AND  22  W  452!  ST  I10S-M07  BOARD  WALK 

NEW  YORK  CITY  ATLANTIC  CITY 

To  which  the  Public  is  cordially  invited 
WORKS.  CHICAGO.  BRIDGEPORT:  BIRMINGHAM 


s):  TORO^ 


CINCINNATI 
INDIANAPOLIS 
DETROIT 
CHICAGO 
ROCKFORD 
OSHKOSH 
GRAND  RAPIDS 
DAVENPORT 
DES  MOINES 
OMAHA 
SIOUX  CITY 
MANKATO 
ST  PAUL 
MINNEAPOLIS 
WINONA 
DULUTH 


FARGO 

WATERTOWN 

ABERDEEN 

GREAT  FALLS 

BILLINGS 

SPOKANE 

SEATTLE 

TACOMA 

PORTLAND 

POCATELLO 

SALT  LAKE  CITY 

OGDEN 

RENO 

SACRAMENTO 

OAKLAND 

SAN  FRANCISCO 


LOS  ANGELES 


^«  *v(  oe 

We  are  manufacturers  of  about  20,( 


articles,  includiti^  valves,  pipe  fittings  and  steam  specialties,  made  of  brass,  iron,  ferrosteel,  cast 
steel  and  forged  steel,  in  all  sizes,  fot  all  pressures  and  all  purposes,  and  are  distributors  of  pipe,  heating  and  plumbing  materials. 
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AICHOR  POST 


^aUings 

First  impressions  of  your  home  are  often 
formed  by  the  fence  surrounding  it.  This 
should  harmonize  with  the 
buildings  and  gardens  and  also 
prevent  unwelcome  trespass. 

AncRoEWeld 

Railings  come  in  heights  from 
3  to  8  feet.  Grooved  square 
rods,  forming  pickets  and  rails, 
are  electrically  welded  at  each 
intersection.  Railings  and 
gates  are  remarkably  strong, 
panels  10  feet  long  requiring 
no  centre  leg  for  support.  A  wide  vari- 
ety of  patterns  is  available. 

"Residential  Class  A"  booklet  also 
shows  Chain  Link  and  Woven  Wire 
Fences,  which  we  manufacture  and  erect. 
Send  for  a  copy. 

Anchor  Post  Iron  Works 

Hudson  Terminal  Bldg. 

52  Church  St.   New  York,  N.  Y. 

Sales  and  Erection  Offices 


Boston,  79  Milk  St. 
Minoola,  L.  I.,  N.  Y., 

Jcriflio  Turnpike 
Cleveland,  Guardian 

IJuildint; 
Pittsburgh,  Jenkins 

Arcade 
Richmond,  Va., 

119  Mutual  liuilding 


Hartford,  Conn. 

902  Main  St. 

Philadelphia,  Real  Estate 
Trust  Building 

Chicago, 

8  So.  Dearborn  St. 

Rochester, 

1G04  Main  St.,  E. 


I 


A MEMORIAL  of  enduring  Barre 
granite  will  keep  alive  your  ten- 
derest  memories  and  the  love  and 
respect  you  so  strongly  feel. 
75  years'  experience  has  taught  us 
how  to  express  most  fittingly  your 
desire  and  personal  taste. 

Write  for  Booklet  1 

HARRISON  GRANITE  CO. 

200  FIFTH  AVE.         NEW  YORK 

807  Fine  Arts  Building.  Chicago,  111. 
1501  Kresge  Building,  Detroit,  Mich. 
4927  Osage  Avenue,  Philadelphia.  Pa. 

Works:  Barre,  Vt. 
Member  of  Memorial  Orafta  Institute 

HARRISON 

MEMORIALS 


^  'f  . 


21-6 


AKRON,  OHIO 

has  just  ordered  1100  copies 

ATLANTIC  PROSE 
AND  POETRY 

Price  Jl.OO 

Supt.  C.  R.  Reed  writes  the  reasons: 

We  have  adopted  ''Atlantic  Prose  and  Poetry'' 
for  use  in  the  eighth  grade  of  the  Akron  Public 
Schools.  This  hook  is  a  distinct  contribution  to 
upper-grade  reading  material.  For  years  we 
have  been  needing  new,  up-to-date  selections  for 
reading  in  these  grades  to  take  the  place  of  some 
of  the  outworn  classics  which  never  did  hold  any 
real  interest  for  children  of  this  age. 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY  PRESS,  INC. 


8  Arlington 
Street 


Boston  (17), 
Mass. 
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Ma^ke  it  a  HOME 


BUILI-)  the  kind  of  a  house  you  have  always 
wanted,  with  everything  in  harmony  and  a 
vtouch  here  and  there  o£  your  own  personality. 

It's  not  so  much  a  matter  of  expense  as  of  care 
in  detail.  Hardware  for  instance  seems  of  small 
importance  to  some  people.  The  true  home  builder 
finds  delight  in  the  selection  of  it. 

For  hardware  is  constantly  in  use — always  in 
view.  If  you  choose  Sargent  Locks  and  Hardware 
in  conjunction  with  your  architect,  satisfaction 
will  be  certain. 

The  subject  of  builder's  hardware  has-  been 
interestingly  covered  in  a  75-page  booklet,  which 
also  illustrates  a  number  of  distinctive  Sargent 
Patterns.  It  is  called  the  Sargent  Book  of  De- 
signs and  a  copy  will  be  mailed  to  you  free  upon 
request. 

SARGENT  &  COMPANY 

Hardware  Manufacturers 

34  Water  Street  New  Haven,  Conn. 


Whether  or  not  you  are  inter- 
ested in  building,  there  is  an 
ever  present  need  for  Sargent 
Day  and  Night  Latches.  They 
should  be  on  front  and  back 
doors.  Sargent  Latches  mean 
safety. 


BUILD  NOW 

And  let  Sargent  Hard- 
ware add  the  final 
touch  of  beauty  and 
security  to  your  home. 


LOCK  S 

AND 

H  A  R   D  W  A  R 

E 
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appears  even/  moniA  in  fhe  VnUedSiaies  exclusit/eli/  in 

THE  QUALITY  GROUP  MAGAZINES 

ATLANTIC  MONTHLY-  C£NTURY'HARPe/i'S'R£V/£W  of  R£VIE\NS 
SCRIBN£R'S  an  J  WORLD'S  WORKJnTHE  CANAD/AN  fyiACAZ/NE  in  Ca*ui</a. 
Send  posia^e  /or  adi^ice  Vi^kere  and  how     ^o.   The  ricfh^  ho^ei  etc 

For  space  and  raies  in  our  departments  write  to 
THE  WHERETO  GO  BUREAU  Inc  8  B  eacoTt  Sf,Bostort. Mass.  USA  ^ 


CANADA 


HOTEL  St.  John,  N.  B. 

Leading  Hotel,  Earopean  Plan,  Central  Location, 
5  minutes  from  all  boats  and  trains.  200  rooms, 
75  with  bath.  Rates  $2.25  and  up.  For  Booklet 

apply  to  any  Tourist  Bureau,  Hotel,  Railway  or 
Steamship  Agency,  or  the  Troprietors 

The  Raymond  &  Doherty  Co.,  Ltd./5;r'S" 


ON  THE  FAMOUS  MUSKOKA  LAKES 


WINDERMERE 


HOUSE 


t I  Windermere  Moskoka   ~  Canada 

j  Modern  improvements.  Best  of  everything, 
|i  r.nchanting  steamer  trips  through  silver  lakes 
jj  bostuddcd  with  hundreds  of  wooded  island 
|]  gims.  Iliy  fever  unknown.  Come  for  Sent. 
'!  rOT  P  course,  best  in  Dlnskoka. 

II  UULT  Tennis  on  concrete.    Ask  for  booklet. 


NORTHERN  ONTARIO 
TEMAGAMI  Ki'SUS 

A  real  North  Woods  Camp  in  heart  of  four  million 
norps  of  vir-'in  forest.  Open  all  Sept.  1,503  Lakes. 
Wonderful  nshlng.  One  night  from  Toronto.  Write 
for  booklet.  M188  ORR,  Timagaini  P.  0..  Ont. 

Lbs  ANGELES  CAU; 


X^LIeS"  VAN  NUYS  HOTEL 

Centrally  located.  Excellent  cafe  in  con- 
nection. The  l)e.st  of  accommodations  at 
moderate  prices.  Folder  mailed  on  request 


Ir^s^H^A^jHOTEL  STOWELL 

275  rooms,  all  baths.  Runnintf  ice  water. 
Firei)roof.  Strictly  first  class.  82.50  up. 
Ask  for  illustrated  folder. 


The.  seven  magazines  The  Where-to-no  Bureau 
uses  monthly  are  all  quality  publications^ 
appealing  ij  quality  people  everywhere. 
This  Department  visits  more  than  three- 
quarters  of  a  iinlhon  horni-s  rnonthh/,  coin- 
prising  the  (jTiO/iOO  2>f'r.tons  in  North  America 
with  incomes  of  $/,.000  a  year  and  over. 


WjnCIll<:-T<).(!<)  for  OCT.  closes  .SEI'T.  1 


CHICAGO  ILL. 


DRAKE 
CHICAGO 


stands  pre-eminent  among  the  great ' 
hotels  of  America.  Fronting  Lake- 
Michigan  and  ou  the  famous  Boule- 
vard Link,  Five  minutes  from  the 
theatrical  and  shopping  districts.  An 
Ideal  place  to  enjoy  a  racation. 
Rooms  for  two,i?3.00  each  person,  & 
up.  Single  rooms,  g!5.00  and  up.  All  , 
JOomaliaYe  batli.  Write/or  booklet. 


C  hicagos  "&tifBedu  tiful  "Hotel 
Lake  Shore  Drive 


ADIRONDACK  MTS.  N.  Y. 


BU^R  MOTJNTA.IX  CAMr 

In  Adirondacks  on  shore  of  Cranberry 
Lake.  1,800  feet  above  sea  level,  among 
mountain  peaks.  Wonderful  view,  with  all 
comforts  and  woods  attractions.  lUrd  and 
big  game  hunting.  Open  till  Dec.  1.  J.  M. 
Balderson,  Cranberry  Lake,  N.Y.  Booklet 


NEW   ORLEANS  LA. 


miiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 


HAWAII 


r-  F»l<AVGROUMO 

For  your  next  Vacation 

enjoy  America's  mid- 
Pacific  Paradise.  Con-  < 
tinuous  outdoor  recreations 
Gorgeous  scenerv.  tropical 
climate,  fruits,  flowers ;  liv- 
ing volcano. 

Ask  your  nearest  railway, 
travel,  tourist  or  steamship 
agency  for  the  new  HawaU 
Booklet  just  out.  Or  write 
direct  to 

HAWAII  TOURIST  BUREAF ^ 

Honolulu.  Territory  of 
Hawaii,  U.  S. 


I 


NEW  YORK  CITY 


rULs..  Hotel  St.  James  b'tsS 

midway  between  Fifth  Avenue  and  Broadway.  An 
hotel  of  quiet  dignity,  having  the  atmosphere  and 
appointments  of  a  well-conditioned  home.  Much 
favored  by  women  traveling  without  escort.  3  min- 
utes' walk  to  40  theatres  and  all  best  shops.  Rates 
and  booklet  on  application.  W.  Johnson  Qoinn. 


HOTEL  HARGRAVE 

West  72d  Street,  N.  Y.  300  rooms,  each  with  bath. 
Absolutely  fireproof.  One  block  to  72d  St.  entrance 
of  Central  Park.  Comfort  and  refinement  combined 
with  moderate  rates.    Send  for  illustrated  booklet. 


TOURS 


CONDUCTED  TRAVEL 

TO 

EGYPT,  PALESTINE  GREECE. 
ITALY,  and  the  MEDITERRANEAN 

For  details  write 
Cureau  of  University  Travel 

4  Boyd  Street  Newton,  Mass. 


EUROPE  1921 

Parties  enrolling  now.  Moderate  prices. 
Most  Interesting  routes*  Great  success 
1920. 

Tn^™„1^  Trtiii»a  65  n  Franklin  St. 
lempie  lOUrS     Boston,  Mass  - 


Wlien  writing  to  these  advertisers  will  you 
please  mention  The  Where-tOroo  Bureau. 


CLARK'S  17th  ORIENT  CRUISE 

by  HiirriptiioiiH  H.S.  EmprcHH  of  Scotland,  25,000  gross  tons,  18  days  in 
Egypt  and  Palestine,  etc.  February  4,  1922;  63  days  $600  up,  including 
Shore  Excursions,  Hotels,  Guidtss,  I)riv*;H,  Fees,  etc. 

I'UANK  C.  Clauk,,  Times  Building,  Now  York. 


The  Latest  Triumph  of  Science. 
I  ■  Sounds  the  Keynote  of  YourEar. 

11^'  ^B^P     Ask  for  circular  "Makes  Tou 
mm  Ib^H  I       Hear."  It  tells  you  all  about  It. 
The  MagnlphoDe  Co.,  29  E.  Madison  St.,  Chicago.  OapU^O 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY 


89 


The 
ISewAmerkan 
'%    Trans-'Padfic  Highway 


The  Mystic  Orient 

— oZJer  than  history^  yet  new  to  you 

In  that  topsy-turvy  land  of  white  mourning  and 
trousered  women  there  is  much  that  is  new  and 
strange  to  you.  The  yoked  oxen,  diminutive  donkeys 
and  picturesque  camel  caravans  treading  the  crooked 
streets,  the  quaint  villages  and  beautiful  valleys,  temples, 
ancient  walls,  and  brilliant  shops,  the  perfect  art  every- 
where displayed,  will  fascinate  you.  All  these  wonders 
of  the  East  are  yours  to  enjoy. 

Travel  and  ship  under  the  American  flag 

Travel  over  the  new  American  Trans-Pacific  Highway 
from  Puget  Sound  to  the  Orient.  The  new  and  magnifi- 
cent U.  S.  Shipping  Board  liners,  operated  in  this  service, 
afford  fast  and  luxurious  travel  facilities  over  this  popu- 
lar short  Northern  route.  Fast  time — Every  comfort 
and  convenience — Perfect  cuisine  and  service. 

Make  your  reservations  now.  Write  for  literature. 

SAILINGS  FROM  PUGET  SOUND 
Seattle-Tacoma.  Wash.,  Victoria,  B.  C. 
SS.  "  Silver  State"  Sept.  17 


'Keystone  State"  Oct.  15 


Silver  State"  Nov.  26 

Your  local  railroad  or  tourist 
agent  will  be  pleased  to  give 
you  full  details,  or  apply  to : 

NEW  YORK  CITY 

17  STATE  street 

CHICAGO,  ILL. 

142  SOUTH  CLARK  STREET 

AH  principal  cities  of  the  Pa- 
cific Coast  and  the  Orient. 

E.  G.  McMicKEN, 

Passenger  Traffic  Manager 
M.  J.  Wright, 

Freight  Traffic  Manager 

L.  C.  Smith  Building 
Seattle,  U.  S.  A. 


MIRAL  LINE 


PAC   I    FIC      STEAMSHIP  COMPANY 
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To  add  a  library  to  a  house 
is  to  give  that  house  a  soul" 

Notable  Atlantic  Books 


Everyday  Adventures 

By  Samuel  Scoville,  Jr. 

"People  who  like  the  woods  and  the  wood  crea- 
tures, and  who  enjoy  reading  about  them  in  a 
pleasant,  leisurely,  happy-hearted  book,  will  find 
'Everyday  Adventures'  wholly  delightful." — 
N.  Y.  Herald.   Illustrated  by  photographs. 

13-00 

The  Amenities  of  Book-Collecting 

By  A.  Edward  Newton 

We  ramble  with  the  author  through  auction 
rooms  and  bookstores  of  London,  New  York  and 
Philadelphia,  meet  noted  booksellers,  and  learn 
much  of  the  process,  ethics  and  delights  of  book- 
collecting.  Illustrated  from  Mr.  Newton's  re- 
markable collection.    Third  large  edition.  54-00 

The  Letters  of  William  James 

Edited  by  his  son,  Henry  James 

"Biography  and  autobiography  appear  tame 
when  compared  to  the  informal  and  intimate 
utterances  uncovered  in  these  personal  letters. 
They  form  as  great  a  tribute  to  his  life  and  work 
as  anything  which  might  be  written." — N.  Y. 
Tribune.   Two  volumes,  illustrated.  Iio.oo 


'The  Mutineers 

By  Charles  Boardman  Hawes 

A  lively  sea  story  of  the  days  when  sailing 
vessels  made  fortunes  carrying  cargoes  between 
Salem,  Mass.,  and  Canton.  Avowedly  written 
for  boys,  but  whoever  can  read  "Treasure  Island" 
or  "Midshipman  Easy"  with  pleasure  will  revel 
in  these  adventures.    Illustrated.  ^2.00 

An  American  Idyll 

By  Cornelia  Stratton  Parker 

"If  you  admire  'strong  men  and  true,'  if  you 
enjoy  biography,  if  you  like  love  stories,  if  nai-  ^ 
vete  appeals  to  you,  if  a  tale  of  happiness  well 
told  brings  you  pleasure,  then  this  book  belongs 
on  your  reading  list." 

Seventh  large  impression.  $1.75 

The  Story  of  a  Fortunate  Youth 

Chapters  from   the  Biography  of  an  Elderly 
Gentleman 

By  Jean  Kenyon  Mackenzie 

It  is  most  interestingly  written  by  his  daughter 
and  with  all  the  charm  and  sympathy  of  a  young 
and  buoyant  writer.  A  piece  of  "Americaniza- 
tion "  to  be  read  with  pleasure  by  young  and  old. 

$1.25 


For  the  Children 


Little  Gateways  to  Science 

By  Edith  M.  Patch 

HEX  APOD  STORIES 

Fascinating  stories  about  six-footed  insects, 

cleverly  illustrated.  •2^1.25 
BIRD  STORIES 

"True  stories  that  read  like  fairy  tales."  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  J.  Sim.  $1.25 

Uncle  Zeb  and  His  Friends 

By  Edward  W.  Frentz 

Out-of-door  tales,  containing  bits  of  natural 
history,  childhood  adventure,  fellowship  with 
animals,  and  information  about  a  multitude  of 
interesting  matters.    Illustrated.  $1.50 


The  Firelight  Fairy  Book 

By  Henry  B.  Beston 

Delightful  fairy  incidents  and  the  doings  of 
the  Queen  of  Lantern  Land  are  recorded  in  this 
book,  with  attractive  pictures  in  color  by  Maur- 
ice Day.  I3. 00 

Jane,  Joseph,  and  John 

By  Ralph  Bergengren 

The  rare  appreciation  of  child  nature  displayed 
in  these  verses  make  it  a  book  which  must  be 
seen  and  handled  and  read  aloud  to  be  fully 
appreciated.  Illustrated  in  color  by  Maurice 
Day.  $3-00 


The  Atlantic  Monthly  Press,  Inc.,  8  Arlington  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 

Gentlemen:   Enclosed  find  and  mail,  postpaid,  books  checked  above. 

Name       Street  

City   State  
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Peddler's  Cart 


Yamato  Hotel  (S.  M.  R.  Co.)  at  Chanschu 


Write  to  Mr.  Yozo  Tamura, 
South  Manchuria  Railway 
Company,  111  Broadway, 
New  York,  for  the  descrip. 
tive  folder  illustrated  above* 
aod  other  informatioa. 


Changchun 

An  Oriental  Melting-Pot 

Alighting  at  the  northern  terminus  of  the  South  Manchuria 
Railway,  the  junction  of  three  important  railroads,  you  will 
find  yourself  in  Changchun.  Several  years  ago  it  was  a  little 
Manchurian  market- town;  now  it  is  an  important  trade  center. 
It  lies  in  a  fertile  valley  and  boasts  a  New  Town,  developed  and 
administered  by  the  South  Manchuria  Railway  Company,  and 
an  Old  Town,  preserving  the  enchantment  of  age-old  China. 

Changchun  is  the  "melting-pot"  of  Manchuria.  Chinese, 
Japanese,  Russians  and  Europeans  mingle  in  its  many  activities. 
For  instance,  one  may  drive  out  from  the  New  Town  in  a 
droshky  with  a  Cossack  driver,  to  the  Old  Town  past  the  Lama 
Temple,  the  Mongol  horse-fair,  and  on  into  the  banner-hung 
streets.    Here,  behold  real  Manchurian  life! 

Changchun  is  an  important  receiving  station  for  Soya  beans, 
brought  from  the  surrounding  country  in  native  carts.  The 
modern  quarter  with  its  broad  avenues,  its  modern  institutions 
and  its  Yamato  Hotel  is  a  delight  to  the  tourist. 

From  Changchun  connections  may  be  made  to  Harbin.  Southward  from 
Changchun  one  may  go  to  Dairen,  thence  to  Shanghai  and  other  ports ;  and 
also  directly  to  Chosen  (Korea),  thence  by  ferry-steamer  to  Japan. 

The  South  Manchuria  Railway,  running  through  Chosen  (Korea)  and  Man- 
churia, is  the  only  railway  in  the  Orient  with  all- American  equipment.  It  conducts 
a  chaia  of  hotels-de-ltixe,  travel  bureaus,  banks,  and  city  and  country  clubs* 

Your  Host  and  Guide 

South  Manchuria 

RAILWAY 
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Anywhere 
Everywhere 
The  Round  World  'Round 

On.  the  sands  of  Sahara,  or  at  a 
Ritz  Hotel— in  all  lands,  at  home  or 
abroad,  or  sailing  the  Seven  Seas 

American  Express 
Travelers  Cheques 

DOLLARS— STERLING— FRANCS 

are  always  good  as  good  American  gold 

Acceptable  everywhere.  The  in* 
sured  money  of  all  nations*.  Guard 
your  travel  funds  against  theft  or 
loss. 

Convenient,  simple,  safe,  these 
"sky  blue"  financial  passports 
command  the  service  and  atten- 
tion of  the  thousands  of  repre- 
sentatives of  a  great  International, 
Financial  andTrayel  organization. 

For  sale  at  Express  Offices  or  Banks 

For  all  journeys  secure  your  steamship 
tickets,  hotel  reservations  and  itineraries, 
or  plan  your  cruise  or  tour,  through  the 
American  Express  Travel  Department. 

American  Express  Company 

65  Broadway,  New  York 

International  BankiriK — vShipping — Travel 
and  I'urcign  Trade 


4M0NTHS'RESUIIS 


A  Springfield  (Mass.)  woman 
suffered  from  flat  feet  and  bun- 
ions caused  by  wearing  narrow- 
toed  shoes.  A  local  doctor  ad- 
vised her  to  wear  ' '  Ground 
Grippers."  She  did,  and  he 
kept  careful  diagrams  of  her 
feet  from  April  19th  to  July 
10th.  The  above  drawings  are 
reproduced  from  his  records. 
They  speak  for  themselves. 

Ground-Gripper 

WALKING  SHOES 

are  the  original  muscle-developing  health  shoea 
for  Men,  Women  and  Children.  Instead  of  impris- 
oning arches  and  toes,  they  flex  naturally  with 
your  feet  in  every  part— at  every  step.  Nerve 
pressure  is  relieved— stagnant  circulation  quick- 
ened—weak muscles  strengthened  -  painful  swell- 
ings reduced— deformed  bones  straightened.  Feet 
are  completely  restored  to  normal  shape,  vigor 
and  comfort.  And  these  results  SiTe  permanent. 

GET  A  PAIR  TODAY! 

Exclusive  Stores  in  Principal  Cities 
2000  Agents  Everywhere 

Ground  Gripper  Shoe  Company,  Inc. 

Grippertown  (East  Lynn).  Mass. 


SEND 
FOR  OUR  MEDICAL 
BOOKLET  ON  FEET 
FREEt 
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nnhe  Raymond -Whitcomb 

Mediterranean  Cruise 

Sailing  February  14,  1922— U.S.  Mail  Steam- 
ship  Company's  S.  S.  "George  Washington'* 

FOREMOST  AMONG  NEXT  WINTER'S  TRAVEL  OPPORTUNITIES 

The  Itinerary  is  the  most  generous  ever  planned^  including  the 
historic  places  and  others  unvisited  by  the  "  average  "  traveler; 
the  Shore  Excursions— wc/zi^/^^/  and  optional — are  unusually 
numerous;  the  exclusively  chartered  S.S.  "George  Washington' ' 
just  refitted  at  a  cost  of  $2,joo,ooo,  is  among  the  five  or  six 
most  sumptuous  liners  afloat;  the  Accommodations  aboard 
ship  are  of  infinite  variety;  the  Rates  — $6§o  and  up  —  are 
of  a  very  wide  range;  the  Sailing  Date  —  February  14,  ig22 — 
means  delightful  weather  and  brilliant  scenes. 
In  planning  the  Cruise  every  fine  point  has  been  considered;  in 
operating  it  everything  will  be  done  to  insure  the  high  degree 
of  service,  comfort  and  interest  synonymous  with  Raymond- 
Whitcomb.  We  will  gladly  forward  our  Mediterranean  Booklet. 


The  Raymond-  Whitcomb  Round  the  World  Tom-s  of  Luxury  are,  as  always,  pre-eminent  in 
scope  and  variety.  Our  Tour  Managers  are  Far  Eastern  Experts  and  are  primed  with  imme- 
diate knowledge  of  Asiatic  Travel  Conditions.  Equally  important  to  discerning  travelers  are 
our  comprehensive  tours  to  Europe,  Japan-China,  South  America  and  Arabian  Nights  Afrita. 

For  booklets  address  the  Raymond  &f  Whitcomb  Co,,  Beacon  and  Park  Streets,  Boston,  Mass. 
Other  offices  in  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Chicago ,  San  Francisco  and  Los  Angeles. 
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No  lameness  for  me''  f  | 

Thus  speaks  one  who  knows 
the  folly  of  aching  muscles  and 
stiffness  v\/hich  so  often  follow 
the  exertion  of  outdoor  sports. 

A  rub  down  with 


Absorb  ine.  J 

TH E  ANTIS E,PT,1,C  1,1  N  I  M  E  NT 


prevents  these  painful  after-effects. 
Stimulating  to  overtaxed  muscles, 
soothing  to  aching  joints,  healing  to 
strains  — 

Antiseptic,  too,  eliminating  possible 
infection  from  chafing  or  scratches — 
Not  greasy,  causing  no  stains  on 
clothes — 

Use  of  Absorbine,  Jr.,  insures  free- 
dom from  lameness  which  may  re- 
sult from  strenuous  exercise 

$1.25  a  bottle  at  your  druggist's  or  a 
liberal  trial  bottle  sent  for  ten  cents. 

W.  F.  YOUNG,  Inc. 
302  Temple  Street    -     Springfield,  Mas*. 


Large 
Capacity 
Non-Breakable  Construction 

Most  practi'-al  and  convenient  becpuse  it  holds 
more.  One  gallon  (16  cup)  rapacity.  Keeps  liquids 
or  solids  hot  or  cold.  Easy  to  clean  and  keep  clean 
—  most  sanit  ry. 

Attractively  finished  in  battleship  gray  and  alumi- 
num trimmed  — durable,  will  last  a  lifetime. 

To  be  sure  of  plenty  take  a  Therm-a-Jug  on  your 
next  trip.  If  your  regular  dealer  cannot  supply  you 
write  us.  Send  today  for  interesting  folder  on  vari- 
ous Thcrm-a-Jug  uses. 

THERM-A-fUG  CO.,    WEBSTER  CITY,  IOWA 


Hotel  Puritan 

390  Commonwealth  Ave,,  Boston 
This 

is  one  of  the  most  homelike  and  attractive  hotels 
in  the  world.  It  provides  quarters  of  any 
size  with  or  without  private  sitting- 
room  at  wholly  reasonable  rates. 

The  Puritan  is  100  yards  west  from  the 
corner  of  Commonwealth  and  Massachusetts 
avenues,  the  meeting  spot  of  motor  roads  en- 
tering and  leaving  Boston  and  near  Massa- 
chusetts subway  station  which  is  4  minutes 
from,  shops  and  theatres,  8  from  the  South 
and  11  from  the  North  Stations. 

Send  to  me  for  our  booklet  with  its  guide 
to  Boston  and  its  historic  vicinity. 


A.  T.  COSTELLO,  Manager 
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Luxurious  Staterooms  in" State"  Boat 


^ J    —the  comfort  and  service  were  equal  to  that  of  your  favorite  hotel 
^       or  club, 

— you  were  given  as  good  or  better  food  than  you  ever  before  enjoyed, 
—the  rooms  left  nothing  to  be  desired. 

—you  were  offered  every  privilege,  recreation  and  indulgence  given 

on  any  first-class  ship» 
—the  ship's  crew  seemed  bound  together  in  a  conspiracy  to  make 

you  enjoy  your  voyage. 

Then 

— as  an  intelligent  American,  Iceenly  mindful  of  the  fact  that  the 
future  of  our  country  is  indissolubly  linked  with  the  maintenance 
of  a  great  merchant  marine, 

You  Would 

—cross  the  Atlantic  on  American-flag  ships.    Wouldn't  you? 

The  U.  S.  Mail  Line  stands  ready  to  make  good  on  these  claims  for  semce. 

For  rates  and  description  of  services 
to  principal  European  ports,  address 

U.  S.  MAIL  STEAMSHIP  CO. 
45  Broadway  New  York  City 

0U.S.MAIL® 

STEAMSHIP  COMPANY 


OPERATING  STEAMSHIPS  OF  THE  U.  S.  SfflPPTNG  BQABD 
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"^ne  Better 
at  Any  Price" 
I,  J  and  5  lb. 
Packages  Only 
— It  is  Never 
Sold  in  Bulk. 


^he  Man  Who  Knows 


TPHE  discriminating  use 
of  White  House  Coffeehsis 
made  the  erstwhile  hasty 
breakfast — of  thousands 
of  busy  business  men  — 
a  function  to  linger  over 
—  that  its  invigorating 
deliciousness  may  be  en- 
joyed to  the  fullest. 


^  WRIGHT  CO.  B05T0>r  -  Chicago 


Directly  Facing  Historic  WASHINGTON  SQUARE 

HOTEL  HOLLEY  newyork 

An  up-to-date  hotel  situated  in  the  refined  environment  of 
old  New  York. 

Most  accessible  to  financial  district  and  steamship  docks. 
Convenient  to  the  theatrical  and  shopping  districts. 

RATES 

Room  with  bath,  $5.00  per  day  (meals  included) 

Room  with  bath,  $8.00  per  day      **  (2  persons) 


Knott  Management 


SHERMAN  K.  HILL,  Manager 
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Ik 


TO  THE 

MEDITERRANEAN 

A  GRAND  CRUISE 

DE  LUXE 

STRICTLY  LIMITED  TO  350  GUESTS 

The  palatial  S.  S.  ^'CARONIA"  of  the 
Cunard  Line  will  repeat  her  last  winter's 
remarkably  successful  cruise,  on  a  more 
extended  scale,  sailing  from  New  York 

On  January  28th  Next 

UNDER.  OUR  EXCLUSIVE  MANAGEMENT  , 

Sixty-one  Days  of  Delightful  Travel,  Lei- 
surely Sightseeing,  Luxurious  Recreation. 

The  steamer's  cabin  accommodations  having 
been  reserved  entirely  for  our  guests,  the  utmost 
comfort  in  staterooms  and  on  decks  is  assured. 

Programs  of  attractive  visits  ashore  and  varied 
entertainments  on  board  have  been  arranged. 
These  will  be  carried  out  under  the  direction  of 
competent  members  of  our  organization  on 
board.  Our  local  offices  at  the  various  points 
visited  will  also  be  at  the  service  of  our  passen- 
gers. Highest  class  hotel  accommodations  have 
already  been  reserved,  wherever  necessary. 

The  Itinerary  includes  visits  to  MADEIRA, 
SPAIN(Cadiz-Seville-Granada)GIBRALTAR, 
ALGIERS,  MONACO  (Nice  and  Monte  Carlo) 
NAPJLES  (and  environs)  ALEXANDRIA  (Cairo 
and  Nile)  PALESTINE  (Jerusalem,  Bethlehem, 
etc.)  CONSTANTINOPLE,  ATHENS,  ITALY 
(Naples  and  Rome).  Inclusive  Minimum  $1050. 

Stop-over  privileges  in  Europe  —  with  return 
passage  by  Aquitania,  Mauretania,  Berengaria 
or  other  Cunarders. 

Write  for  descriptive  literature 


11/ 


I 


I 


THOS.  COOK  ®>  SON 

New  York  Chicago  Philadelphia  Boston  San  Francisco  Los  Angeles  Montreal  Toronto  Vancouver 

150  Offices  Throughout  the  World 
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Prestige 


is  not  a  thing  of  mere  accident.  Tke  Bos- 
ton Garter  is  so  superlatively  good  that  peo- 
ples of  all  tongues  unanimously  agree  the 
manufacturer  has  placed  quality  FIRST. 
GEORGE  FROST  CO.,  BOSTON,  Makers  of 

Velvet  Grip  Hose  Supporters 

for  All  the  Family 


-  -  BOS  S  ERT  HOMES  -  ■ 


SPECIAL 
OFFER 

'1650 

F.  O.R 
BROOKLYN 
N.  Y. 


Dorit  Is/iiss  This  Wonderful  Opportunity! 

$450  cash  with  order  secures  this  "Bossert  all  the  year  home."  A  triumph  of  home  building  —  not  a 
board  to  cut  or  a  nail  to  buy.  Erected  in  a  few  days  by  unskilled  labor.  Living  Room  12'x  18',  two 
9'x  12'  bedrooms,  9'x9'  kitchen,  bath,  2  closets  and  porch.  This  house  is  not  catalogued.  Send  for 
special  folder.    Do  not  delay —  order  it  to-day.  Catalog  of  over  50  designs  18c. 

LOUIS  BOSSERT  &  SONS,  Inc.,  1336  Grand  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Automobiles  Must  Last  Longer 


THERE  is  not  so  much  romance  in  making 
automobiles  as  there  used  to  be.  The  busi- 
ness has  settled  down  to  the  simple  problem  of 
making  good  cars  that  will  run  year  after  year, 
with  a  minimum  of  repairs. 

Service  is  something  the  owner  ought  to 
get  out  of  his  car,  and  not  something  he  must 
pay  for  having  done  to  it  every  little  while. 

That  is  a  plain,  unpolished  statement  of  the 
reason  the  Standard  Steel  Car  Company  of  Pitts- 
burgh is  making  automobiles  and  is  going  to 
keep  on  making  them.  The  name  of  the  Standard 
Eight  is  not  a  spectacular  name,  but  it  is  coming 
to  mean  something  in  the  automobile  field.  It 
means  power  and  stability  and  utility.  The  car 
is  good-looking  enough  to  sell  on  its  looks,  but 
the  real  reasons  for  buying  it  are  back  at  the 
factory  in  Butler,  Pa. 

Tourim  Car,  $3400   Sport.  $3400   Roadster,  $3400  Chassis,$3150 
Vestibule  Sedan,  $5000  Sedan,  $4800  Sedanette,  $4500  Coupe.  $4500 
jlbove  prices  f.  o.  b.  Butler,  Pa. 

STANDAWD  EIOTT 

A  POWERFUL  CAR 

Standard  Steel  Car  Company 

Automoti've  Dept.  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


Traction — 
Resiliency- 
Mileage — 
Dependability — 

The  ideal  truck  tire  should 
possess  all  these  qualities. 

The  Caterpillar  type  tire  is  the 
only  one  that  does. 

Kelly -Springfield  Tire  Co. 

GENERAL  SALES  DEPARTMENT 

1710  Broadway,  New  York 
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CHLOR-E-DIXO 

TTie  Toothpaste  /oraTxAcidMouth 

Willnothardenirvthetxihe 


^Kon^ay- UNCLEAN    l^cZnesday- BETTER  JWday- NEARLYCLEAN  Sunciay- PEARLY  WHITE 


WHITENS  LIKE  PEROXIDE 
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''Beauty  Is  Only 
Skin  Deep'' 


A GOLD  BRICK  always  looks  good.  It  has  to. 
Its  promising  appearance  is  its  sole  virtue. 
Looks  alone  will  not  sell  goods  today.  Merchandise 
with  a  name— the  name  of  its  maker — has  the  call. 
For  only  the  maker  of  worthy  goods  can  long  afford 
to  advertise.  At  the  High  Court  of  Public  Opinion 
any  other  sort  is  soon  condemned. 

Wise  manufacturers  seek  the  good  publications 
'^to  tell  the  story  of  their  wares.  The  publishers 
seek  the  reputable  advertising  for  the  readers' 
guidance.  The  well-informed  buyer  seeks  news 
of  good  merchandise  through  the  columns  of  the 
best  publications. 

This  proves  the  value  of  advertising.  Neither 
advertiser  nor  publisher  can  prosper  without  your 
patronage.  Therefore,  it  is  to  their  advantage  to 
cater  to  you.    They  do  it,  too. 

And  it  is  distinctly  to  your  advantage  to  be 
guided  by  the  message  they  lay  before  you  — 
the  advertisements. 


Read  them  regularly! 
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Say  "Kapock" 

IF  you  would  have  the  utmost  satisfaction  in  hangings  for  your  home. 
Kapock  Silky  Sunfast  Draperies  are  exquisi  e  in  color,  silky  in  texture, 
graceful  when  draped.  Sunshine  does  not  fade  the  "  Long-Life-Colors," 
water  restores  them  to  newness ! 

Send  us  your  dealer's  name  and 
receive  a  '  'Kapock  Ske  tch  Book 
— ideas  in  house-furnishing 


A.  THEO.  ABBOTT  &  COMPANY 

^  Dept.  12  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Genuine  Kapock  has  the  White  Basting  Thread  in  the  Selvage 


102 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY 


The  October  HOUSE  BEAUTIFUL  is  the 
House  Furnishing  Number 


We  all 
know  people 
who  think  the 

more 
they  put  into 

a  room, 
the  more  they 
"  decorate  " 
it. 

Nothing  could 
be  further 

from 
the  truth. 

Learn 
to  value  space 

and 
to  appreciate 
simplicity. 


Do  you 
always  know 
how 
to  arrange 

your 
possessions 
to  the 
best  advantage 

and 
has  your  home 
that  mellow, 
lived- in 
look 
for  which 
you 
have  striven 
so  long? 


WHAT  IS  THE  DIFFERENCE? 

■DEAD  the  October  House  Beautiful,  and  learn  the  difference  between  a  restful,  harmonious  room. 
■'•^  and  one  which  is  spoiled  by  lack  of  taste.  The  secret  is  usually  in  the  art  of  knowing  what  to  leave 
out.  Is  your  house  filled  with  worn-out  heir-looms,  wedding  gifts  saved  for  sentiment  alone,  ex- 
Christmas  presents;  bargain  sales  bric-a-brac,  and  unmeaning  articles  of  all  sorts?  When  will  you  have 
the  courage  of  your  convictions,  and  make  a  fresh  start  with  only  things  which  are  "useful  or  beautiful?" 

The  House  Beautiful  for  October  will  contain  among  other  things: 


Furnishing  a  Little  House  for  the  Cost  of  a  Little  Car. 

I.    How  the  Bride  Did  It. 
Portfolio  of  Interiors. 
Halls  and  Their  Furnishings. 

Craftsmen  and  Their  Relation  to  Interior  Decorating. 


SPECIAL  TRIAL  OFFER 


5  Months  for  $i.oo 
15  Months  for  ^5,3. 00 

Published  under  the  Same  Management  as  the  Atlantic  Monthly 


Curtain  Possibilities. 

"Mayswood,"  the  Home  of  Henry  C.  Wallace,  Secre- 
tary of  Agriculture. 
Transpl  anting  Atmosphere. 
How  to  Make  the  Foundations  for  Decoration. 

Regular  Subscription  Rate — ^$3.00  a  Year 
Foreign  Postage  $1.00,  Canadian  50c,  extra  per  Year 


THE  HOUSE  BEAUTIFUL  PUBLISHING  CO.,  Inc., 

10  Depot  St.,  Concord,  N.H.,  or  8  Arling^ton  Street,  Boston  (17),  Mass. 

Gentlemen:  p:nrloHH  find  $\.oo  for  s  months'  subscription  to  The  House  Beautiful,  or  $3-00  for  15  months' 
subscription.  * 


Name  Street  

Tmiin  _  _  State  

Foreign  Postage  $1.00,  Canadian  so  cents,  extra  per  year. 


A.M.  9-21 
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Stattdard  cSamtatsTPlfeXo.  Pittsburgh 

In  addition  to  the  displays  of  ^$tandard"  Plumbing  Fixtures  shown  by  Wholesale  Dealers 
and  Contracting  Plumbers,  there  are  permanent '^^tandard"  exhibits  in  the  following  cities: 


NEW  YORK  35  W.  31st 

NEW  YORK  (.EXPORT  DEPARTMENT)  .  50  BROAD 

BOSTON  186  DEVONSHIRE 

PHILADELPHIA  1215  WALNUT 

WASHINGTON    .  SOUTHERN  BLDG. 

PITTSBURGH   445  WATER 

PITTSBURGH  106  SIXTH 

CHICAGO  14  N.  PEORIA 

ST.  LOUIS  .  4140  FOREST  PARK  BLVD. 

EAST  ST.  LOUIS  16  N.  MAIN 

CLEVELAND   4409  EUCLID 

CINCINNATI    633  WALNUT 

TOLEDO   1002-1016  SUMMIT 


COLUMBUS  .   503-19  PARK  ST.,  S. 

CANTON  1106  SECOND,  N.  E. 

YOUNGSTOWN   458  W.  FEDERAL 

WHEELING  46  EIGHTEENTH 

HUNTINGTON  SECOND  AVE.  AND  TENTH 

ERIE  130  W.  TWELFTH 

ALTOr.  lA  918  ELEVENTH 

MILWAUKEE   426  BROADWAY 

MILWAUKEE  311  FIFTH 

LOUISVILLE   323  W.  MAIN 

NASHVILLE  315  TENTH  AVE.,  S. 

NEW  ORLEANS   846  BARONNE 

HOUSTON.  .  .  COR.  PRESTON  AVE.  AND  SMITH 


DALLAS   1200  JACKSON 

SAN  ANTONIO  212  LOSOYA 

FORT  WORTH   828  MONROE 

KANSAS  CITY  201  RIDGE  ARCADE 

SAN  FRANCISCO   149-55  BLUXOME 

LOS  ANGELES   216-224  S.  CENTRAL 

SYRACUSE  OFFICE   303  HERALD  BLDG. 

ATLANTA  OFFICE  217  HEALEY  BLDG. 

DETROIT  OFFICE  414  HAMMOND  BLDG. 

CHICAGO  OFFICE  .  .  1010  STANDARD  OIL  BLDQ. 
SEATTLE  OFFICE  ....  1714  L.C.SMITH  BLDQ- 

TORONTO,  CAN.  59  E.  RICHMOND 

HAMILTON,  CAN.  20  W.  JACKSON 


FACTORIES:  Pittsburgh,  Pa.;  Louisville,  Ky.;  New  Brighton,  Pa.;  Toronto,  Can.   POTTERIES:   Kokomo,  Ind.;  Tiffin,  0. 
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People  now  regard  LaFayette  Their  selection  of  our  car  in- 

as  one  of  the  world's  cars  most  dicates  their  preference  for  it 

to  be  desired.  over  all  others. 

That  this  belief  has  been  fos-  Its  behavior  has  made  them  en- 
tered by  owners  there  can  be  thusiastic  in  their  ownership, 
no  doubt. 

T                 ••111  Such  satisfaction  is  always 

in  every  city  in  the  land  ,              j  .  ur 

T    X?      ^                      1  transmitted  to  the  pubhc. 

Lai^  ayette  owners  are  those  ^ 

who  buy  that  which  pleases  And  that  is  why  they  say  of 

them,  regardless  of  the  pur-  LaFayette,  ''It  is  a  car  built 

chase  price.  for  those  who  love  fine  things!' 

LaFayette  Open  Cars^  $48^0  at  Indianapolis 

I.aFAYKTTK  motors  company  cxxJilars  m  Indianapolis 


LaF/XXETTI- 


p.  A.  X. 

Cleans: 

Private  Automatic 
Exchange 

Combining 

INTER  COMMUNICATION 
CODE  CALL  SYSTEM 
CONFERENCE  WIRE 
EMERGENCY  ALARMS 
WATCHMAN'S  CALLS 
and  other  related  services. 

The  P.  A.  X.  augments 
and  completes  but  does 
not  supplant  local  and 
long  distancetelephoae 
service. 


^w?sf  of  this 
Dial  and 


direct,  immediate,  personal  contact  is 
established  with  any  department  of 
your  business. 

No  waiting  for  a  connection,  no  in- 
terruption, no  third  person  to  listen  in 
— an  absolutely  private  conversation 
without  delay  or  effort. 

Time  saver,  money  saver,  builder  of 
efficiency — that's  the  P.  A.  X.  As  L.  M. 
Greenberg,  Superintendent  Telegraph 
and  Telephone  for  Morris  and  Com- 
pany says  regarding  the  P.  A.  X.  in  the 
Morris  plants:  "Thing  are  running 
more  smoothly.  More  work  is  being 
done  and  done  more  completely  and 
more  efficiently.  Such  a  great  saving 
in  time  and  such  a  marked  increase  in 
efficiency  necessarily  means  a  very 
considerable  saving  in  money." 


The  P.  A.  X.  services  are  adjusted 
to  meet  individual  wants.  A  request 
from  you  and  our  field  engineers  will 
survey  your  needs  and  recommend. 
Write  or  telephone  our  nearest  office. 


cAUTOMATIC  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 

Home  Office  and  Factory 
CHICAGO,  ILL. 


BOSTON  OFFICE 
445  Tremont  Bldg. 

PITTSBURGH  OFFICE 
2136  Oliver  Bldg. 

DETROIT  OFFICE 
525  Ford  Bldg. 

NEW  YORK  OFFICE 
21  East  40th  St. 

CLEVELAND  OFFICE 
415  Cuyahoga  Bldg. 


KANSAS  CITY  OFFICE 
1001  New  York  Life  Bldg. 

ROCHESTER  OFFICE 
519  Arlington  Bldg. 

PHILADELPHIA  OFFICE 
The  Bourse  Bldg. 

COLUMBUS  OFFICE 
516  Ferris  Bldg. 

SAN  FRANCISCO  OFFICE 
320  Market  St. 


THE  BUaiTOKI)  PBX»e 

coarcxjKD 


BROWN  BROTHERS  6?  CO. 


AthdC  Chestnut  Sts. 
Phila  delpKia 


Established  1818 
59  Wall  St.,  NEW  YORK 


60  State  St. 
Boston 


Investment  Securities 

A  diversified  investment  at  present  attractive  prices 
is  suggested  from  the  following  groups  of  securities: 


U.  S.  Government  Bonds  and 
Notes.  Maturities  of  3  to  26 
years  returning  5%  to  5^%. 

Municipal  and  State  Bonds. 

Yields  of  5^4%  to  51/2%  on  issues 
of  leading  American  cities  and  of 
4.80%  to  5%%  on  those  of  repre- 
sentative states.  Not  in  a  gener- 
ation have  these  tax  exempt 
securities  provided  as  high  an  in- 
come as  now. 

Foreign  Government  Bonds. 

Redeemable  at  a  premium  or  non- 


callable,  yielding  from  7%  to 
about  10%. 

Railroad  Bonds.  Returns  as  high 
as  6l^%  on  bonds  legal  for  savuigs 
banks  in  New  York  and  New 
England  and  higher  on  other  issues. 

Short  Term  Notes.  Yielding 
61/2%  to  about  9%  for  a  wide  se- 
lection of  3  to  10  year  maturities. 

Public  Utility  Issues.  Bonds  and 
notes  of  power,  gas,  electric  light 
and  heating  companies  whose 
stocks  are  on  a  dividend  basis,  to 
yield  7%  to  91/2%. 


We  shall  be  pleased  to  give  more  detailed  information 
concerning  any  of  these  securities. 

cA  Century  of  Service 


BROWN,  SHIPLEY  &>  COMPANY 

Established  1810 


Founders  Court,  Lothbury 
LONDON,  E.  C. 


Office  for  Travelers 
123  Pall  Mall.  LONDON.  S.  W. 


